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CHAPTER  L 


Towjibps  iHe  dose  of  tJia  last  century^  the  Baron  dti 
Baaufepaire  lived  m  tlie  cbateau  gf  that  name  in  Brittany. 
His  &inUj  was  of  prodigious  aQliqtiii.j.  Seven  successive 
baroDs  had  already  flourished  on  itii§  spot  of  France  wh«;n 
m  YOQQger  son  of  the  house  Bccompanied  his  neighbour  the 
Duke  of  Normandy  in  his  de§eenl  oti  Engtaod,  and  was  re- 
warded hj  a  gxmnt  of  knd^  on  which  he  dug  a  moat  and  buUl 
a  e^tleaa^  and  called  it  Beaurepaire ;  the  worthy  nalives 
turned  this  mto  Borreper  without  an  instant'is  delay.  Since 
dtat  da/  more  than  twenty  gentlemen  of  the  same  lineage 
htd  held  ia  tum  the  original  chateau  and  hmds,  and  band&d 
them  down  to  ihetr  present  lord* 

Tlinn  rooted  in  his  native  Brittany  Henri  Lbnel  SInrie 
St.  Qucntin  de  Beaurepaire  was  as  fortunate  m  any  man  can 
he  pronounced  before  he  dies-  He  had  health,  rank,  a  good 
lacome,  a  iair  domain^  a  goodly  houaej  a  loving  wife,  and 
two  lovely  young  daughters  ail  veneration  and  affection. 
Two  months  every  year  he  visited  the  Faubourg  St,  Ger- 
•ttt  and  the  Court  At  both  every  gentlemaa  and  every 
t|uef  knew  his  name  and  hia  face ;  Lis  return  to  Brittany 
lAer  tbk  »tiort  absence  wn^  ctjc^braled  by  a  rustic  fete- 
Above  nil^Monfeteurdc  Bea;ircpaire  i>cK^8essed  that  treasure 
•f  tf«*«ir«0|€5oatenL     He  hunted  no  beai't-burns.    Ambition_ 
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did  not  tempt  him.  Why  should  he  listen  to  long  speeches, 
and  court  the  unworthy,  and  descend  to  intrigue,  for  so  pre- 
carious and  equivocal  a  prize  as  a  place  in  the  Grovemment, 
when  he  could  be  De  Beaurepaire  without  trouble  or  loss  of 
self-respect  ?  Social  ambition  could  get  little  hold  of  him. 
Let  parvenus  give  balls  half  in  doors  half  ouU  and  light  two 
thousand  lamps,  and  waste  their  substance  battling  and  ma- 
noeuvring for  fashionable  distinction ;  he  had  nothing  to  gain 
by  such  foolery,  nothing  to  lose  by  modest  living ;  he  was 
the  twenty-ninth  Baron  of  Beaurepaire.  So  wise,  so  proud, 
^80  little  vain,  so  strong  in  health  and  wealth  and  honour,  one 
would  have  said  nothing  less  than  an  earthquake  could  shake 
this  gentleman  and  his  house.  Yet  both  were  shaken,  though 
rooted  by  centuries  to  the  soiL 

But  it  was  by  no  vulgar  earthquake. 

For  years  France  had  bowed  in  silence  beneath  two  gall- 
ing burdens :  a  selfish  and  corrupt  monarchy,  and  a  multi- 
tudinous, privileged,  lazy,  and  oppressive  aristocracy,  by 
whom  the  peasant,  though  in  France  he  is  the  principal  pro- 
prietor of  the  soil,  was  handled  like  a  Russian  serf. 

Now  when  a  high  spirited  nation  has  been  long  silent  under 
oppression — tremble  oppressors  I  The  shallow  misunder- 
stand nations  as  they  do  men.  They  fear  where  no  fear  is, 
and  play  cribbage  over  a  volcano.  Such  are  they  who  ex- 
pect a  revolt  in  England  whenever  England  grumbles  half  a 
note  higher  than  usual.  They  do  not  see  that  she  is  venting 
her  ill  humour  instead  of  bottling  it,  and  getting  her  griev- 
ance redressed  gradually  and  safely. .  Such  is  the  old  lady 
who  pinches  us  when  the  engine  lets  off  its  steam  with  a 
mighty  pother.  Then  it  is  she  fears  an  explosion.  Such 
are  they  who  read  the  frothy  bombast  of  Italian  Republicans, 
and  fancy  that  nation  of  song,  superstition,  and  slavery  is 
going  to  be  free — is  worthy  to  be  free — ^has  the  heart  or  the 
brains  or  the  soul  to  be  free. 

Such  were  the  British  placemen,  and  the  pig-headed  King, 
who  read  the  calm,  business-like,  respectful,  yet  dignified 
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and  determined  address  (^  the  American  colonists,  and  ai^ed 
tfaue — 

**  What;  thej  don't  bluster ;  these  then  are  men  we  can 
bnUy."* 

Such  were  the  French  placemen,  who  did  not  see  how 
tremendous  the  danger  to  that  corrupt  government  and  law- 
less aristocrarj,  when  an  ardent  people  raised  their  heads, 
after  centuries  of  brooding,  to  avenge  centuries  of  wrong. 

We  all  know  this  wonderfiil  passage  of  history.  How  the 
feeble  king  was  neither  woman  nor  man — could  neither  con- 
cede with  grace,  nor  resist  with  cannon.  How  his  head  fell 
at  ft  moment  when  it  was  monstrous  to  pretend  the  liberties 
of  the  nation  ran  any  risk  from  the  poor  old  cypher.  How 
the  dr^s  of  the  nation  came  uppermost  and  passed  for  ^  the 
people."  How  law,  religion,  common  sense,  and  humanity, 
hid  their  faces,  the  scaffold  streamed  with  innocent  blood,  and 
terror  reigned. 

France  was  preyed  on  by  unclean  beasts,  half  ass,  half 
tiger.  They  made  her  a  bankrupt,  and  they  were  busy  cut- 
tmg  her  throat,  as  well  as  rifling  her  pockets,  when  Heaven 
sent  her  a  Man. 

He  drove  the  unclean  beasts  off  her  suffering  body,  and 
took  her  in  his  hand,  and  set  her  on  high  among  the  nations. 

But  ere  the  Hero  came — among  whose  many  glories  let 
this  be  written,  that  he  was  a  fighting  man,  yet  ended  civil 
slaughter — what  wonder  that  many  an  honest  man  and  good 
Frenchman  despaired  of  France.  Among  these  was  M.  de 
Beaurepaire. 

These  Republicans — ^murderers  of  kings,  murderers  of 
women,  and  persecutors  of  children — were,  in  his  eyes,  the 
most  borrible  monsters  Humanity  ever  groaned  under. 

♦  Compare  the  manifestoes  of  Italian  Republicans  with  the  proclama- 
tkna  and  addresses  of  the  American  colonists— t.  e.,  compare  the  words  of 
the  men  of  words  with  the  words  of  the  men  of  deeds— the  men  who  fail 
vith  the  men  who  succeed;  it  is  a  lesson  in  human  nature.  They  differ 
m  a  hladder  from  a  bludgeon,  or  harlequin^s  sword  from  Noll  Oromwell*8. 
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He  put  on  black  for  the  King,  and  received  no  visits.  He 
brooded  in  the  chateau,  and  wrote  and  received  letters  ;  and 
these  letters  all  came  and  went  bj  private  hands.  He  felled 
timber.  He  raised  large  sums  of  money  upon  his  estate. 
.  He  then  watched  his  opportunity,  and  on  pretence  of  a  jour- 
ney disappeared  from  the  chateau. 

Three  months  after,  a  cavalier,  dusty  and  pale,  rode  into 
the  court-yard  of  Beaurepaire,  and  asked  to  see  the  baroness ; 
he  hung  his  head  and  held  out  a  letter.  It  contained  a  few 
sad  words  from  M.  de  Larochejaquelin.  The  baron  had 
just  £Edlen  in  La  Vendee,  fighting,  like  his  ancestors,  on  the 
side  of  the  Crown. 

From  that  hour  till  her  death  the  baroness  wore  black. 

The  mourner  would  have  been  arrested,  and  perhaps  be- 
headed, but  for  a  friend,  the  last  in  the  world  on  whom  the 
family  reckoned  for  any  solid  aid.  Doctor  St.  Aubin  had 
lived  in  the  chateau  twenty  years.  He  was  a  man  of  science, 
and  did  not  care  a  button  for  money  ;  so  he  had  retired  from 
the  practice  of  medicine,  and  pursued  his  researches  at  ease 
under  the  baron's  roof.  They  all  loved  him,  and  laughed  at 
his  occasional  reveries,  in  the  days  of  prosperity ;  and  now, 
in  one  great  crisis,  the  protege  became  the  protector,  to  their 
astonishment  and  his  own.  But  it  was  an  age  of  ups  and 
downs.  This  amiable  theorist  was  one  of  the  oldest  verba] 
Republicans  in  Europe.  This  is  the  less  to  be  wondered  at 
that  in  theory  a  Republic  is  the  perfect  form  of  government 
It  is  merely  in  practice  that  it  is  impossible ;  it  is  only  upon 
going  off  paper  into  reality,  and  trying  actually  to  self-govern 
old  nations,  with  limited  territory  and  time  to  heat  them- 
selves white  hot  with  the  fire  of  politics  and  the  bellows  of 
bombast — that  the  thing  resolves  itself  into  moonshine  and 
bloodshed — each  in  indefinite  proportions. 

Doctor  St  Aubin  had  for  years  talked  and  written-  specu- 
lative Republicanism.  So,  not  knowing  the  man,  they 
assumed  him  to  be  a  Republican.  They  applied  to  him  to 
know  whether  the  baroness  shared  her  husband's  opinions. 
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and  he  boldly  assured  them  she  did  not ;  he  added,  ^  She  is 
a  pnpil  of  mine.''  On  this  audacious  statement  thej  con- 
tented themselves  with  lajing  a  heavy  fine  on  the  lands  of 
Beaurepaire. 

Assignats  were  abundant  at  this  time  but  good  mercantile 
paper — a  notorious  coward — ^had  made  itself  wings  and  fied, 
and  specie  was  creeping  into  strong  boxes  like  a  startled 
rabbit  into  its  hole. 

The  fine  was  paid,  but  Beaurepaire  had  to  be  heavily 
mortgaged,  and  the  loan  bore  a  high  rate  of  interest 

This  was  no  sooner  arranged  than  it  transpired  that  the 
baron  just  before  his  death  had  contracted  large  debts,  for 
which  his  estate  was  answerable. 

The  baroness  sold  her  carriage  and  horses,  and  both  she 
and  her  daughters  prepared  to  deny  themselves  aU  but  the 
bare  necessaries  of  life,  and  pay  off  their  debts  if  possible. 
On  this  their  dependents  fell  away  from  them;  their  fair 
weather  friends  came  no  longer  near  them  ;  and  many  a  fiush 
of  indignation  crossed  their  brows,  and  many  an  aching  pang 
their  hearts,  as  adversity  revealed  to  them  the  baseness  and 
incooaisncy  of  common  people  high  or  low.  When  the  other 
servants  had  retired  with  their  wages,  one  Jadntha  remained 
behind,  and  begged  permission  to  speak  to  the  baroness.^ 

**  What  would  you  with  me,  my  child  ? "  asked  that  high 
bred  lady,  with  an  accent  in  which  a  shade  of  surprise  min- 
gled with  great  politeness. 

"  Forgive  me,  madame  the  baroness,"  began  Jacintha, 
with  a  formal  curtsey ;  **  but  how  can  I  leave  you  and 
Mademoiselle  Josephine,  and  Mademoiselle  Laure  ?  Reflect, 
madame ;  I  was  bom  at  Beaurepaire ;  my  mother  died  in 
the  chateau ;  my  father  died  in  the  village ;  but  he  had  meat 
every  day  from  the  baron's  own  table,  and  fuel  from  the 
baron's  wood,  and  died  blessing  the  house  of  Beaurepaire — 
Mademoiselle  Laure,  speak  for  me !  Ah,  you  weep !  it  is 
then  that  you  see  it  is  impossible  I  can  go.  Ah  no  1  madame, 
I  will  not  go ;  forgive  me ;  I  cannot  go.     The  others  are 
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gone  becaase  prosperity  is  here  no  longer.  Let  it  be  so ;  I 
will  stay  till  the  sun  shines  again  upon  the  chateau,  and  then 
you  shall  send  me  away  if  it  seems  good  to  you ;  but  not  now 
my  ladies— oh,  not  now  I  Oh !  oh  I  oh  I " 

The  warm-hearted  girl  burst  out  sobbing  ungracefully. 

<<  My  child,"  said  the  baroness,  ^*  these  sentiments  toudi  me, 
and  honour  you.  But  retire  if  you  please,  while  I  consult  my 
daughters." 

Jacintha  cut  her  sobs  dead  short,  and  retreated  with  a  most 
cold  and  formal  reverence. 

The  consultation  consisted  of  the  baroness  Opening  her 
arms,  and  both  her  daughters  embracing  her  at  once. 

"  My  children  !  there  are  then  some  who  love  you." 

**  No  I  you,  mamma !  It  is  you  we  all  love." 

Three  women  were  now  the  only  pillars,  a  man  of  sdenoe 
and  a  servant  of  all  work  the  only  outside  props,  the  but- 
tresses, of  the  great  old  house  of  Beaurepaire. 

As  months  rolled  on,  Laure  Aglae  Bose  de  Beaurepaire 
recovered  her  natural  gaiety  in  spite  of  bereavement  and 
poverty — so  strong  are  youth,  and  health,  and  temperament 
But  her  elder  sister  had  a  grief  all  her  own.  Capts(^  Du- 
jardin,  a  gallant  young  officer,  well  bom,  and  his  own 
master,  had  courted  her  with  her  parents'  consent ;  and  even 
when  the  baron  began  to  look  coldly  on  the  soldier  of  the 
Republic,  young  Dujardin,  though  too  proud  to  encounter 
the  baron's  irony  and  looks  of  scorn,  would  not  yield  love  to 
pique.  He  came  no  more  to  the  chateau ;  but  he  would  wait 
hours  and  hours  on  the  path  to  the  little  oratory  in  the  park, 
on  the  bare  chance  of  a  passing  word  or  even  a  kind  look 
from  Josephine.  So  much  devotion  gradually  won  a  heart 
which  in  happier  times  she  had  been  half  encouraged  to  give 
him  ;  and  when  he  left  her  on  a  military  service  of  uncommon 
danger,  the  woman's  reserve  melted,  and,  in  answer  to  his 
prayers  and  tears,  she  owned  for  the  first  time  that  she  loved 
him  better  than  any  thing  in  the  world — except  duty  and 
honour. 
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Thej  parted  in  deep  sorrow,  but  foil  of  hope. 

Woman-like  she  comforted  him  through  her  tears. 

"  Be  prudent  for  my  sake,  if  not  for  your  own.  May  Grod 
watch  over  you  !  Tour  danger  is  our  only  fear ;  for  we  are 
a  united  family.  My  father  will  never  force  my  inclinations ; 
these  nnhappy  dissensions  will  soon  cease,  and  he  will  love 
you  again.  I  do  not  say — '  Be  constant'  I  will  not  wrong 
either  myself  or  you  by  a  doubt ;  but  promise  me  to  oome 
back  in  life,  oh  !  Camille— Camme ! " 

Then  it  was  his  turn  to  comfort  and  console  her.  He 
prcHiiised  to  oome  back  alive,  and  with  fresh  honours,  and  so 
more  worthy  the  Demoiselle  de  Beaurepaire. 

They  pledged  their  faith  to  one  another. 

Letters  from  the  camp  breathing  a  devotion  little  short  of 
worship  fed  Josephine's  attachment ;  and  more  than  one  pub- 
fic  mention  of  his  name  and  services  made  her  proud  as  well 
as  fond  of  the  fiery  young  soldier. 

The  time  was  not  yet  come  that  she  could  open  her  whole 
heart  to  her  parents.  The  baron  was  now  too  occupied  with 
the  State  to  trouble  his  head  about  love  fancies.  The  baron- 
ess, Bke  many  parents,  looked  on  her  daughter  as  a  girl 
tboogh  she  was  twenty  years  old.  She  belonged  too  to  the 
old  schooL  A  passionate  love  in  a  lady's  heart  before  mar- 
riage was  with  her  contrary  to  etiquette,  and  therefore  im- 
proper; and  to  her,  the  great  word  improper  included  the 
little  word  impossible  in  one  of  its  many  folds.  Josephine 
loved  her  sister- very  fenderly ;  but  Laure  was  three  years 
her  junior,  and  she  shrank  with  modest  delicacy  from  making 
her  a  confidante  of  feelings  the  bare  relation  of  which  leaves 
the  female  hearer  a  child  no  longer. 

Thus  Josephine  hid  her  heart,  and  delicious  first  love 
nestled  deep  in  her  nature,  and  thrilled  in  every  secret  vein 
and  fibre.  Alas !  the  time  came  that  this  loving  but  proud 
spirit  thanked  Heaven  she  had  never  proclaimed  the  depth 
of  her  attachment  for  Camille  Dujardin. 

Tbej  had  parted  two  years,  and  he  had  joined  the  array 
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of  the  P3rFenee8  abont  one  month,  when  suddenly  all  cor- 
respondence ceased  on  his  part. 

BesUess  anxiety  rose  into  terror  as  this  silence  continued ; 
and  starting  and  trembling  at  every  sound,  and  edging  to 
the  window  at  every  footstep,  Josephine  expected  hourly 
the  tidings  of  her  lover's  death. 

Months  rolled  on  in  silence. 

Then  a  new  torture  came.  Since  he  was  not  dead  he 
must  be  unfaithful. 

At  this  all  the  pride  of  her  race  was  fired  in  her. 

The  struggle  between  love  and  ire  was  almost  too  much 
for  nature. 

Violently  gay  and  moody  by  turns  she  alarmed  both  her 
mother  and  the  good  Doctor  St.  Aubin.  The  latter  was  not, 
I  think,  quite  without  suspicion  of  the  truth ;  however,  he 
simply  prescribed  change  of  air  and  place.  She  must  go  to 
Frejus,  a  watering  place  distant  about  five  leagues.  Madem- 
oiselle de  Beaurepaire  yielded  a  languid  assent  To  her  all 
places  were  alike. 

That  same  night,  after  all  had  retired  to  test,  came  a  low 
gentle  tap  at  her  door ;  the  next  moment  Laure  came  into 
ihe  room;  and,  without  saying  a  word,  put  down  her  candle 
and  glided  up  to  Josephine,  looked  her  in  the  face  a  moment, 
then  wreathed  her  arms  round  her  neck. 

Josephine  panted  a  little ;  she  saw  something  was 
coming;  the  gestures  and  looks  of  sisters  are  volumes  to 
them. 

Laure  clung  to  ^er  neck. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  my  child  ?  " 

^  I  am  not  a  child  !  there  is  your  mistake.  My  sister, 
why  is  it  you  love  me  no  longer  ?  " 

"  I  love  you  no  longer  ?  " 

"  No !  We  do  not  hide  our  heart  from  her  we  love ;  we 
do  not  try  to  hide  it  from  her  who  loves  us.  We  know  the 
attempt  would  be  in  vain." 

Josephine  panted  heavily ;  but  she  answered  doggedly — 
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**  Our  house  is  burdened  with  real  griefs  ;  is  it  for  me  to 
intrude  vain  and  unworthy  sentiments  upon  our  sacred  and 
honourable  sorrows?  Oh!  my  sister,  if  you  have  really 
detected  my  folly,  do  not  expose  me !  but,  rather  help  me 
to  conceal  and  to  conquer  that  for  which  your  elder  now 
blushes  before  you  ! " 

And  the  proud  beauty  bowed  her  white  forehead  on  the 
mantelpiece,  and  turned  gently  away  from  her  sister. 

"  Josephine,"  said  Laure,  "  I  am  young,  but  already  I 
feel  that  all  troubles  are  light  compared  with  those  of  the 
heart.  Besides,  we  share  our  misfortunes  and  our  bereave- 
ment, and  comfort  one  another.  It  is  only  you  who  are  a 
miser,  and  grudge  me  my  right — a  share  of  all  your  joys,  and 
all  your  grie& ;  but  do  you  know  that  you  are  the  only  one 
in  this  chateau  who  does  not  love  me  ?  " 

^Ah,  Laure,  what  words  are  these  ?  my  love  is  older  than 
yoors." 

^^Nolnol" 

^  Yes,  my  little  &wn,  your  Josephine  loved  you  the  hour 
JOQ  were  bom,  and  has  loved  you  ever  since  without  a 
moment's  coldness." 

"Ah  I  my  sister ! — ^my  sister !  As  if  I  did  not  know  it 
Then  you  will  turn  your  face  to  me  ?  " 

«See!" 

"And  embrace  me  ?  " 

"There  r 

"And,  now,  bosom  to  bosom,  and  heart  to  heart ;  tell  me 
an?" 

"  I  will — to-morrow." 

"At  least  give  me  your  tears ;  you  see  /am  not  niggardly 
in  that  respect." 

"  Tears,  love— ah  !  would  I  could  !  " 

"  By  and  by  then — ^meantime  do  not  palpitate  so.  See,  I 
onclasp  my  arms.  You  will  find  me  a  reasonable  person — 
indulgent  even ;  compose  yourself;  or,  rather  watch  my  pro- 
ceedings ;  yoQ  are  interested  in  them." 
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**  It  appears  to  me  that  you  propose  to  sleep  here  1  * 

"  Does  Uiat  vex  you  ?  " 

"  On  the  contrary." 

'^  There  I  am  I  "  cried  Laure,  alighting  among  the  sheets 
like  a  snow  flake  on  water.     "  I  await  you,  mademoiselle.** 

Josephine  found  this  lovely  face  wet,  yet  smiling  saucily, 
upon  her  pillow.  She  drew  the  fair  owner  softly  to  her 
tender  hosom  and  aching  heart,  and  watched  the  bright  eyes 
dose,  and  the  coral  lips  part  and  show  their  pearls  in  child- 
like sleep. 

In  the  morning  Laure,  half  awake,  felt  something  sweep 
her  cheek.  She  kept  her  eyes  closed,  and  Josephine,  be- 
lieving her  still  asleep,  fell  to  kissing  her,  but  only  as  the 
south  wind  kisses  the  violets,  and  embraced  her  tenderly 
but  furtively  like  a  feather  curling  round  a  lovely  head, 
caressing  yet  scarce  touching,  and  murmuring,  "  little 
angel ! "  sighed  gratitude  and  affection  over  her  ;  but  took 
great  care  not  to  wake  her  with  all  this.  The  httle  angel, 
who  was  also  a  little  fox,  lay  still  and  feigned  sleep,  for  she 
felt  she  was  creeping  into  her  sister's  heart  of  hearts.  From 
that  day  they  were  confidantes  and  friends,  as  well  as  sisters, 
and  never  had  a  thought  or  feeling  unshared. 

Josephine  soon  found  she  had  very  few  facts  to  reveal. 

Laure  had  watched  her  closely  and  keenly  for  months. 
It  was  her  feelings,  her  confidence,  the  little  love  wanted ; 
not  her  secret — that  lay  bare  already  to  the  shrewd  young 
minx — I  beg  her  pardon — ^lynx. 

Give  sorrow  words.     The  grief  that  does  not  speak, 
Whispers  the  o'er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

A  deep  observer  proclaimed  this  three  hundred  years  ago, 
and  every  journal  that  is  printed  now  a  days  furnishes  the 
examples. 

From  this  silent,  moody,  gnawing,  maddening  sorrow, 
Laure  saved  her  elder  sister.  She  coaxed  her  to  vent  each 
feeling  as  it  rose  :  her  grief,  her  doubt,  her  mortification, 
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her  indignadoDy  her  pride,  and  the  terrible  love  that  at  times 
overpowered  all. 

Thus  much  was  guned.  These  powerful  antagonists  were 
no  longer  cooped  up  in  her  bosom  battling  together  and 
tearing  her. 

Thej  returned  £rom  Frejus^  Josephine  with  a  delicate 
rose  tint  instead  of  ,the  pallor  that  had  alarmed  St.  Aubin. 
Her  mood  fluctuated  no  more.  A  gentle  pensiveness  settled 
open  her.     She  looked  the  goddess  Patience. 

She  was  inconceivably  lovelj. 

Laure  said  to  her  one  day,  after  a  long  gaze  at  her — 

**  I  fear  I  shall  never  hate  that  madman  as  I  ought  Cer- 
tBonlj  when  I  think  of  his  conduct  I  could  strike  him  in  the 
feoe."  Here  she  clenched  her  teeth,  and  made  her  band 
into  a  sort  of  irregular  little  snowball.  "  But  when  I  k)ok 
at  you  I  cannot  hiUe,  I  can  but  pity  that  imbecile — ^tha^r " 

^Oh!  my  sister,"  said  Josephine,  imploringly,  ^Ist  us 
not  degrade  one  we  have  honoured  with  our  esteem — ^for  our 
own  sakesy  not  his,"  added  she  hastily,  not  looking  Laure  in 
the  face. 

"  No  I  forgive  my  vivacity.  I*  was  going  to  tell  you  I 
feel  more  pity  than  anger  for  him.  Does  he  mean  to  turn 
monk,  and  forswear  the  sex?  if  not,  what  does  he  intend  to 
do?  Where  can  he  hope  to  find  any  one  he  can  love  after 
you  ?  Josephine,  the  more  I  see  of  our  sex,  the  more  I  see 
that  you  are  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  France,  and  by 
consequence  in  Europe. 

The  smile  this  drew  was  a  very  faint  one. 

"Were  this  so,  surely  I  could  have  retained  a  single 
heart." 

"  You  have  then  forgotten  your  La  Fontaine? " 

«  Explain." 

Does  he  not  sing  how  a  dunghill  cock  found  a  pearl  neck- 
lace, and  disdained  it  And  why?  Not  that  pearls  are 
worth  less  than  barley  corns ;  but  because  he  was  a  sordid 
Irird,  and  your  predecessors  were  wasted  on  him  my  Jose- 


16  WHITE   LIES. 

phine.  So  I  pity  that  dragoon  who  might  have  revelled  in 
the  love  of  an  angel,  and  has  rejected  it,  and  lost  it  for  ever. 
There,  I  have  made  her  sigh." 

"  Forgive  me." 

"Forgive  her?  for  sighing?  I  am,  then,  very  tyran- 
nical." 

One  day  Laure  came  into  the  room  where  the  baroness, 
Doctor  St  Aubin,  and  Josephine  were  sitting. 

She  sat  down  unobserved. 

But  Josephine,  looking  up  a  minute  after,  saw  at  a  glance 
that  something  had  happened.  Laure,  she  saw,  under  a 
forced  calmness,  was  in  great  emotion  and  anxiety.  Their 
eyes  met  Laure  made  her  a  scarce  perceptible  signal,  and 
immediately  afler  got  up  and  left  the  room. 

Josephine  waited  a  few  seconds  ;  then  she  rose  and  went 
out,  and  found  Laure  in  the  passage,  as  she  expected. 

"  My  poor  sister,  have  you  courage  ?  " 

"  He  is  dead ! "  gasped  Josephine. 

"  No  !  he  lives.  But  he  is  dead  to  us  and  France.  Oh  I 
Josephine,  have  you  courage  ?  " 

"I  have,"  faltered  Josephine,  quivering  from  head  to 
foot 

"You  know  Dard,  who  works  about  here  for  love  of 
Jacintha?  For  months  past  I  have  set  him  to  speak  to 
every  soldier  who  passes  through  the  village." 

"Ah  !  you  never  told  me." 

"  Had  you  known  my  plan,  you  would  have  been  for  ever 
on  the  qui  vtve  ;  and  your  tranquillity  was  dear  to  me.  It 
was  the  first  step  to  happiness.  Hundreds  of  soldiers  have 
passed,  and  none  of  them  knew  him  even  by  name.  Today, 
Josephine,  two  have  come  that  know  all  I " 

"All !     Oh,  Laure— Laure  !  " 

"  He  is  disloyal  to  his  country.  What  wonder  he  is  a 
traitor  to  you  1 " 

"It  is  false  I" 

"  The  men  are  here.     Come,  will  you  speak  to  them  ?  " 
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'^  I  cannot.     But  I  will  come — joa  speak ;  I  shall  hear." 

They  found  in  the  kitchen  two  dismounted  drs^oouBy 
before  whom  Jadntha  had  set  a  bottle  of  wine. 

Thej  arose  and  saluted  the  ladies. 

^  Be  seated,  my  brave  men,"  said  Laure,  "  and  tell  me 
what  you  told  Dard  about  Captain  Dujardin." 

^  Don't  stain  your  mouth  with  the  captain  my  little  lady. 
He  IS  a  traitor  I " 

**  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

*^  Marcellus  I  mademoiselle  asks  us  how  we  know  Captain 
Dujardin  to  be  a  traitor.     Speak  I  ** 

Marcellus,  thus  appealed  to,  told  Laure  afler  his  own 
fiuhion  that  he  knew  the  captain  well:  that  one  day  the 
captain  rode  out  of  the  camp  and  never  returned :  that  at 
first  great  anxiety  was  felt  on  his  behalf,  for  the  captain  was 
a  great  favourite,  and  passed  for  the  smartest  soldier  in  the 
division :  that  after  a  while  anxiety  gave  place  to  some  very 
awkward  suspicions,  and  these  suspicions  it  was  his  lot  and 
his  comrade's  here  to  confirm.  About  a  month  later  he  and 
the  said  comrade  and  two  more  had  been  sent,  well  mounted, 
to  reconnoitre  a  Spanish  village.  At  the  door  of  a  little  inn 
they  had  caught  sight  of  a  French  uniform.  This  sp  excited 
their  curiosity  that  he  went  forward  nearer  than  prudent, 
and  distinctly  recognised  Captain  Dujardin  seated  at  a  table 
drinking,  between  two  guerillas :  that  he  rode  back  and  told 
the  others,  who  then  rode  up  and  satisfied  themselves  it  was 
80 :  that  if  any  of  the  party  had  entertained  a  doubt,  it  was 
removed  in  an  unpleasant  way.  He,  Marcellus,  disgusted  at 
the  sight  of  a  French  uniform  drinking  among  Spaniards, 
took  down  his  carabine  and  fired  at  the  group  as  carefully  as 
a  somewhat  restive  horse  peimitted,  at  which,  as  if  by  magic, 
a  score  or  so  of  guerillas  poured  out  from  Heaven  knows 
where,  musket  in  hand,  and  delivered  a  volley :  the  officer 
in  command  of  the  party  fell  dead,  Jean  Jacques  got  a  broken 
arm,  and  his  own  horse  was  wounded  in  two  places,  and  fell 
frmn  loss  of  blood  a  few  furlongs  from  the  French  ca9^,  to 
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the  neighlScMftliood  of  which  the  vagabonds  pursued  them 
hallooing  and  shouting  and  firing  like  barbarous  banditti  as 
they  were.    "  ^^ 

^^  However,  here  I  cS^  concluded  Marcellus,  who  was 
naturally  more  interested  ih  lifanself  than  in  Captain  Dujar- 
din,  "  invalided  for  a  while,  my  little  ladies,  but  not  expended 
yet :  we  will  soon  dash  in  among  them  again  for  death  or 
glory  I  Meantime,"  concluded  he  filling  both  glasses,  **  let  us 
drink  to  the  eyes  of  beauty  (military  salute),  and  to  the  re- 
nown of  France — and  double  damnation  to  all  her  traitors, 
like  that  Captain  Dujardin — whose  neck  may  the  devil  tfrist.** 

In  the  middle  of  this  toast  Josephine,  who  had  stood  rooted 
to  one  place  with  eyes  glaring  upon  each  speaker  in  turn, 
uttered  a  feeble  cry  like  a  dying  hare,  and  crept  slowly  out 
of  the  room  with  the  carriage  and  manner  of  a  woman  of  fifty. 


Laure's  first  impulse  was  to  follow  Josephine,  but  this 
would  have  attracted  attention  to  her  despair.  She  had  the 
tact  and  resolution  to  remain  and  say  a  few  kind  words  to 
the  soldiers,  and  then  she  retired  and  darted  up  by  instinct 
to  Josephine's  bedroom.     The  door  was  locked. 

"  Josephine  I  Josephine  ! " 

No  answer. 

^^  I  want  to  speak  to  you.  I  am  frightened— oh  !  do  not 
be  alone ! " 

A  choking  voice  answered — 

"I  am  not  alone — ^I  am  with  Grod'and  the  saints.  Give 
me  a  little  while  to  draw  my  breath." 

Laure  sank  down  at  the  door,  and  sat  close  to  it,  with  her 
head  against  it,  sobbing  bitterly.  The  sensitive  little  love 
was  hurt  at  not  being  let  in,  such  a  friend  as  she  had  proved 
herself.  But  this  personal  feeling  was  but  a  small  fraction 
of  her  grief  and  anxiety. 

A  good  half  hour  had  elapsed  when  Josephine,  pale  and 
stem  as  no  one  had  ever  seen  her  till  that  hour,  suddenly 
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Opened  the  door.  She  started  at  sight  of  Laare  couched 
sorrowful  on  the  threshold ;  her  stem  look  relaxed  into  tender 
love  and  pitj ;  she  sank  on  her  knees  and  took  her  sister's 
head  quickly  to  her  bosom. 

**  Ohy  my  little  heart  !'*  cried  she,  **  have  you  been  here  all 
this  time  ?  " 

"^  Oh  !  oh !  oh !"  was  all  the  little  heart  could  reply. 

Then  Josephine  sat  down,  and  took  Laure  in  her  lap,  and 
caressed  and  comforted  her,  and  poured  words  of  gratitude 
and  affection  over  her  like  a  warm  shower. 

The  sisters  rose  hand  in  hand. 

Then  Laure  suddenly  seized  Josephine,  and  looked  long 
and  anxiously  down  into  her  eyes.  They  flashed  fire  under 
the  scrutiny. 

*^  Yes,"  she  replied,  ^  it  is  ended.  I  could  not  despise  and 
k)Te.     I  am  dead  to  him,  as  he  is  dead  to  France." 

"  Ah !  I  hoped  so — I  thought  so  ;  but  you  frightened  me. 
My  noble  sister,  were  I  ever  to  lose  your  esteem  I  should 
die.  Oh,  how  awiul  yet  how  beautiful  is  your  scorn  !  For 
woiids  I  would  not  be  that  Cam " 

Josephine  laid  her  hand  imperiously  on  Laure's  mouth. 

"  To  mention  that  man's  name  to  me  will  be  to  insult  me ! 
De  Beaurepaire  I  am,  and  a  Frenchwoman  I  Come,  love, 
let  us  go  down  and  comfort  our  mother." 

They  went  down;  and  this  patient  sufferer  and  high- 
minded  conqueror  of  her  own  accord  took  up  a  cqmmon-place 
work,  and  read  aloud  for  two  mortal  hours  to  her  mother  and 
St  Aubin.     Her  voice  never  wavered. 

To  feel  that  life  is  ended — to  wish  existence,  too,  had 
eeased  ;  and  so  to  sit  down,  an  aching  hollow,  and  take  a 
part  and  sham  an  interest  in  twaddle  to  please  others — such 
are  woman's  feats.     How  like  nothing  at  all  they  look ! 

A  man  would  rather  sit  on  the  buffer  of  a  steam  engine 
ftod  ride  at  the  great  Redan. 

Laare  sat  at  her  elbow,  a  little  behind  her,  and  turned  the 
ImveSf  and  on  one  pretence  or  other  held  Josephine's  hand 
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nearly  all  the  rest  of  the  day.  Its  delicate  fibres  remained 
tense  like  a  greyhound's  sinews  after  a  race,  and  the  blue 
veins  rose  to  sight  in  it,  though  her  voice  and  eyes  were 
mastered. 

So  keen  was  the  strife — so  matched  the  antagonists — so 
hard  the  victory  I 

For  ire  and  scorn  are  mighty. 

And  noble  blood  in  a  noble  heart  is  a  hero. 

And  Loye  is  a  Giant. 
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CHAPTER  IL 

About  tMs  time,  the  French  provinces  were  organized 
upon  a  half  military  plan,  hj  which  aU  the  local  authorities 
radiated  towards  a  centre  of  government.  This  feature  has 
survived  suhsequent  revolutions  and  political  changes.* 

In  dajs  of  change,  youth  is  always  at  a  premium ;  because, 
though  experience  is  valuable,  the  experience  of  one  order 
of  things  unfits  ordinary  men  for  another  order  of  things. 
A  good  many  old  fogies  in  office  were  shown  to  the  door,  and 
a  good  deal  of  youth  and  energy  infused  into  the  veins  of 
provincial  government 

For  instance,  Citizen  Edouard  Riviere,  who  had  just  com- 
pleted his  education  with  singular  4clat  at  a  military  school, 
was  one  fine  day  ordered  into  Brittany  to  fill  a  responsible 
post  under  the  Commandant  Raynal. 

Nervousness  in  a  new  situation  generally  accompanies  tal- 
ent The  young  citizen,  as  he  rode  to  present  his  credentials 
at  head  quarl^ers,  had  his  tremors  as  well  as  his  pride ;  the 
more  so  as  his  new  chief  was  a  blunt,  rough  soldier,  that  had 
risen  from  the  ranks,  and  bore  a  much  higher  character  for 
zeal  and  moral  integrity  than  for  affability. 

While  the  young  citizen  rides  in  his  breeches  and  English 
top  boots,  his  white  waistcoat  and  cravat,  his  abundant  shirt 
frill,  his  short-waisted  blue  coat  with  flat  gilt  buttons,  his  pig 
tail,  his  handsome  though  beardless  face  and  eager  eyes,  to 
this  important  interview,  settling  beforehand  what  he  shall 
say,  what  shall  be  said  to  him,  and  what  he  shall  reply,  let 
us  briefly  dispose  of  the  commandant's  previous  history. 


22  WHITE   LISS. 

He  was  the  son  of  a  widow  that  kept  a  grocer's  shop  in 
Paris.  She  intended  him  for  spice,  but  he  thirsted  for  glory 
— ^kept  running  after  the  soldiers,  and  vexed  her.  ^  Soldier- 
ing  in  time  of  peace/'  said  she ;  ^  such  nonsense — ^it  is  like 
swimming  on  a  carpet"  War  came  and  robbed  her  satire 
of  its  point  The  boj  was  resolute.  The  mother  yielded 
now ;  she  was  a  Frenchwoman  to  the  back  bone. 

In  the  armies  of  the  Republic,  a  good  soldier  rose  with 
unparalleled  certainty,  and  rapidity  too ;  for  when  sddiers 
are  being  mowed  down  like  oats,  it  is  a  glorious  time  for 
such  of  them  as  keep  their  feet 

Baynal  rose  through  all  the  intervening  grades  to  be  a 
oonmiandant  and  one  of  the  general's  aides-du-camp,  and  a 
colonel's  epaulettes  glittered  in  sight  All  this  time,  Raynal 
used  to  write  to  his  mother,  and  joke  her  about  the  army 
being  such  a  bad  profession,  and  as  he  was  all  for  glory,  not 
money,  he  lived  with  Spartan  frugality,  and  saved  half  his 
pay  and  all  his  prize  money  for  the  old  lady  in  Paris. 

And  here,  this  prosperous  man  had  to  endure  a  great  dis- 
appointment ;  on  the  same  day  that  he  was  made  command- 
ant, came  a  letter  into  the  camp.  His  mother  was  dead  after 
a  short  illness.  This  was  a  terrible  blow  to  the  simple 
rugged  soldier,  who  had  never  had  much  time  nor  inclination 
to  flirt  with  a  lot  of  girls,  and  toughen  his  heart 

He  came  back  to  Paris  honored  and  rich,  but  downcast 

On  his  arrival  at  the  old  place,  it  seemed  to  him  not  to 
have  the  old  look.  It  made  him  sadder.  To  cheer  him  up, 
they  brought  him  a  lot  of  money.  The  widow's  trade  had 
taken  a  wouderful  start  the  last  few  years,  and  she  had  been 
playing  the  same  game  as  he  had,  living  on  tenpence  a  day 
and  saving  all  for  him.     This  made  him  sadder. 

"  What  have  we  both  been  scraping  all  this  dross  together 
for  ?  I  would  give  it  all  to  sit  one  hour  by  the  fire,  with  her 
hand  in  mine,  and  hear  her  say,  *  Scamp,  you  made  me  un- 
happy when  you  were  young,  but  I  have  lived  to  be  proud 
of  you '  ' 
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He  feond  oat  the  woman  who  had  nursed  her,  flung  more 
fiye-franc  pieces  into  her  lap  than  she  had  ever  seen  iii  one 
place  before,  applied  for  active  service,  no  matter  what,  ob- 
tained at  once  this  post  in  Brittan j,  and  went  gloomily  from 
Pans,  leaving  behind  him  the  reputation  of  an  ungracious 
brute  devoid  of  sentiment.  In  fact,  the  one  bit  of  sentiment 
in  this  Spartan  was  any  thing  but  a  romantic  one ;  at  least  I 
am  not  aware  of  any  successful  romance  that  turns  on  filial 
affeetion ;  but  it  was  an  abiding  one.  Here  is  a  proof.  It 
was  some  months  after  he  had  left  Pans,  tmd,  iBde&d^  b^ 
nearly  as  I  can  remember,  a  couple  of  motitb.^  after  yuung 
Biviere's  first  interview  with  him,  that,  being  iti  cofivei'^tion 
with  his  firiend  Monsieur  Perrin  the  noUiryj  be  told  bim  be 
thoBC^t  he  never  should  cease  to  feel  this  n^^nt.       .^^^^^ 

The  DOtaiy  smiled  incredulous,  but  said  nothing. 

**  We  were  fools  to  scrape  all  this  money  together ;  it  is  no 
use  to  her,  and,  I  am  sure,  it  is  none  to  me  I" 

^  Is  it  permitted  to  advise  you  ?  "  asked  his  friend,  persua- 
sively. 

"Speakr 

"  This  very  money  which  your  elevated  nature  condemns, 
may  be  made  the  means  of  healing  your  wound.  There  are 
ladies,  fair  and  prudent,  who  would  at  once  capitulate — ^he  I 
he ! — to  you,  backed,  as  you  are,  by  two  or  three  hundred 
Ihomand  fiancs.  One  of  these,  by  her  youth  and  affection, 
would  in  time  supply  the  place  of  her  your  devotion  to  whose 
memory  does  you  so  much  credit.  That  sum  would  also 
enable  you  to  become  the  possessor  of  an  estate — a  most  ad- 
visable investment,  since  estates  are  just  now  unreasonably 
depressed  in  value.  Its  wood  and  water  would  soothe  your 
eye,  and  relieve  your  sorrow  by  the  sight  of  your  wealth  in 
an  enjoyable  form." 

**  Halt  I  say  that  again  in  half  the  words !  **  roared  the 
conmandant  roughly. 

The  Dotaiy  said  it  short 

^  Toa  can  buy  a  fine  estate  and  a  chaste  wife  with  the 
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money,"  snapped  this  smooth  personage,  substituting  curt 
brutality  for  honeyed  prolixity.  (Aside) — *^  Marriage  con- 
tract so  much— commission  so  much." 

The  soldier  was  struck  by  the  propositions  the  moment 
they  hit  him  in  a  condensed  form,  like  his  much-loved  ballets. 

He- 
Granted  half  his  prayer 
Scornful  the  rest  dispersed  in  empty  air. 

*^  Have  I  time  to  be  running  after  women  ?  **  said  he^ 
'^  But  the  estate  Til  have,  because  you  can  get  that  for  i 
wi^Mpt„  my  troubling  my  head." 

'^Is  ItMi^eoinmission  then  ?  "  asked  the  other  sharply. 

^Parlf0%/  Do  you  think  I  speak  for  the  sake  of  talking?" 

No  man  had  ever  a  larger  assortment  of  tools  than  Boiift» 
parte,  or  knew  better  what  each  could  do  and  could  not  dow 
Baynal  was  a  perfect  soldier  as  far  as  he  went,  and  therefoitj 
was  valued  highly.  Bonaparte  had  formed  him,  too— «nl 
we  are  not  averse  to  our  own  work.      » 

Baynal,  though  not  fit  to  command  a  division,  had  the  due^ 
Bonaparte  visibly  stamped  on  him  by  that  masterhand. 

For  a  man  of  genius  spits  men  of  talent  by  the  8oore» 
Each  of  these  adopts  one  or  other  of  his  many  great  qnali* 
ties,  and  builds  himself  on  it  I  see  the  marichals  of  1 
empire  are  beginning  to  brag — now  every  body  else  is  dead 
Well,  dissect  all  those  fnarSchak,  men  of  talent  every  one  dt 
them,  and  combine  their  leading  excellences  in  one  figors^ 
and  add  them  up  :  Total — a  Napoleonetto,* 

"  Who  is  that  ?     I  am  busy  writing." 

^  Monsieur  the  Commandant,  I  am  the  citizen  Riviere,  1 
am  come  to  present  myself  to  you,  and  to " 


*  I  mean,  of  course,  as  far  as  soldiering  goes ;  but  soldiering  was  only  • 
part  of  the  man,  a  brilliant  part  which  has  blinded  some  people  as  to  the 
proportions  of  this  colossal  figure.  He  was  a  profound,  though,  froift 
necessity,  not  a  liberal  statesman,  a  great  civil  engineer,  a  marvelloot 
orator  in  the  boudoir  and  the  field,  a  sound  and  original  critic  in  all  tlii 
arts,  and  the  greatest  legislator  of  modem  history. 


WHITE   LIB0.  25 

^  I  know— come  for  orders.^ 

«  Exactly,  commandant" 

*'  Humph  !  Here  ia  a  report  just  sent  in  by  jomig  Nioole, 
who  fills  Uie  same  sort  of  poet  as  jou,  only  to  the  northward. 
Take  this  pen  and  analyse  his  report,  while  I  write  these 
letters." 

"  Yes,  commandant." 

"  Write  out  the  heads  of  your  analysis Good :  it 

is  well  done.  Now  take  your  heads  home  and  act  under 
them ;  and  frame  your  report  by  them,  and  bring  it  me  in 
person  next  Saturday." 

"  It  shall  be  done,  commandant.  Where  are  my  quarters 
to  be?" 

The  commandant  handed  him  a  pair  of  compasses,  and 
pointed  to  a  map  on  which  Riviere's  difltrict  was  marked  in 
hlae  ink. 

"  Find  the  centre  of  your  district." 

*^  This  point  is  the  centre,  commandant." 

"  Then  quarter  yourself  on  that  point.    Good  day,  citizen." 

This  was  the  young  official's  first  introduction  to  the  chic 
Bonaparte.     He  rather  admired  it. 

**  This  is  a  character,"  said  he ;  "  but,  by  St.  Denis,  I 
should  not  like  to  commit  a  blmider  under  his  eye." 

Edouard  Riviere  had  zeal,  and  he  soon  found  that  his 
superior,  with  all  his  brusquerie,  was  a  great  appreciator  of 
that  quality.  His  instructions,  too,  were  dear  and  precise. 
Riviere  lost  his  misgivings  in  a  very  few  days,  and  became 
inflated  with  the  sense  of  his  authority  and  merit,  and  the 
flattery  and  obsequiousness  that  soon  wait  on  the  former. 

The  commandant's  compasses  had  pointed  to  the  village 
near  Beaurepaire,  as  his  future  abode. 

The  chateau  was  in  sight  from  his  apartments,  and,  on  in- 
quiry, he  was  told  it  belonged  to  a  Royalist  family — ^a  widow 
and  two  daughters,  who  held  themselves  quite  aloof  from  the 
rest  of  the  world. 

^ Ah  1 "  said  the  young  dtiz^  who  had  all  the  new  ideas, 
2 
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and  had  been  sneering  four  years  at  the  old  rigime.  "  I  see. 
If  these  rococo  citizens  plaj  that  game  with  me,  I  shall  have 
to  take  them  down." 

Thus,  a  fresh  peril  hung  over  this  family,  on  whose  hearts 
and  fortunes  *such  heavy  blows  had  fallen. 

One  evening,  our  young  Republican  officer,  after  a  day 
spent  in  the  service  of  the  country,  deigned  to  take  a  little 
stroll  to  relieve  the  cares  of  administration.  He  accordingly 
imprinted  on  his  beardless  face  the  expression  of  a  wearied 
statesman,  and  in  that  guise  strolled  through  an  admiring 
village. 

The  men  pretended  veneration  &om  policy. 

The  women,  whose  views  of  this  great  man  were  shallower 
but  more  sincere,  smiled  approval 

The  young  puppy  affected  to  take  no  notice  of  either  sex. 

Outside  the  village,  Publicola  suddenly  encountered  two 
young  ladies,  who  resembled  nothing  he  had  hitherto  met 
with  in  his  district  They  were  dressed  in  black,  and  with 
extreme  simplicity ;  but  their  easy  grace  and  composure,  and 
the  refined  sentiment  of  their  gentle  faces,  told  at  a  glance 
they  belonged  to  the  high  nobility.  Publicola,  though  he 
had  never  seen  them,  divined  them  at  once  by  their  dress 
and  mien,  and  as  he  drew  near,  he  involuntarily  raised  his 
hat  to  so  much  beauty  and  dignity,  instead  of  just  poking  it 
with  a  finger  a  la  Hepublique,  On  this,  the  ladies  instantly 
curtseyed  to  him  after  the  manner  of  their  party,  with  a 
sweep  and  a  majesty,  and  a  precision  of  politeness,  that  the 
pup  would  have  laughed  at  if  he  had  heard  of  it ;  but  seeing 
it  done,  and  well  done,  and  by  lovely  women  of  high  rank, 
he  was  taken  aback  by  it,  and  lifted  his  hat  again,  and  bowed 
again  after  he  had  gone  by,  which  was  absurd — and  was 
generally  flustered.  In  short,  instead  of  a  member  of  the 
Bepublican  Government  saluting  private  individuals  of  a  de- 
cayed party,  that  existed  only  by  sufferance,  a  handsome, 
vain,  good-natured  boy  had  met  two  self-possessed  young 
ladies  of  high  rank  and  breeding,  and  had  cut  the  figure 
offiuU  apoD  such  occasions. 
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For  the  next  hundred  jards,  his  cheeks  burned,  and  his 
▼anitj  was  cooled. 

But  bumptiousness  is  elastic  in  France  as  in  England  and 
among  the  Esquimaux. 

"Well,  they  are  pretty  girls,"  says  he  to  himself.  **I 
never  saw  two  such  pretty  girls  together — they  will  do  for 
me  to  flirt  with  while  I  am  banished  to  this  Arcadia."  (Ban- 
ished ftom  school !) 

And  "awful  beauty  **  being  no  longer  in  sight,  Mr.  Edouard 
resolved  he  would  flirt  with  them  to  their  heart's  content. 

But  there  are  ladies  with  whom  a  certain  preliminary  is 
required  before  you  can  flirt  with  them.  You  must  be  on 
speaking  terms  with  them  first.  How  was  this  to  be  man- 
ned? 

"  Oh !  it  would  come  somehow  or  other  if  he  was  always 
meeting  them — and  really  a  man  that  is  harassed,  and  worked 
as  I  am,  requires  some  agreeable  recreation  of  this  sort." 

"Etc" 

He  used  to  watch  at  his  window  with  a  telescope,  and 
whenever  the  sisters  came  out  of  their  own  grounds,  which 
unfortunately  was  not  above  three  times  a  week,  he  would 
throw  himself  in  their  way  by  the  merest  accident,  and  pay 
them  a  dignified  and  courteous  salute,  which  he  had  carefully 
got  up  before  a  mirror  in  the  privacy  of  his  own  chamber. 

In  return  he  received  two  reverences  that  were  to  say  the 
least  as  dignified  and  courteous  as  his  own,  though  they  had 
not  had  the  advantage  of  a  special  rehearsal. 

So  far  so  good.  But  a  little  circumstance  cooled  our 
Adonis's  hopes  of  turning  a  bowing  acquaintance  into  a 
speaking  one,  and  a  speaking  into  a  flirting. 

There  was  a  flaw  at  the  foundation  of  this  pyramid  of 
agreeable  sequences. 

Studying  the  faces  of  these  courteous  beauties,  he  be- 
came certain  that  no  recognition  of  his  charming  person 
miiigled  with  their  repeated  acts  of  politeness. 

Some  one  of  their  humbler  neighbours  had  the  grace  to 
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salute  them  widi  the  respect  due  to  them :  this  was  no  un- 
common occurrence  to  them  even  now.  When  it  did  happen, 
they  made  the  proper  return.  They  were  of  too  high  rank 
and  breeding  to  be  outdone  in  politeness. 

But  that  tiie  same  person  met  them  whenever  they  came 
out,  and  that  he  was  handsome  and  interesting — ^no  con- 
sciousness of  this  phenomenon  beamed  in  those  charming 
countenances. 

Citizen  Riviere  was  first  piqued  and  then  began  to  laugh 
at  his  want  of  courage,  and  on  a  certain  day  when  his  im- 
portance was  vividly  present  to  him  he  took  a  new  step 
towards  making  this  agreeable  acquaintance:  he  marched 
up  to  the  Chateau  de  Beaurepaire  and  called  on  the  baroness 
of  that  ilk. 

He  sent  up  his  name  and  office  with  due  pomp.  Jacintha 
returned  with  a  note  black-edged — 

"  Highly  flattered  hy  Monsieur  de  Riviere* s  visits  the 
baroness  informed  him  that  she  received  none  hut  old  ao 
guaintances,  in  the  present  grief  of  the  family,  and  of  the 
kingdom." 

Young  Riviere  was  cruelly  mortified  by  this  rebuff.  He 
went  off  hurriedly,  grinding  his  teeth  with  rage. 

"  Cursed  aristocrats !  Ah  I  we  have  done  well  to  pull  you 
down,  and  we  will  have  you  lower  still.  How  I  despise  my- 
self for  giving  any  one  the  chance  to  affront  me  thus  I  The 
haughty  old  fool  I  if  she  had  known  her  interest,  she  would 
have  been  too  glad  to  make  a  powerful  friend.  These  Royal- 
ists are  in  a  ticklish  position  :  I  can  tell  her  that.  But  stay — 
she  calls  me  De  Riviere.  She  does  not  know  who  I  am 
then  !  Takes  me  for  some  young  aristocrat !  Well  then 
after  all — but  no  I  tliat  makes  it  worse.  She  implies  that 
nobody  without  a  *  De  *  to  their  name  would  have  the  pre- 
sumption to  visit  her  old  tumble  down  house.  Well,  it  is  a 
lesson !  I  am  a  Republican,  and  the  Commonwealth  trusts 
and  honours  me  ;  yet  I  am  so  ungrateful  as  to  go  out  of  the 
way  to  be  civil  to  her  enemies — to  Royalists ;  as  if  those 
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worn  out  creatures  had  hearts — as  if  they  could  comprehend 
the  struggle  that  took  place  in  my  mind  between  duty  and 
generosity  to  the  fallen ,  before  I  could  make  the  first  over- 
ture to  their  acquaintance — as  if  they  could  understand  the 
politeness  of  the  heart,  or  anything  nobler  than  curving  and 
ducking,  and  heartless  etiquette.  This  is  the  last  notice  I  will 
ever  take  of  that  family,  that  you  may  take  your  oath  of  1 1 1 !  " 

He  walked  home  to  the  town  very  fast,  his  heart  boiling 
and  his  lips  compressed,  and  his  brow  knitted. 

Just  outside  the  town  he  met  Josephine  and  Laure  de 
Beaurepaire. 

At  the  sight  of  their  sweet  faces  his  moody  brow  cleared 
a  little,  and  he  was  surprised  into  saluting  them  as  usual, 
only  more  stiffly,  when  lo  I  from  one  of  the  ladies  there  broke 
a  smile  so  sudden,  so  sweet,  and  so  vivid,  that  he  felt  it  hit 
him  on  the  eyes  and  on  the  heart 

His  teeth  unclenched  themselves,  his  resolve  dissolved, 
and  another  came  in  its  place.  Nothing  should  prevent  him 
fixHn  penetrating  into  that  fortified  castle,  which  contained  at 
least  one  sweet  creature  who  had  recognized  him,  and  given 
him  a  smile  brimful  of  sunshine. 

That  night  he  hardly  slept  at  all,  and  woke  very  nearly  if 
not  quite  in  love. 

Such  was  the  power  of  a  smile. 

Tet  this  young  gentleman  had  seen  many  smilers,  but  to 
be  sure  most  of  them  smiled  without  effect,  because  they 
smiled  eternally ;  they  seemed  cast  with  their  mouths  open, 
and  their  pretty  teeth  for  ever  in  sight,  which  has  a  sadden- 
ing influence  on  a  man  of  sense — when  it  has  any. 

But  here  a  fair  pensive  face  had  brightened  at  sight  of 
him ;  a  lovely  countenance  on  which  circumstances,  not 
Nature,  had  impressed  gravity,  had  sprung  back  to  its  natural 
gaiety  for  a  moment,  and  for  him. 

Difficulties  spur  us  whenever  they  do  not  check  us. 

My  lord  sat  at  his  window  with  his  book  and  telescope  for 
honrs  every  day. 
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Alas !  mesdemoiselles  did  not  leave  the  premises  for  three 
days. 

But  on  the  fourth  industry  was  rewarded :  he  met  them, 
and  smiling  himself  by  anticipation,  it  was  his  fate  to  draw 
from  the  lady  a  more  exquisite  smile  than  the  last. 

Smile  the  second  made  his  heart  beat  so  he  could  feel  it 
against  his  waistcoat. 

•  Beauty  is  power :  a  smile  is  its  sword.  These  two  charm- 
ing thrusts  subdued  if  they  did  not  destroy  Publicola's  wrath 
against  the  baroness,  and  his  heart  was  now  all  on  a  glow. 
A  passing  glimpse  two  or  three  times  a  week  no  longer  satis- 
fied its  yearning.  There  was  a  little  fellow  called  Dard  who 
went  out  shooting  with  him  in  the  capacity  of  a  beater — 
this  young  man  seemed  to  know  a  great  deal  about  the  family. 
He  told  him  that  the  ladies  of  Beaurepaire  went  to  Mass 
every  Sunday  at  a  little  church  two  miles  off.  The  baroness 
used  to  go  too,  but  now  they  have  no  carriage  she  sla^s  at 
home.  She  won't  go  to  church  or  anywhere  else  now  she 
can't  drive  up  and  have  a  blazing  lacquey  to  hand  her  out — 

Riviere  smiled  at  this  demonstration  of  plebeian  bile. 

Next  Sunday  saw  him  a  political  renegade.  He  failed  in 
a  prime  article  of  Republican  faith.     He  went  to  church. 

The  Republic  had  given  up  going  to  church  :  the  male  part 
of  it  in  particular. 

Citizen  Riviere  attended  church  and  there  worshipped — 
Cupid.  He  smarted  for  this.  The  young  ladies  went  with 
higher  motives,  and  took  no  notice  of  him.  They  lowered 
their  long  silken  lashes  over  one  breviaiy,  and  scarcely  ob- 
sei'ved  the  handsome  citizen. 

,    Meantime  he,  contemplating  their  pious  beauty  with  earthly 
eyes,  was  drinking  long  draughts  of  intoxicating  passion. 

And  when  after  the  service  they  each  took  an  ann  of  St. 
Aubin,  and  he  with  the  air  of  an  admiral  convoying  two 

♦  Aristocrat  go  to ! 
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fibips  choke  full  of  specie,  tsotHlucteJ   his  precious  chAi^et* 
away  home,  our  young  cftuen  Ml  jealoiLs  and  all  but  hat^^d 

'  J   RiTiere  wan  out  sliooting,  accompanied  by  Hard, 

A  coTcy  of  imrtrlilges  got  up  wild,  and  went  out  of  bounda 

L  firld  of  late  dover* 
^  »*  It  h  wt^U  done,  citl^tin/*  shouted  little  Dai4y  "  ai  present 
wi»  are  going  to  maAnacre  tlieai.*' 
**  Bai  iliat  h  not  mj  ground*** 
**  Xo  matter :  it  belong)§  to  Boaurepaire/* 
•*  Tb^  last  people  I  should  like  to  take  a  liber tj  with.'* 
**  Tooj  must  not  be  §o  nice ;  I  bey  liave  no  gamcikeeper  now 
to  bitertere  with  us:  tbey  can't  aflbrd  one.     Aba!   arisfo- 
eratftl    Tbe  times  arc  changed  sinee  yonr  pigeons  used  lo 
devastate  u^  and  we  durst  not  sfacxtt  one  of  the  marauders — 
the  very  pbeafants  are  at  our  merey  now." 

**Tlie  more  ungenerous  would  it  be  of  us  to  take  ad- 

**  Gcbeot  I  tell  you  everybody  shoota  over  Beaurepaire." 

**OhI  if  every  body  does  it ** 

In  ihort  Dand  prevailed.     A  gmaU  amount  of  logic  suflices 
lo  proTe  to  a  man  of  one  and  twenty  tbui  it  is  moral  to  follow 
bis  birda. 
^Ottr  bem  bad  h!s  mi^vfi^:  but  the  game  waa  abundaiit, 
mef  Ibon  el^ewhfir& 

In  Ibr  a  penny  in  for  a  |>onnd^  The  next  time  they  wt:nt 
out  together,  I  blush  to  say  be  began  with  thla  very  fleld  of 
dover^  and  killed  two  bnR^e  in  it.  It  was  about  four  o*elaek 
of  thit  day  when  the  ftjKirt^raan  and  his  fL^^si^tant  emerged 
frocn  ihe  fields  upon  the  high  road  between  Beaurepatre  and 
liie  vfllage,  and  mswle  towards  the  latter. 

They  had  to  pas5  Bigot*®  auherge,  a  long  low  hon^e  all 
UTOiss  which  from  end  to  end  wils  printed  in  gigantic  letters — 

"  ICI   OS   l/KiE  A   rmO    KT   a    CItltVAL,"  ♦ 

**  licni  tm<s  lodge*  on  foot  nnd  on  hor»ebft©k.** 
•  Whtl  tt  row  tha  loU^  oaitamcw  moiit  laiJto  going  up  to  b«di 
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>posite  this  Dard  halted  and  looked  wistfully  in  his  su- 

>r'8  face,  and  laid  his  hand  path(?tically  on  his  centre. 

What  is  the  matter  ?  Are  you  ill  ?  " 

Very  ill,  citizen." 

What  is  it?" 

The  soldier's  gripes,"  replied  this  vulgar  little   party, 

od  citizen  only  smell ;  the  soup  is  just  coming  off  the  fire." 

This  little  Dard  resembled  (in  one  particular)  Cardinal 

olsey,  as  handed  down  to  us  by  the  immortal  bard,  and  bj 

e  painters  of  his  day — 

'*  He  was  a  man  of  an  nnbonnded  stomach.'* 

He  bad  gone  two  hours  past  his  usual  feeding  time,  and 
j^as  in  pain  and  affliction. 

Biviere  laughed  and  consented. 

"  We  will  have  it  in  the  porch,"  said  he. 

The  consent  was  no  sooner  out  of  his  mouth  than  Dard 
dashed  wildly  into  the  kitchen. 

Biviere  himself  was  not  sorry  of  an  excuse  to  linger  an 
hour  in  a  place  where  the  ladies  of  Beaurepaire  might  per- 
haps pass  and  see  him  in  a  new  costume — his  shooting  cap 
and  jacket,  adorned  with  all  the  paraphernalia  of  the  sport, 
which  in  France  are  got  up  with  an  eye  to  ornament  as  well 
as  use. 

The  soup  was  brought  out,  and  for  several  minutes  Dard's 
feelings  were  too  great  for  utterance. 

But  Biviere  did  not  take  after  the  great  cardinal,  especially 
since  he  had  fallen  in  love.  He  soon  dispatched  a  fmgal 
meal ;  then  went  in  and  got  some  scraps  for  the  dog,  and 
then  began  to  lay  the  game  out  and  count  it  He  emptied 
his  own  pocket  and  Dard's  game  bag,  and  altogether  it  made 
a  good  show. 

The  small  citizen  was  now  in  a  fit  state  to  articulate. 

"  A  good  day's  work  citizen,"  said  he,  stretching  himself 
luxuriously,  till  he  turned  from  a  rotundity  to  an  oval ;  "  and 
most  of  it  killed  on  the  lands  of  Beaurepaire — all  the  better." 
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^  Yoa  appear  not  to  love  that  fSunilj,  Daid." 

*^  Your  penetration  is  not  at  fault  citizen.  I  do  not  love 
that  family,"  was  the  stem  reply. 

Edooard,  for  a  reason  before  hinted  at,  was  in  no  hurry  to 
leave  the  place,  and  the  present  seemed  a  good  opportunity 
for  pumping  Dard.  He  sent  therefore  for  two  pipes :  one  he 
pretended  to  smoke,  the  other  he  gave  Dard :  for  this  shrewd 
young  personage  had 'observed  that  these  rustics,  under  the 
benign  influence  of  tobacco,  were  placidly  reckless  in  their 
revelations. 

"  By  the  bye,  Dard — (puflT) — why  did  you  say  you  dislike 
that  fiunily?" 

^  Because — ^because  I  can't  help  it ;  it  is  stronger  than  I 
am.     I  hate  them,  aristo — vd  !  " — (puff.) 

«  But  why  ?— why  ?— why  ?  " 

*  Ah !  good,  you  demand  why  ? — (puff).  Well  then  be- 
cause they  impose  upon  Jacintha." 

«Oh!" 

«<  And  then  she  imposes  upon  me." 

^  Even  now  I  do  not  quite  understand.  Explain  Dard, 
and  assure  yourself  of  my  sympathy  " — (puff). 

Thus  encouraged  Dard  became  loquacious. 

^  Those  Beaurepaire  aristocrats,"  said  he,  with  his  hard 
peasant  good  sense,  '^  are  neither  one  thing  nor  the  other. 
They  cannot  keep  up  nobility,  they  have  not  the  means — they 
will  not  come  down  off"  their  perch,  they  have  not  the  sense. 
No,  for  as  small  as  they  arc  they  must  look  and  talk  as  big 
as  ever.  They  can  only  afford  one  servant,  and  I  don't  be- 
lieve they  pay  her,  but  they  must  be  attended  on  just  as  ob- 
sequious as  when  they  had  a  dozen.  And  this  is  fatal  to  all 
OS  little  people  that  have  the  misfortune  to  be  connected  with 
them." 

"  Why  how  are  you  connected  With  them  ?  " 

«  By  the  tie  of  affection." 

"I  thought  you  hated  them." 

«  Clearly :  but  I  have  the  ill-luck  to  love  Jacintha,  and  she 
2» 
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loves  these  aristocrats,  and  makes  me  do  little  odd  jofa^  for 
them,"  and  here  Dard's  eyes  suddenly  glared  with  horror. 

"Well!  what  of  it?" 

"  What  of  it  citizen,  what  ?  you  do  not  know  the  fatal 
meaning  of  those  accursed  words  ?  " 

"  Why  it  is  not  an  obscure  phrase.  I  never  heard  of  a 
man's  back  being  broken  by  little  odd  jobs." 

'^  Perhaps  not  his  back  citizen,  but  his  heart  ?  if  little  odd 
jobs  will  not  break  that,  why  nothing  will.  Torn  from  place 
to  place,  and  from  trouble  to  trouble :  as  soon  as  one  tiresome 
thing  begins  to  go  a  bit  smooth,  off  to  a  fresh  plague — a  new 
handicrafl  to  torment  your  head  and  your  fingers  over  every 
day :  indoors  work  when  it  is  dry,  out  a  doors  when  it  snows 
— and  then  all  bustle — ^no  taking  one's  work  quietly,  the  only 
way  it  agrees  with  a  fellow :  no  repose.  '  Milk  the  cow 
Dard,  but  look  sharp ;  for  the  baroness's  chair  wants  mend- 
ing— take  these  slops  to  the  pig,  but  you  must  not  wait  to  see 
him  enjoy  them  ;  you  are  wanted  to  chop  billets  for  me.* 
Beat  the  mats — take  down  the  curtains — walk  to  church  (best 
part  of  a  league)  and  heat  the  pew  cushions — come  back  and 
cut  the  cabbages,  paint  the  door,  and  wheel  the  old  lady  about 
the  terrace,  rub  quicksilver  on  the  little  dog's  back :  mind  he 
don't  bite  you  to  make  himself  sick  I  repair  the  ottoman,  roll 
the  gravel,  clean  the  kettles,  carry  half  a  ton  of  water  up 
three  pair  of  stairs,  trim  the  turf,  prune  the  vine,  drag  the 
fish  pond,  and  when  you  are  there,  go  in  and  gather  water 
lilies  for  Mademoiselle  Josephine  while  you  are  drowning  the 
puppies ;  that  is  little  odd  jobs.  May  Satan  twist  her  neck 
who  invented  them  I  " 

"  Very  sad  all  this,"  said  young  Riviere,  as  gravely  as  he 
could  ;  "  but  about  the  family." 

"I  am  citizen.  When  I  go  into  their  kitchen  to  court 
Jacintha  a  bit,  instead  of  Ifinding  a  good  supper  there,  which 
a  man  has  a  right  to,  courting  a  cook,  if  I  don't  take  one  in 
my  pocket,  there  is  no  supper,  not  to  say  supper,  for  either 
her  or  me.    I  don't  call  a  salad  and  a  bit  of  cheese  rind — 


WHITE   LIES.  35 

sapper  I  Beggars  in  silk  and  satin  I  call  them.  Every  sou 
they  have  goes  on  to  their  backs,  instead  of  into  their  bellies.*' 

^  Nonsense  Dard.  I  know  your  capacity,  but  you  could 
not  eat  a  bole  in  their  income,  that  ancient  family." 

^  I  could  eat  it  all,  and  sit  here.  Income  I  I  would  not 
duuige  incomes  with  them  if  they'd  throw  me  in  a  pancake 
a  day.  I  tell  yon,  citizen,  they  are  the  poorest  family  for 
leagues  round ;  not  that  they  need  be  quite  so  poor,  if  they 
could  swallow  a' little  of  their  pride.  But  no^  they  most 
have  china,  and  plate,  and  fine  linen,  at  dinner  ;  so  their  fine 
plates  are  always  bare,  and  their  silver  trays  empty.  Ask 
the  butcher,  if  yon  don't  believe  me  I 

^  Yoo  ask  him  whether  he  does  not  go  three  times  to  the 
smallest  shop-keeper,  for  once  he  goes  to  Beaurepaire. 
Their  tenants  siend  them  a  little  meal  and  eggs,  and  now  and 
then  a  hen,  because  they  must ;  their  great  garden  is  chock 
full  <3i  fruit  and  vegetables,  and  Jacintha  makes  me  dig  in  it 
gratis — and  so  they  muddle  on.  And  then  the  baroness 
most  have  her  coffee  as  in  the  days  of  old,  and  they  can't 
afford  to  buy  it — so  they  roast — haw  I  haw ! — ^they  roast  a 
lot  of  horse  beans  that  cost  nothing,  and  grind  them,  and 
serve  up  the  liquor  in  a  silver  cafeti^re,  on  a  silver  salver ; 
Arxito  «*." 

^  Is  it  possible  ? — reduced  to  this  I — oh  I " 

^  Perdition  seize  them  1  why  don't  they  melt  their  silver 
into  soup— why  don't  they  sell  the  superfluous  and  buy  the 
grub  ?  and  I  can't  see  why  they  don't  let  their  house  and 
that  accursed  garden,  in  which  I  sweat  gratis,  and  live  in  a 
small  house,  and  be  content  with  as  many  servants  as  they 
can  pay  wages  ta" 

**  Dard,"  said  Riviere  thoughtfully,  interrupting  him,  "  is 
it  really  true  about  the  beans  ?  " 

**  I  tell  you  I  have  seen  Madeffioiselle  Laure  doing  it  for 
the  old  woman's  breakfast ;  it  was  Laure  invented  the 
move.  A  girl  of  nineteen  beginning  already  to  deceive  the 
world.     But  they  are   all   tarred   with  the   same  stick — 

JftJlOtHI." 
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«  Dard,  you  are  a  brute ! " 

«  Me,  citizen  ?  " 

*'  You  I  there  is  noble  poverty,  as  well  as  noble  wealth. 
I  might  have  disdained  these  people  in  their  prosperity,  but 
I  revere  them  in  their  affliction." 

"  I  consent,"  replied  Dard,  very  coolly.  **  That  is  your 
affair ;  but  permit  me,"  and  here  he  clenched  his  teeth  at 
remembrance  of  his  wrongs,  ^  on  my  own  part  to  say  that  I 
will  no  more  be  a  scullery  man  without  wages  to  these  high 
minded  starvelings,  these  illustrious  beggars."  Then  he 
heated  himself  red  hot  "  I  will  not  even  be  their  galley 
slave.  Next,  I  have  done  my  last  little  odd  job  in  this 
world,"  yelled  the  now  infuriated  factotum.  All  is  ended. 
Of  two  things  one — either  Jacintha  quits  those  aristos,  or  I 
leave  Jacin — eh  ? — ah  ! — oh  ! — ahem  !  How — 'ow  d*ye  do, 
Jacintha  ? "  and  his  roar  ended  in  a  whine,  as  when  a  dog 
runs  barking  out  and  receives  in  full  career  a  cut  from  his 
master's  whip,  and  his  generous  rage  turns  to  whimper  then 
and  there.  "  I  was  just  talking  of  you,  Jacintha,"  faltered 
Dard,  in  conclusion. 

"I  heard  you  Dard,"  replied  Jacintha,  slowly,  quietly, 
grimly. 

Dard  from  oval  shrank  back  to  round. 

The  person  whose  sudden  appearance  at  the  door  of  the 
porch  reduced  the  swelling  Dard  to  his  natural  limits,  moral 
and  corporeal,  was  a  strapping  young  woman,  with  a  comely, 
peasant  face,  somewhat  freckled,  and  a  pair  of  large  black 
eyes,  surmounted  by  coal  black  brows  that  inclined  to  meet 
upon  the  bridge  of  the  nose.  She  stood  in  a  bold  attitude, 
her  massive  but  well  formed  arms  folded  so  that  the  pressure 
of  each  against  the  other  made  them  seem  gigantic,  and  her 
cheek  pale  with  wrath,  and  her  eyes  glittering  like  basilisks 
upon  citizen  Diird.  Had  petulance  mingled  with  her  wratli, 
Riviere  would  have  howled  with  laughter  at  Dard's  discom- 
fiture, and  its  cause ;  but  a  handsome  woman,  boiling  with 
suppressed  ire,  has  a  touch  of  the  terrible,  and  Jacintha's 
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eyes,  and   lowt^ring   bta*'k   l>iT>w?i,  gave  Iter,  in  this 
tnl  of  lofty  inilignarif  nj.  a  gmntkr  Ic^k  th^in  hebngf  rl  to 
So  cv€«  Hhiere  put  dnwi*   iijs  pipe,  and  gtuetfd  up  in 
*  GIC6  with  a  *»iiatJe  of  iiibgiving. 

Sbe  now  ebwiy  nncJafiiied  lier  jirms,  iind  with  her  gveu 
ntnonMy  Ijxed  on  D«rd,  ^lie  pointed  with  n  com- 
gesCure  kiwardj*  B^'Hurepuire,  Citi^r^n  Durd  waii 
i  lowgtfT  txiotfter  at'  Lii?  own  limbic  j  he  was  even  a*  a  bird 
^Stidliated  hj  a  nilUesijake ;  he  ro^e  f^luwly^  with  his  eyes 
[listeaed  to  hers,  atvd  wjis  moring  off  like  ao  ill-oiif^d  automa- 
ton in  the  direi-'iiou  kidicuttid ;  hut  at  thb  a  stippres^sed 
migger  begSD  to  ghsike  liiyiere'^  whole  body  till  it  hubhed 
[Up  mid  dowu  oa  the  seat  That  weakened  the  ifpell:  Dard 
I  tamed  to  him  ruefully. 

"TinfTc  citixttn,"  he  med,  **do  yon  »ee  thai  imperioua 
Now  rU  lell  yuu  whitt  thai  means — thiit  njeans 
nisccl  to  dig  in  the  ari&tocrat**  garde ti  this  afteroiion 
luaJTuli!  MutVi  ihewh  b  gdi^  dial  has  gained  nothing 
by  kings  l^eing  put  down^  for  I  am  mlod  with  a  i-od  of  iron. 
Thank  your  ©tars^  dtbcu*  that  you  are  iiot  in  uiy  place/* 

"  l>ard,**  retorted  Jacfutha.  *'  if  you  don't  Uke  your  place 
yim  cmn  quit  iL  1  know  two  or  tliree  that  will  be  glad  to 
take  it  There*  ^y  no  more  ;  now  I  am  here  I  will  go 
t>adk  to  tJie  ^  'sd  we  shiill  see  whether  all  the  lads 

reooii  from  a  1  job^  to  be  done  by  my  side,  and  paid 

I  by  my  frieodt^p/' 

^mol  no  I  Jacintha;  don't  be  a  fool  I  1  nm  going;  there, 
I  mo  at  your  serv  iee,  my  dear  friend.     Come  1  *' 
••  Go  theai ;  you  know  wliat  to  do,** 
^  And  leav^  you  here  J"* 

*•  Yea,"  ssaid  Jiieintiia,     "  I  must  apeak  a  word  to  mon- 

mu\  '  nuderedit  nfec^siary/* 

1  ]  (ine  crept  to  lieaurepsiret  hut  often  looked 

I  behind  lam.      lie  did  not  reliKh  leaving  Juelntlui  with  the 

kome  young  eiiis^cn,  especmlly  after  hf-r  hint  that  ihert? 

I  better  men  in  the  dLstriet  ih»in  hifuself. 


88  WHITE   LIES. 

Jacintha  tamed  to  young  Riviere,  and  spoke  to  him  in  a 
veiy  different  tone— coldly  but  politely. 

'<  Monsieur  will  think  me  very  hardy  thus  to  address  a 
stranger,  but  I  ought  not  to  allow  monsieur  to  be  deceived^ 
and  those  I  serve  belied." 

^  There  needs  no  excuse,  female  citizen.  I  am  at  your 
service ;  be  seated." 

^  Many  thanks,  monsieur ;  but  I  will  not  ait  down^  for  I 
am  going  immediately." 

^  All  the  worse,  female  citizen.  But  I  say,  it  seems  to 
me  then  you  heard  what  Dard  was  saying  to  me.  What, 
did  you  listen  ?    Oh  fie  I " 

^No,  monsieur,  I  did  not  listen,"  replied  Jadntha, 
haughtily.  '*  I  am  incapable  of  it ;  there  was  no  necessity. 
Dard  bawled  so  loud  the  whole  village  might  hear.  I  wais 
passing,  and  heard  a  voice  I  knew  raised  so  high,  I  feared 
he  was  drunk  ;  I  came  therefore  to  the  side  of  the  porch — 
with  the  best  intentions.  Arrived  there,  words  struck  my 
ear  that  made  me  pause.  I  was  so  transfixed  I  could  not 
move.  Thus,  quite  in  spite  of  myself,  I  suffered  the  pain  of 
hearing  his  calumnies;  you  see,  monsieur,  that  I  did  not 
play  the  spy  on  you  ;  moreover,  that  character  would  nowise 
suit  with  my  natural  disposition.  I  heard  too  your  answer, 
which  does  you  so  much  credit,  and  I  instantly  resolved  that 
you  should  not  be  imposed  upon." 

"  Thank  you,  female  citizen." 

"  Neither  the  family  I  serve,  nor  myself,  are  reduced  to 
what  that  little  fool  described.  I  ought  not  to  laugh,  I  ought 
to  be  angry  ;  but  after  all  it  was  only  Dard,  and  Dard  is  a 
notorious  fool.  There,  monsieur,"  continued  she  graciously, 
"  I  will  be  candid,  I  will  tell  you  all.  It  is  perfectly  true 
that  the  baron  contracted  debts,  and  that  the  baroness,  out 
of  love  for  her  children,  is  paying  them  off  as  fast  as  possible ; 
that  the  estate  may  be  clear  before  she  dies.  It  is  also  true 
that  these  heavy  debts  cannot  be  paid  off  without  great 
economy.     But  let  us  distinguish.     Prudenoe  is  not  pov- 
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ertj ;  rather,  mj  yoang  monsiear,  it  is  the  thorny  road  to 
wealth." 

"  That  is  neatly  expressed,  female  citizen  ! " 

**  Would  monsieur  object  to  call  me  by  my  name,  since 
that  of  citizen  is  odious  to  me  and  to  most  women  ?  " 

^  Certmnly  not,  Mademoiselle  Jacintha,  I  shall  even  take 
a  pleasure  in  it,  since  it  will  seem  to  imply  that  we  are  mak- 
ing a  nearer  acquaintance,  mademoiselle." 

"  Not  mademoiselle,  any  more  than  citizen.  I  am  neither 
demoiselle,  nor  dame,  but  plain  Jacintha." 

'^  No !  no !  no  !  not  plain  Jacintha !  Do  you  think  I  have 
DO  eyes  then,  pretty  Jacintha  ?  " 

^  Monsieur,  a  truce  to  compliments  I     Let  us  resume  ! " 

*•  Be  seated,  then,  pretty  Jacintha ! " 

^  It  is  useless,  monsieur,  since  I  am  going  immediately. 
I  will  be  very  candid  with  you.  It  is  about  Dard  having  no 
supper  up  at  Beaurepaire.  This  is  true.  You  see  I  am  can- 
did, and  conceal  nothing.  I  will  even  own  to  you  that  the 
baroness,  my  mistress,  would  be  very  angry  if  she  knew 
supper  was  not  provided  for  Dard  ;  in  a  word,  I  am  the  cul- 
prit And  I  am  in  the  right  Listen.  Dard  is  egoist 
You  may  even,  perhaps,  have  yourself  observed  this  trait." 

«  Glimpses  of  it— ha !  ha !  ha !— he !  ho  1" 

^  Monsieur,  he  is  egoist  to  that  degree  that  he  has  not  a 
friend  in  the  world,  but  me.  I  forgive  him,  because  I  know 
the  reason  ;  he  has  never  had  a  headache  or  a  heartaclie  in 
his  life." 

"  I  don't  understand  you,  Jacintha." 

"  Monsieur,  at  your  age  there  are  many  things  a  young 
man  does  not  understand.  But  though  I  make  allowances 
for  Dard,  I  know  what  is  due  to  myself.  Yes,  he  is  so  egoist, 
that,  were  I  to  fill  that  paunch  of  his,  I  should  no  longer 
know  whether  he  came  to  Beaurepaire  for  me  or  for  liiraself. 
Now  Dard  is  no  beauty,  monsieur ;  figure  to  yourself  that  he 
is  two  inches  shorter  than  I  am." 

**  Ob,  Heaven  I  he  looks  a  foot." 
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^  He  is  no  scholar  neither,  and  I  have  had  to  wipe  np 
many  a  sneer  and  many  a  sarcasm  on  his  account ;  but  up  to 
now  I  have  always  been  able  to  reply  Uiat  this  ^yq  feet  two 
inches  of  egoLsm  loves  me  disinterestedly ;  and  the  moment 
I  doubt  this  point  I  give  him  his  cang4 — ^poor  little  fellow ! 
Now  you  comprehend  all,  do  you  not  ?  Confess  that  I  am 
reasonable. 

'^  Parbleu  I  I  say,  I  did  not  think  your  sex  had  been  so 
Bagacious." 

''  You  saw  me  on  the  brink  of  giving  the  poor  little  being 
his  dismissal  ?  " 

<'  I  saw  and  admired.  Well  then  female  cit —  ah  I  pardon 
— Jacintha :  so  then  the  family  at  Beaurepaire  are  not  in  such 
straits  as  Dard  pretends  ?  " 

^  Monsieur,  do  I  look  like  one  starved  ?  " 

"  By  Jove,  no ! — ^by  Ceres,  I  mean  !  ** 

"Are  my  young  mistresses  wan — and  thin — and  hollow 
eyed?" 

"  Treason  ! — ^blasphemy! — ^ah!  no.  By  Venus  and  Hebe 
no!" 

Jacintha  smiled  at  this  enthusiastic  denial,  and  also  be- 
caqse  her  sex  smile  when  words  are  used  they  do  not  under- 
stand— guess  why! 

She  resumed — 

"  When  a  cup  overflows  it  cannot  be  empty ;  those  have 
enough  who  have  to  spare ;  now  how  many  times  has  Dard 
himself  sent  or  brought  a  wear}'  soldier  to  our  kitchen  by 
Mademoiselle  Laurels  own  orders  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  I  can  believe  it." 

"  And  how  many  times  have  I  brought  a  bottle  of  good 
Medoc  for  them  from  the  baroness's  cellar  ! " 

"  You  did  well.  1  see ;  Dard*s  egoism  blinded  him  :  they 
are  prudent,  but  neither  stingy  nor  poor.  All  the  better. 
But  stay  I — the  coffee — the  beans." 

Jacintha  coloured  and  seemed  put  out,  but  it  was  only  for  a 
moment ;  she  smiled  good-humouredly  enough  and  put  her 
//and  in  her  jyockei  and  drew  out  a  packet. 
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«  What  is  that?'* 

"  Permit  me ;  it  is  coffee,  and  excellent  if  I  may  judge  by 
the  perfiime ;  you  have  just  bought  it  in  the  village  ?  " 

Jadntha  nodded. 

«  But  the  beans  I  ** 

"The  beans! — the  beans!  Well — he!  he  I— Monsieur 
we  have  a  little  meny  angel  in  the  house  called  Madem- 
oiselle Laure.  She  set  me  one  day  to  roast  some  beans— 
the  old  doctor  wanted  them  for  some  absurd  experiment. 
Dard  came  in,  and  seeing  something  cooking,  'What  are 
they  for  ?  *  said  he,  '  what  in  Heaven's  name  are  they  for  ?  " 
His  curiosity  knew  no  bounds.  I  was  going  to  tell  him,  but 
Mademoiselle  Laure  gave  me  a  look.  *  To  make  the  family 
coffee  to  be  sure,'  says  she ;  and  the  fool  believed  it." 

Riviere  and  Jacintha  had  a  laugh  over  Dard's  credulity. 

"  Well,  J|u;intha,  thank  Heaven !  Dard  is  mistaken  ;  and 
yet  I  am  going  to  say  a  foolish  Thing ;  do  you  know  I  half 
regret  they  are  not  as  poor,  no  not  quite,  but  nearly  as  poor, 
as  he  described  them — ^for  then — *" 

"What  then?" 

"  You  need  not  be  angry  now." 

"  Me,  monsieur  ?  One  is  in  no  haste  to  be  angry  with 
such  a  &ce  as  yours  my  young  monsieur." 

"  Well,  then,  I  should  have  liked  them  to  be  a  little  poor, 
that  I  might  have  had  the  pleasure  and  the  honour  of  being 
useful  to  them." 

**  How  could  you  be  of  use  to  them  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know — ^in  many  ways — especially  now  I  have 
made  your  acquaintance — ^you  would  have  told  me  wliat  to 
do.  I  would  not  have  disobeyed  you,  for  you  are  a  treasure, 
and  I  see  you  love  them  sincerely ;  it  is  a  holy  cause  ;  it 
would  have  been  I  mean ;  and  wc  should  have  been  united 
in  it,  Jadntha." 

"  Ah  yes  I  as  to  that,  yes." 

**  We  would  have  concerted  means  to  do  them  kindness 
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Becretlj — ^without  hurting  their  pride.  And  then  I  am  in 
anthority,  Jacintha." 

''  I  know  it,  monsieur.     Dard  has  told  me." 

"  In  great  authority  for  one  so  young.  They  are  Royal- 
ists-^my  secret  protection  might  have  been  of  wonderful 
service  to  them,  and  I  could  have  given  it  them  without  dis- 
loyalty to  the  State  ;  for,  after  all,  what  has  the  Republic  to 
dread  from  women  ?  " 

Through  all  this,  which  the  young  fellow  delivered  not 
flowingly,  but  in  a  scries  of  little  pants,  each  from  his  heart, 
Jacintha's  great  black  eye  dwelt  on  him  calm  but  secretly 
inquisitive,  and  on  her  cheek  a  faint  colour  came  and  went 
two  or  three  times. 

"  These  sentiments  do  you  honour,  my  pretty  monsieur," 
(dwelling  tenderly  on  the  pretty.) 

"And  so  do  yours  do  you,"  cried  the  young  man  warmly. 
"  Let  us  be  friends,  us  two,  who  though  of  different  parties, 
understand  one  another.  And  let  me  tell  you  Mademoiselle, 
the  Aristocrat,  that  we  Republicans  have  our  virtues  too." 

"  Henceforth  I  will  believe  this  for  your  sake,  my  child." 

"  I  am  going  to  tell  you  one  of  them." 

"Tell  me."  ♦ 

"  It  is  this — we  can  recognise  and  bow  to  virtue  in  what- 
ever class  we  find  it.  I  revere  you  cit — ahem ! — henceforth 
Jacintha  is  to  me  a  word  that  stands  for  loyalty,  fidelity,  and 
unselfish  affection.  These  are  the  soul  of  nobility — titles 
are  its  varnish.  Such  spirits  as  you,  I  say,  are  the  orna- 
ments of  both  our  sexes,  of  every  rank,  and  of  human 
nature.  Therefore  give  me  your  pretty  brown  hand  a  mo- 
ment, that  I  may  pay  you  a  homage  I  would  not  offer  to  a 
selfish,  and  by  consequence,  a  vulgar  duchess.'* 

Jacintha  coloured  a  little :  but  put  out  her  hand  with  a 
smile,  and  with  the  grace  that  seems  born  with  French 
women  of  all  classes. 

Riviere  held  the  smiling  peasant's  hand,  and  bowed  his 
head  and  kissed  it. 


*a^ 
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A  Ifffle  to  Ills  surprise,  tJm  momt^nl  he  rclased  Iih  liold  of 

,  begnn  to  dose  goiitlv  ou  lits  Imrid  anci  hold  it,  finil  €*ven 

It  a  Tery  lit(le<      flc  l*x>kc'il  iip^  and  *iiw  a  ff^taule 

f?men*w.     *rh«  ^roile   .^till   lingered  on  her  lip,  bill  the 

kr^  hhick  «?jet  were  IrouUled,  aud  sotm  an  enormous?  te.itr 

I  airily  foiled  wrt  of  them  ami  nin  down  her  taiined  cheek* 

The  bc^  looked  wistfully  in    her  face  fur  nn  ejcpl 


laiui^^^ 


She  replied  to  his  mute  inquirr  bj  smiling-,  and  preafiing 
kb  hand  gently,  in  which  act  another  tear  welk-d  qnieilj 
■p,  and  tippled  oTer,  aud  mn  with  a  ^laiit  into  the  cboimel 
*  itie  first. 

The  ineicperienced   boy  looked  so  sad  at  thb  lliat  Bhe 
r|i!r6&$ed  !iis  hand  Bttll  more,  and  emiled  Btlll  more  ktndlj« 
pa  l^louArtl  gat,  and  liegiin  to  watch  with  innocent  cnn- 
ItT  Use  tears  arrive  thus,  two  a  minute,  wiiliuut  any  ti-ouliie 
ailed  and  the  hand  preBsed  kiiu 

in    a   port  of  petting   tone — ^  Cryingj 

**  Koi,  Biy  friend — not  that  I  am  awar*?  of.** 
**  Y*4  jQu  are — ^good  I  here  cwmes  another/* 
**Ajxi  1  dear? — ^it  i^  possible/' 

^1  I3c6  it — 4t  i^  so  pretty*     I  am  afraid  it  k  mj  fault* 
3j  the  bye,  what  h  it  for  ? "' 

Mj  fricrwlH,  perkqrf  It  U  that  you  praised  me  too  warmly, 
?i<tir ;  theiw  are  the  fir.^t  wurds  of  sympathy  that  have 
beeti  f^poktio  to  me  in  this   rttlagef  above  all  the  first 
.  of  goodwill  to  the  family  I  love  bo" 
*  Yes  I  you  do  love  ihem,  and  so  do  I/* 
••Thaiik  yon!  t:  i !  " 

*<  What  wifchrr  I  y  |>ossies3  ?     They  make  me,  yon, 

and.  1  think,  every  honei*t  heait*  their  friend*" 

«*Ab  mon^cur-— dci  not  be  nfT* *nded— but  believe  me  it  is 
BO  iinall  thing  to  he  an  old  tamtly*     Tliere,  you  see,  I  do 
weep;  on   the  conrrary,  I   discourse*     My   gmndfather 
tf^  a  bttTOU  of  Bcaurepaire*     My  falber  wa-i  their  gam<5* 
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keeper,  and  fed  to  his  last  hour  from  the  hai^on's  plate ;  he 
was  disabled  by  ague  for  many  years  before  he  died  was 
my  poor  father ;  my  mother  died  in  the  house,  and  was 
buried  in  the  sacred  ground  near  the  family  chapel.  Yes, 
her  body  is  aside  theirs  in  death,  and  so  was  her  heart  while 
she  lived.  They  put  an  inscription  on  her  tomb  praising  her 
fidelity  and  probity.  Do  you  think  these  things  do  not  sink 
into  the  heart  of  the  poor  ? — praise  on  her  tomb,  and  not  a 
word  on  their  own,  but  just  the  name,  and  when  each  was 
bom  and  died,  you  know.  Ah  I  the  pride  of  the  mean  is 
dirt,  but  the  pride  of  the  noble  is  gold ! 

*  ^'  For,  look  you,  among  paryenus  I  should  be  a  servant, 
and  nothing  more ;  in  this  proud  fiimily  I  am  a  humble 
friend;  of  course  they  are  not  always  gossiping  with  me 
like  vulgar  masters  and  mistresses — if  they  did,  I  should 
neither  respect  nor  love  them;  but  they  all  smile  on  me 
whenever  I  come  into  the  room,  even  the  baroness  herself. 
I  belong  to  them,  and  they  belong  to  me,  by  ties  without  num- 
ber, by  the  years  themselves — reflect,  monsieur,  a  century — 
by  the  many  kind  words  in  many  troubles,  by  the  one  roof 
that  sheltered  us  a  hundred  years,  and  the  grave  where  our 
bones  lie  together  till  the  day  of  God. 

Jacintha  clasped  her  hands,  and  the  black  eyes  shone  out 
warm  through  their  dew. 

Riviere's  glistened  too. 

"  It  is  well  said,"  he  cried  ;  "  it  is  nobly  said  !  But,  per- 
mit me,  these  are  ties  that  owe  their  force  to  the  souls  they 
bind.  How  oflen  liave  such  bonds  round  human  hearts 
proved  ropes  of  sand.  They  grapple  you  like  hooks  of  steel 
— because  you  are  steel  yourself  to  the  backbone.  I  admire 
you  cit — Jacintha  dear.  Such  women  as  you  have  a  great 
mission  in  France  just  now." 

*  The  French  peasant  often  thinks  half  a  sentence,  and  utters  the  other 
half  aloud,  and  so  breaks  air  in  the  middle  of  a  thought.     Probably  Ja- 
cintha's  whole  thought,  if  we  had  the  means  of  knowing  it,  would  have  run 
Jjke  this — "  Besides  I  have  another  reason.    I  could  not  bo  80  comfortable 
mjrself  elaewhcre — for  look  you " 
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^"iRtliat  true  ?     Wliat  cmi  wDineti  do  ?  " 
*-  Bhi>g  forth  iiKHons  I     Be  the  mutlieri  of  gretii  men  ' 
-tbe  Catos  anil  th^  GniecUi  of  tUe  fuiurf;/* 
Jwdttiim  mnlheiL     She  did  iiai  kotiw  tli6  Gracdii  and  their 
ilitical  «eniiinpnl« ;  and  ili^y  mounded  well     'MiracL-hi!" 
btinitii!  Willi  £1  ritig  to  it*     Pwple  of  distiijriiun  no  doubt 
'Tlnkt  would  be  Uxt  inueh  bt^noiir/^  n  pitted   she  miKk-atl^^ 
It  pre*eut  1  must    suj  mlit^u  V*  and  she  moved  oft'  ati  isicb 
Hiih   an  ont.vrlaiii  he>*itatirig  m^i  - 

I  ii^t  '^  out  of  the  tjiil  of  her  i^je,**  a 
8<x>icli  |ihraAi.r  it* 
Riricfip  put  DO  inteqjrt:  till  ion  on  this. 
,  ** Adieu  ih^ri,  if  il  mutt  be  »o/*  fHiid  h«* 

of  tbii  giiai<$  kid  out :  on  tliis  ejccuse  §he 
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lit  tliis  glance.     **  Hare  some  of  it/'  cried  he, 
tofil.' 
*Wluil  should  I  do  ^itb  game?" 
**  I  meftii  for  die  izhatcau*" 
•*  Tbe/  Imve  such  qtmntitic;^  of  tt/* 
''Ah  I  m  doubt.     All  the  teoante  send  it  I  jiu|ipose.'' 

*  OC  cciisr»e  they  do/' 

•  Wkm  II  piiy  I     It  \»  then  fated  tluit  I  sm  uot  to  he  able 
^iluiw  my  ^lodwHl  txi  that  family,  not  ev^u  m  such  a  iriflo 

wheeli^   ifiiddeniy  round  on   him,  and   so  by  ao 
:  of  femidci   urtt  caught  off  ite  guard   that  facse  wbidi 
I  Imd  nlfumlf  0[ieiily  per ijsod- 

Thm  iluoe^  eb«  |iaufted  a  tnaiuc^nt.  nnd  then  eame  walking 
I  ttht*h  at  It  time  buck  to  biin  j  entered  tbe  f>i»rcb  though  t- 
Jly,  mid  cooHy  ^at  down.  At  fii^t  she  Bat  just  o|i{K>site 
TV  hut  ibc  tii^xt  riionitttit  refl meting  that  &be  whs  in 
the  poi'jd,  !*be  slipjied  into  n  corner,  and  (here  an- 
^  I  hi^  eyrd.  und  whik  sh*i  wad  settling 

iiiig  Ub  Uitie  head. 
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^  How  odd,"  thought  he.  ^  So  long  as  I  asked  her  tp  sil 
dowD,  it  was  always  '  no,  I  am  going.' " 

**  Yes,  my  friend,  you  have  divined  it ! " 

"  Oh !  have  I  ? — ah,  yes— divined  what  ?  ** 

''That  I  am  going  to  tell  you  the  troth.  Your  fiice  as 
well  as  your  words  is  the  cause ;  oh  yes,  I  will  tell  yoo 
alll" 

**  Is  it  about  Beaurepaire  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  But  you  did  tell  me  all ;  those  were  your  very  words." 

'^  It  is  possible ;  but'^all  I  told  you  was — inexact" 

"  Oh  no,  Jacintha,  that  cannot  be.  I  felt  truth  in  every 
lone  of  your  voice." 

"  That  was  because  you  are  true,  and  innocent,  and  pure. 
Forgive  me  for  not  reading  you  at  a  glance.  Now  I  will 
tell  you  alL" 

"  Oh  do  !  pray  do ! " 

^  Listen  then  !  ah  my  friend,  swear  to  me  by  that  sainted 
woman,  your  mother,  that  you  will  never  reveal  what  I  trust 
you  with  at  this  moment ! " 

"  Jacintha,  I  swear  by  my  mother  to  keep  your  secret" 

"  Then,  my  poor  friend,  what  Dard  told  you  was  not  al- 
together false." 

"  Grood  Heavens !  Jacintha." 

"  Though  it  was  but  a  guess  on  his  part ;  for  I  never 
trusted  my  own  sweetheart  as  now  I  trust  a  stranger. 

"  You  that  have  shown  such  good  sentiments  towards  us, 
oh !  hear  and  then  tell  me,  can  nothing  be  done  ? 

"  No,  don't  speak  to  me — let  me  go  on  before  my  courage 
dies  ;  yes,  share  this  secret  with  me,  for  it  gnaws  me,  it 
chokes  me. 

"  To  see  what  I  see  every  day,  and  do  what  I  do,  and 
have  no  one  I  dare  breathe  a  word  to ;  oh !  it  is  very 
hard. 

'^  Nevertheless,  see  on  what  a  thread  things  turn :  if  one 
had  told  me  an  hour  ago  it  was  you  I  should  open  my  heart 
to/ 
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'^Mychfld,  mj'dear  old  mistress,  and  my  sweet  young 
ladies  are — ah !  no  I  can't !  I  can't  I 

^  What  a  poltroon  I  am.  Yes !  thank  you,  your  hand  in 
mine  gives  me  courage :  I  hope  I  am  not  doing  ill.  They 
are  not  eoonomicaL  They  are  not  stingy.  They  are  not 
paying  off  their  dehts.  My  friend,  the  baroness  and  the 
demoiselles  de  Beaurepaire — are  paupers." 
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CHAPTER  m. 

«  Paupers  ?  " 

"Alas!" 

**  Members  of  the  nobility  panpers  ?  '* 

"  Yes ;  for  their  debts  are  greater  than  their  means  j  they 
live  by  sufferance — they  lie  at  the  mercy  of  the  law,  and  of 
their  creditors;  and  every  now  and  then  these  monsters 
threaten  us,  though  they  know  we  struggle  to  give  them 
their  due." 

"  What  do  they  threaten  ?  " 

'<To  petition  government  to  sell  the  chateau  and  lands, 
and  pay  them — ^the  wretches  !  " 

«  The  hogs  !  " 

'<  And  then  the  worst  of  it  is,  the  family  can't  do  any  thing 
the  least  little  bit  mean.  I  was  in  the  room  when  M.  Perrin, 
the  notary,  gave  the  baroness  a  hint  to  cut  down  every  tree 
on  the  estate,  and  sell  the  timber,  and  lay  by  the  money  for 
her  own  use.  She  heard  him  out,  and  then,  oh  !  the  look 
she  gave  liim — it  withered  him  up  on  his  chair. 

**  *  I  rob  my  husband's  and  my  Josephine's  estate  of  its 
beauty  !  cut  down  the  old  trees  that  show  the  chateau  is  not 
a  thing  of  yesterday,  like  your  Directory,  your  Republic,  and 
your  guillotine  ! ' 

"  So  then,  Monsieur  Perrin,  to  soften  her,  said :  *  No, 
madame,  spare  the  ancient  oak  of  course,  and  indeed  all  the 
very  old  trees ;  but  sell  the  others.' 

"  *  The  others  ?  what,  the  trees  that  my  own  husband 
planted  ?  and  why  not  knock  down  my  little  oratory  in  the 
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park — ^he  built  it  The  stones  would  sell  for  somethiug — so 
would  Josephine's  hair  and  Laure's.  You  do  not  know,  per^ 
haps,  each  of  those  young  ladies  there  can  sit  down  upon  her 
back  hair.  Monsieur,  I  will  neither  strip  the  glory  from  my 
daughters'  heads,  nor  from  the  ancient  lands  of  Beaurepaire 
—nor  hallow  some  Bepublican's  bam,  pig  stye,  or  dwelling- 
house,  with  the  stones  of  the  sacred  place  where  I  pray  for 
my  husband's  soul.' 

"  Those  were  her  words.  She  had  been  sitting  quite  quiet 
like  a  cat,  watching  for  him.  She  rose  up  to  speak,  and 
those  words  came  from  her  like  puffs  of  flame  from  a  fur- 
nace. You  could  not  forget  one  of  them  if  you  lived  ever  so 
long.  He  hasn't  come  to  see  us  since  then,  and  it's  six 
months  ago." 

"  I  call  it  £Edse  pride,  Jacintha." 

**  Do  you  ?  then  I  don't,"  said  Jadntha,  firing  up. 

**  Well,  no  matter ;  tell  me  more." 

"  I  will  tell  you  all.     I  have  promised." 

^  Is  it  true  about  the  beans  ?  " 

« It  is  too  true." 

"  But  this  coffee  that  you  have  just  bought  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  bought  it ;  I  have  embezzled  it.  Every  now 
and  then  I  take  a  bunch  of  grapes  from  the  conservatory.  I 
give  it  to  the  grocer's  wife.  Then  she  gives  me  a  little 
coffee,  and  says  to  herself,  *  That  girl  is  a  thief.' " 

^  More  fool  she.  She  says  nothing  of  the  sort,  you  spite- 
ful girL" 

"  Then  I  secretly  flavour  my  poor  mistress's  breakfast  with 
it" 

"  Secretly  ?     But  you  tell  Mademoiselle  Laure." 

"  How  innocent  you  are  ! — Don't  you  see  that  she  roasts 
beans  that  her  mother  may  still  think  she  drinks  coffee ;  and 
that  I  flavour  her  rubbish  on  the  sly,  that  Mademoiselle  Laure 
may  fancy  her  beans  have  really  a  twang  of  coffee ;  and  for 
aught  I  know  the  baroness  sees  through  us  both,  and  smacks 
her  lipe  aver  the  draught  to  make  us  all  happy ;  for  women 
3 
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are  very  deep,  my  young  monsieur — ^you  have  no  idea  how 
deep  they  are.  Tes,  at  Beaurepaire  we  all  love  and  deceive 
one  another." 

**  Tou  make  my  heart  sick.  Then  it  was  untrue  aboat 
the  wine  ?  " 

^  No,  it  was  not ;  we  have  plenty  of  that  The  baron  left 
the  cellar  brim  full  of  wine.  There  is  Plough  to  last  us  all 
our  lives ;  and  while  we  have  it,  we  will  give  it  to  the  brave 
and  the  poor." 

"  And  pinch  yourselves  ?  " 

*•  And  pinch  ourselves." 

"  Why  don't  they  swap  the  wine  for  necessaries  ?  " 

^  Because  they  could  not  do  a  mean  thing." 

^  Where  is  the  meanness  ?  Am  I  the  man  to  advise  a 
mean  thing  ?  " 

"  Ah,  no,  monsieur.  Well,  then,  they  won't  do  a  thing 
other  barons  of  Beaurepaire  never  did ;  and  that  is  why  they 
sit  down  to  a  good  bottle  of  wine  from  their  own  cellar,  and 
to  grapes  and  peaches  from  their  own  garden,  and  even 
truffles  from  their  own  beech  coppice,  and  good  cream  from 
their  own  cow,  and  scarce  two  sous'  worth  of  bread,  and 
butchers'  meat  not  once  a  fortnight." 

"  In  short,  they  eat  fifteen  francs'  worth  of  luxuries,  and 
so  have  not  ten  sous  for  wholesome  food  ?  " 

"  Yes,  monsieur." 

"  Yes,  monsieur  ?  "  cried  Riviere,  spitefully  mocking  her ; 
"  and  don't  you  see  this  is  not  economy,  but  extravagance  ? 
Don't  you  see  it  is  their  duty  as  well  as  their  interest  to  sell 
their  wine,  or  some  of  it,  and  their  fruit,  and  buy  eatables, 
and  even  put  by  money  to  pay  their  debts  ?  " 

"  It  would  be  if  they  were  vulgar  people  ;  but  these  are 
not  grocers  nor  cheap  Johns  ;  these  are  the  high  noblesse  of 
France." 

"  These  are  a  pack  of  fools,"  roared  the  irritated  Repub- 
lican, ^'  and  you  are  as  bad  as  they." 

"  I  do  not  assert  the  contrary,"  replied  Jacintha  humbly 


WRITE   LIBS.  51 

and  loTmglj,  disarming  his  wrath  with  a  turn  of  the  tongue. 
**  Mj  friend,"  she  continued  in  the  same  tone,  "  at  present 
oar  cow  is  in  full  milk ;  so  that  is  a  great  help ;  but  when 
die  goes  dry,  God  knows  what  we  shall  do,  for  I  don't** 
And  Jacintha  turned  a  face  so  full  of  sorrow  on  him,  that  he 
was  ashamed  of  having  been  in  a  rage  with  her  absurdity. 

"  And  then  to  come  by  and  hear  my  own  sweetheart,  that 
ought  to  be  on  my  side,  running  down  those  saints  and  mar- 
tyrs to  a  stran y  to  our  best  friend." 

«  Poor  JacinOia  I " 

*^Ohl  no ;  don't,  don't !  already  it  costs  me  a  great  strug- 
gle not  to  give  way." 

"  Indeed !  you  tremble." 

"  lake  enough — it  is  the  nerves.  Take  no  notice,  or  I 
could  not  answer  for  myself.  My  heart  is  like  a  lump  of 
lead  in  my  bosom  at  this  hour.  No  !  it  is  not  so  much  for 
what  goes  on  up  at  the  chateau.  That  will  not  kill  them. 
Love  nourishes  as  well  as  food ;  and  we  all  love  one  another 
at  Beaurepaire.  It  is  for  the  whisper  I  have  just  heard  in 
the  village." 

"What?— what?" 

"  That  one  of  these  cruel  creditors  is  going  to  have  the 
estate  and  chateau  sold." 

«  Curse  him  I " 

"  He  might  as  well  send  for  the  guillotine  and  take  their 
lives  at  once.  You  look  at  me.  You  don't  know  my  mis- 
tress as  I  do.  Ah !  butchers,  if  it  is  so,  you  will  take  nothing 
oat  of  that  house  but  her  corpse.  And  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
The  great  old  family  to  be  turned  adrifl  like  beggars  to  wan- 
der over  the  world  ?  Oh,  my  poor  mistress !  oh,  my  pretty 
demoiselles !  that  I  played  with  and  nursed  ever  since  I  was 
a  child  !  I  was  just  six  when  Josephine  was  bom ;  and  that 
I  shall  love  till  my  last  breath." 

The  young  woman,  torn  by  the  violence  of  a  feeling  so 
long  pent  up  in  her  own  bosom,  fell  to  panting,  and  laughing, 
and  flM>bbing,  and  trembling  violently. 
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The  statesmao,  who  had  passed  all  his  short  life  at  school 
and  college,  was  frightened  out  of  his  wits,  and  ran  to  her 
side,  and  took  hold  of  her  and  pulled  her,  and  cried — "  Oh  ! 
don't,  Jacintha ;  you  will  kill  yourself,  you  will  die  I — this  is 
frightful — ^help  here  !  help  !  " 

Jacintha  put  her  hand  to  his  mouth,  and,  without  leaving 
off  her  hysterics,  gasped  out — "  Ah  !  don't  expose  me." 

So  then  he  didn't  know  what  to  do ;  but  he  seized  a  tum- 
bler and  with  trembling  hand  filled  it  with  wine,  and  threw 
himself  on  his  knees,  and  forced  it  between  her  lips.  All 
she  did  was  to  bite  a  piece  out  of  the  glass  as  clean  as  if  a 
diamond  had  cut  it.  This  did  her  good — destruction  of 
sacred  household  property  gave  her  another  turn.  "  There, 
I've  broke  your  glass  now,"  she  cried,  with  a  marvellous 
change  of  tone ;  and  she  came  to,  and  sobbed  and  cried 
reasonably. 

The  other  young  thing  of  the  tender,  though  impetuous 
heart,  set  to  comfort  her. 

'^  Poor  Jacintha  !  dear  Jacintha  I  I  will  be  a  friend  both 
to  them  and  you.  There  is  a  kiss  not  to  cry  so."  Oh,  oh, 
oh  !     And  lo,  and  behold  I  he  burst  out  crying  himself. 

This  gave  Jacintha  another  turn. 

"  Oh,  my  son !  don't  you  cry !  I  will  never  s-s-suffer 
that." 

"  How  can  I  help  it  ?  Oh !  It  is  you  make  me — sobbing 
and  weeping  like  that" 

"  Forgive  me,  little  heart*  I  will  be  m-more  reasonable — 
not  to  afflict  you.  Oh  ! — see,  I  leave  off.  Oh  I — ^I  will  take 
the  wine." 

Edouard  put  the  other  side  of  the  glass  to  her  lips,  and 
she  supped  a  teaspoonful  of  the  wine.  This  was  her  native 
politeness,  not  to  slight  a  remedy  he  had  offered.  Then  he 
put  down  the  glass,  and  she  drew  his  head  lightly  to  her 
bosom,  and  he  felt  her  quietly  crying.  She  was  touched  to 
the  core  by  his  sympathy.  As  fior  him,  he  was  already 
ashamed  of  the  weakness  he  could  not  quite  master,  and  was 
not  sorry  to  hide  his  face  so  agreeably. 
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«  Oh  dear  I  Now— oh  I — joxtr  are  not  to  fancy  (I  can 
hear  your  heart  beat  where  I  am,  Jacintha,)  /  ever  cry.  I 
have  not  done  such  a  contemptible  thing  since  I  was  a  boy.** 

'^  I  believe  it  Forgive  me.  It  was  all  my  fault  It  is 
DO  discredit  Ah  I  no,  my  son ;  those  tears  do  you  honour, 
and  make  the  poor  Jadntha  your  friend.** 

These  foolish  drops  did  not  long  quench  our  statesman's 
and  poppjr'g  manly  ardour. 

**  Come,  oome  I "  he  cried,  ^  let  us  do  something,  not  sit 
blabbering." 

^Ah !  if  we  could  do  any  thing,'*  cried  Jacintha,  catching 
fire  at  him* 

"  Why,  of  course  we  can.  People  never  know  what  they 
can  do  till  they  try.  /  shall  think  of  something,  you  may 
depend."     (Vanity  revived.) 

^  And  I  mast  run  to  Beaurepaire ;  they  will  think  I  am 
kst." 

«  Oh,  Jacintha  I " 

'^What?" 

^  You  will  take  some  of  the  game  now." 

«  That  I  will— from  you." 

"  Thank  yog.  Quick— quick — for  goodness  sake.  Here, 
take  these  four  birds.  That  is  right ;  pin  up  your  apron — 
that  makes  a  capital  pocket" 

^  The  hare  would  be  more  nourishing  than  the  birds,"  said 
Jacintha,  timidly. 

^  You  are  to  have  the  hare  as  well,  of  course ;  send  me 
down  Dard ;  he  shall  take  her  up." 

**  No !  no  I  Dard  and  I  are  bad  friends.  I  will  ask  no 
£sivour  of  him.  He  shall  be  my  suppliant  all  this  day,  not  I 
his.  Look  at  my  arm,  do  you  think  that  is  afraid  of  a 
hare?" 

**  Why,  it  is  half  as  big  again  as  mine,  Jacintha ;  for  all 
that,  I  shall  carry  the  hare  up  in  my  pocket  France  is  still 
France,  whatever  you  may  think  ;  a  pretty  woman  must  not 
be  lei  drag  a  hare  about  the  nation — come " 
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'^  Surely,  monsieur  does^not  think  of  acGompan3ring  me ! " 

«  Why  not  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  as  for  that,  I  am  no  prude — it  is  a  road,  too,  on 
which  one  meets  no  one — ah  hah  1  if  you  are  not  ashamed 
of  me,  I  am  not  of  you — aZfo?w." 

They  walked  up  the  road  in  silence.  Riviere  had  some- 
thing on  his  mind,  and  Jacintha  was  demurely  watching  for 
it  out  of  the  tail  of  her  eye.  At  last,  ashamed  of  going  along 
and  not  saying  a  word  to  rustic  Hehe,  he  dropped  out  this  in 
an  absent  sort  of  way :  "  I  shall  never  know  by  your  manner 
whether  you  are  telling  the  truth  or — the  reverse."  No 
answer. 

**  You  do  it  beautifuHy."    No  answer. 

"  So  smooth  and  convincing.''    No  answer. 

"  Seriously,  then,  I  used  to  think  it  a  crime,  a  sordid  vice 
— ^but  now  I  see  that  even  a  falsehood,  coming  from  a  pure 
heart,  is  punfied,  and  becomes  virtuous,  pious." 

«  Never ! " 

"  And  useful." 

**  What  use  were  mine  ?  I  had  to  unpick  them  the  next 
minute — ^and  do  you  think  I  did  not  blush  like  fire  while  I 
was  eating  my  own  words  one  after  another  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  see  you." 

"  A  sign  I  blushed  inside,  and  that  is  worse.  My  young 
monsieur,"  continued  Jacintha  gravely,  "  listen  to  me.  A  lie 
is  always  two  things — a  lump  of  sin,  and  a  piece  of  folly. 
Yes  !  women  are  readier  and  smoother  at  that  sort  of  work 
than  men — all  the  worse  for  them.  Men  lie  at  times  to  gain 
some  end  they  are  hard  bent  on ;  but  their  instinct  is  to  tell 
the  truth,  those  that  are  men  at  all.  But  women,  Cv^pecially 
uneducated  ones  like  me,  run  to  a  lie  the  first  thing,  like  rats 
to  a  hole.  Now,  mark  the  consequence  :  women  suffer  many 
troubles,  great  and  small ;  half  of  these  come  to  them  by  the 
will  of  God ;  but  the  other  half  they  make  for  themselves  by 
their  silly  want  of  truth  and  candour — there  I " 

"  Bless  my  soul  I  here  is  a  sermon.  Why,  how  earnest 
you  are  1 " 
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*'TlAyI  tPO  m  eameatr  ani]  ^ou  &fiould  not  mock  mv>. 
Ooailder^  1  am  roanj  yeara  oMer  ihao  foa — you  are  not 
tweiit\%  I  ihmk,  and  I  am  ctot^c  upon  five  and  twenty — aiid  I 
k&%  «  &UCCI  teD  timed  as  mucb  llft^  tm  you,  though  I  have  lived 
m  a  village." 

•*  Boa^i  be  angry,  Jacintha ;  I  listen  to  every  word/' 

^  I  am  in  earnest,  my  friend,  becauise  you  terrified  tne 
when  yo»  smirked  Jike  that  and  talked  of  beautiful  liea,  piouit 
lied,  {why  not  clean  iilth  ?)  and  then  quoted  me  to  prove  it- 
Innocence  is  m  easily  corrupted-  And  I  could  not  sleep  at 
night  if  my  tougue  bad  corrupted  one  so  innocent  and  good 
anil  young  aa  yoa  my  dear*" 

"  Nqw^  dt>n*t  you  be  alarmed/'  cried  the  statesboy  liangh- 
ttly,  *^  you  need  not  fear  that  I  shall  ever  take  after  women 
ia  thai  or  any  ihing  else." 

**  Mind  they  will  be  the  flrat  to  despbe  you  if  yon  do— thai 
Hheir  way — k  in  one  of  tliem  that.  tuU^  you  so/' 

^  Set  your  mind  at  ease  lair  moralist ;  I  fibaU  think  of 
joor  pieeepta.  I  will  even  note  down  one  of  the  brilliant 
Uiiags  you  aaid,*'  and  he  took  out  his  table bi.  ^  ^  A  lie  18  a — 
lump  of  tfiu,  aud  a  bit — ^no — a  piece  of  folly,  eh  ?  * " 

*-  That  h  it  I  **  (tried  Jaciniha  ^ly,  her  anxiety  removed* 

*•  I  did  not  think  you  were  five  and  twenty  Uiough/' 

**  I  am  then^ — dotf t  you  believe  me  ?  " 

••  Why  not  ?  Indeed  how  could  I  disbelieve  you  after 
your  lecture  ?  '* 

^  Jt  t*  well/'  said  Jaeintha  with  dignity. 

She  was  twenty-seven  by  the  pariah  hooka. 

Blviere  relapsed  into  hia  reverie. 

This  time  it  was  Jaeintha  who  spoke  Hrit. 
f  **  You  forgive  me  for  breaking  the  glass,  monsieur,  ftn3 
king  yoii  cry  ?  " 

**  Botlier  the  gk^s — what  litile  things  to  think  of;  while  I 
I  a&  for  ilm  olher  btisinoss— you  did  it  fairiy ;  you  made 
^fbol  of  me,  but  you  began  with  yoursell— pleasse  to  remem- 
tethat." 


56  WHTTB   LIES. 

^  Oh  I  a  woman  cries  as  she  spits — ^that  goes  for  nothing 
— ^but  it  is  not  fair  of  her  to  make  a  man  ciy  just  because  he 
has  a  feeling  heart." 

^  Stop  I — '  A  woman— cries — as  she  spits  I '  Why  Jadn- 
tha  that  is  rather  a  coarse  sentiment  to  come  from  jon  who 
BSLj  such  beautiful  things,  and  such  wise  things — now  and 
then." 

^  What  would  70U  have  ?  "  replied  Jadntha  with  sudden 
humility.  ^  When  all  is  done  I  am  but  a  domestic ;  I  am 
not  an  instructed  person." 

^  On  reflection,  if  coarse,  it  is  succinct  I  had  better  note 
it  down  with  the  other — ^no— I  shall  remember  this  one  with- 
out" 

^  Tou  may  take  your  oath  of  that  Good  things  have  to 
be  engraved  on  Uie  memory — bad  ones  stick  there  of  them- 
selves.    Monsieur,  we  are  now  near  Beaurepaire." 

«  So  I  see.    Well?" 

"  I  don't  come  out  every  day — if  monsieur  has  any  thing 
important  to  say  to  me  now  is  surely  the  time." 

«AhI     What  do  you  mean?" 

^  I  mean  that  all  this  chat  is  not  what  you  want  to  say  to 
me.  There  is  something  you  have  half  a  mind  to  tell  Jacin- 
tha,  and  half  a  mind  not.  Do  you  tliink  I  can't  read  your 
face  by  this  time  ?  There,  I  stop  to  hear  it  before  it  is  too 
late.     Come,  out  with  it" 

"  It  is  all  very  well  to  say  out  with  it,  but  I  have  not  the 
courage." 

"  It  is  then  that  you  do  not  feel  I  am  your  friend." 

"  Don't  speak  so,  and  don't  look  so  kindly  or  I  shall  tell 
you.     Jacintba " 

"  My  child." 

"  It  is  going  to  be  secret  for  secret  between  us  two— is  not 
that  nice?" 

"  Delicious  I " 

"  Ay ;  but  you  must  swear  as  I  did,  for  my  secret  is  as 
important  as  yours— every  bit" 
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«l8wearr 

Then-^Jadntha— I  am  in  love !  "* 
And  haying  made  the  confession  blushing,  he  smiled  a 
little  pompoaslj,  for  he  felt  it  was  a  step  that  stamped  him  a 


Jacintha's  £m»  expanded  with  sacred  joy  at  the  prospect 
of  a  loTe  afikir ;  then  she  laughed  at  his  conceit  in  fimcjing 
a  boy's  love  could  be  as  grave  a  secret  as  hers  ;  finally  she 
lowered  her  voice  to  a  whiqper,  though  no  creature  was  in 
flight 

*^  Who  is  it  dear  ?  '*  and  her  eye  twinkled,  and  her  ear 
codded,  and  all  the  woman  bristled. 
*"  Jaeintha  can't  you  guess  ?  "  and  he  looked  down. 

^  Me  ?     How  i^uld  I  know  which  way  your  fancy  lies  ?  " 

But  even  as  she  said  these  words  her  eye  seemed  to  give 
a  flash  inwards,  and  her  vivid  intelligence  seized  the  clue  in 
a  moment. 

"  I  was  blind  I "  she  screamed,  "  I  was  blind  1  It's  my 
young  lady.  I  thought  it  was  very  odd  you  should  cry  for 
me,  and  take  such  an  interest — ah !  rogue  with  the  Hace  of 
innocence.  But  how  and  where  was  it  done  ?  They  never 
dine  firom  home.  You  have  not  been  two  months  here — 
that  is  what  put  me  off  the  very  idea  of  such  a  thing.  The 
saints  forgive  us  he  has  fallen  in  love  with  her  in  church  ! " 

"  No,  no.  Why  I  have  met  her  eleven  times  out  walking 
with  her  sister,  stupid,  and  twice  she  smiled  on  me.  Oh  Ja- 
dntha !  a  smile  such  as  angels  smile — a  smile  to  warm  the 
heart  and  purify  the  soul  and  last  for  ever  in  the  mind." 

**  Well  I  have  heard  say  that '  man  is  fire  and  woman  tow,' 
but  this  beats  all.     Ha !  ha  I " 

"  Oh  I  do  not  jest.     I  did  not  laugh  at  you." 

"  I  will  not  be  so  cruel,  so  ungrateful  as  to  jest  Still — 
he!  hel" 

"  No  Jacintha,  it  is  no  laughing  matter ;  I  revere  her  as 
mortals  revere  the  saints.    I  love  her  so  that  were  I  ever  to 
lose  all  hope  of  her  I  would  not  live  a  day.     And  now  that 
3* 
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yoa  have  told  me  she  is  poor  and  in  sonow,  and  I  think  of 
her  walking  so  calm  and  gentle — always  in  black,  Jacintha-^- 
and  her  low  curtsey  to  me  whenever  we  met,  and  her  swe^ 
smile  to  me  though  her  heart  must  be  sad,  oh  I  my  heart 
yearns  for  her.  What  can  I  do  for  her  ?  How  shall  I  sur- 
round her  with  myself  unseen — ^make  her  feel  that  a  man's 
love  waits  upon  her  feet  every  step  she  takes — that  a  man's 
love  floats  in  the  air  round  that  bvely  head.  And  oh !  Ja- 
dntha !  if  some  day  she  should  deign  to  ask  who  is  this, 
whom  as  yet  I  know  only  by  his  devotion  ?  " 

<<  She  will  ask  that  question  much  earlier  than  you  seem 
to  think,  Innocence." 

^  Will  she  ?  bless  you,  Jadntha ;  but  it  is  ungenerous  to 
think  of  the  reward  for  loving.  Oh  I  no,  I  wiU  entertain  no 
selfish  motives,  I  will  love  and  prove  my  love  whether  there 
is  any  hope  for  me  or  not ;  dear  Jacintha  is  there  any  hope 
for  me,  do  you  think  ?  " 

Now  Jacintha  could  not  help  fearing  there  was  very  little, 
but  her  heart  and  his  earnest  face  looking  into  hers  would 
not  let  her  say  so. 

"  There  is  hope  for  all  men,"  said  she.  "  I  will  do  all  I 
can  for  you,  and  tell  you  all  I  see  ;  but  after  all  it  must  de- 
pend on  yourself;  only  I  may  hinder  you  from  going  at  it  in 
a  hurry  and  spilling  the  milk  for  ever.  After  all,''  she  con- 
tinued, looking  at  the  case  more  hopefully,  "  the  way  to  win 
such  ladies  as  mine  is  to  deserve  them — not  one  in  fifty  men 
deserves  such  as  they  are,  but  you  do.  There  is  not  a  woman 
in  the  world  that  is  too  good  for  you." 

^  Ah  Jacintha,  that  is  nonsense.  I  deeply  feel  my  infe- 
riority." 

"  And  if  you  were,  you  wouldn't "  cried  the  sententious 
maid,  one  of  whose  secret  maxims  appears  to  have  been 
"point  before  grammar." 

^  Jacintha,  before  I  go,  remember,  if  any  thing  happens 
you  have  a  friend  out  of  the  house." 

"  And  you  a  staunch  friend  in  it" 
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<<  Jacantha,  I  am  too  happj;  I  feel  to  want  to  be  alone 
with  all  the  thoughts  that  throng  on  me.  Good  bye,  Jacin- 
tfaa,"  and  he  was  off  like  a  rocket 

"  Mj  hare  I  mj  hare  I  mj  hare  I "  screeched  Jacintha  on 
the  ascending  scale. 

^  Oh  yon  dear  girl  I  yon  remember  all  the  Uule  things ; 
my  head  is  in  a  whirl — come  out  hare.'' 

^  No  1 "  said  Jacintha.  **  You  take  her  round  by  the  back 
wall  and  fling  her  over.'' 

Jacintha  gave  this  order  in  a  new  tone — ^it  was  pleasant ; 
but  there  was  a  little  air  of  authority  now  that  seemed  to 
say,  *•  I  haye  got  your  secret ;  you  are  in  mj  power,  you 
must  obey  me  now  my  son ;  or " 

Biyiere  did  as  ordered,  and  when  he  came  back  Jacintha 
was  already  wiUiin  the  grounds  of  Beaurepaire.  She  turned 
and  put  a  finger  to  her  lips,  to  imply  dead  secresy  on  both 
sides ;  he  did  the  same,  and  so  the  vile  conspirators  parted. 

Puppies,  like  prisoners  and  a  dozen  other  classes,  are  of 
many  classes  stupidly  confounded  under  one  name  by  those 
cuckoos  that  chatter  and  scribble  us  dead,  but  never  think. 
There  is  the  commonplace  young  puppy,  who  is  only  a  puppy 
because  he  is  young.  The  fate  of  this  is  to  outgrow  his 
puppydom,  and  be  an  average  man — sometimes  wise,  some- 
times silly,  and  on  the  whole  neither  good  nor  bad.  Sir 
John  Guise  was  a  puppy  of  this  sort  in  his  youthful  day.  I 
am  sure  of  it.  He  ended  a  harmless  biped :  witness  his  epi- 
taph— 

mCRB  LIES 

Sir  John  Guise. 
No  one  langhs ; 
No  one  cries. 
Where  he  is  gone, 
And  how  he  fares, 
No  one  knows, 
And  no  one  cares. 

Tliere  is  the  vacant  puppy,  empty  of  every  thing  but  egoism, 
and  its  skin  full  to  burstmg  of  that     Eye,  the  colour  of 
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which  looks  washed  oat ;  much  nose— -little  forehead — long 
ears. 

Toung  lady,  has  this  sort  of  thing  been  asking  you  to 
share  its  home  and  gizzard  ?  On  receipt  of  these  presents 
say  '*  No,"  and  ten  years  after  go  on  your  bended  knees  and 
bless  me  I  Men  laugh  at  and  kick  this  animal  by  turns ;  bat 
it  is  woman's  executioner.  Old  age  will  do  nothing  for  this 
but  turn  it  from  a  selfish  whelp  to  a  surly  dd  dog*  Unless 
Religion  steps  in,  whose  daily  work  is  miracles. 

There  is  the  good-hearted  intelligent  pappy*  Ah  I  poor 
soul,  he  runs  tremendous  risks. 

Any  day  he  is  liable  to  turn  a  hero,  a  wit,  a  saint,  an  osefol 
man. 

Half  the  heroes  that  have  fallen  nobly  fighting  for  their 
country  in  this  war  and  the  last,  or  have  come  back  scarred, 
maimed  and  glorious,  were  puppies ;  smoking,  drawling, 
dancing  from  town  to  tovm,  and  spurring  the  ladies'  dresses. 

They  changed  with  circumstances,  and  without  difiiculty. 

Our  good-hearted  intelligent  puppy  went  from  this  inter- 
view with  a  servant  girl — ^a  man. 

He  took  to  his  bosom  a  great  and  tender  feeling  that  never 
yet  failed  to  ennoble  and  enlarge  the  heart  and  double  the 
understanding. 

She  he  loved  was  sad,  was  poor,  was  menaced  by  many 
ills ;  then  she  needed  a  champion.  He  would  be  her  umseen 
friend,  her  guardian  angel.  A  hundred  wild  schemes  whirled 
in  his  beating  heart  and  brain,  as  he  went  home  on  wings. 
He  could  not  go  in-doors.  He  made  for  a  green  lane  he 
knew  at  the  back  of  the  village,  and  there  he  walked  up  and 
down  for  hours.  The  sun  set,  and  the  night  came,  and  the 
stars  glittered ;  but  still  he  walked  alone,  inspired,  exalted, 
full  of  generous  and  loving  schemes  and  sweet  and  tender 
fancies :  a  heart  on  fire ;  and  youth  the  fuel,  and  the  fiame 
vestal. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

This  dsj  so  erentfol  to  onr  ex-poppy's  heart  was  a  sad 
ODe  up  al  Beaarepaire. 

It  was  the  anmversarj  of  the  baron's  death. 

The  baroaess  kept  her  room  all  the  morning,  and  took  no 
noorishment  bnt  one  cup  of  sporioas  coffee  Laure  brought 
her.  Aft  one  o'clock  she  came  down  stairs.  She  did  not 
enter  the  sitting-room.  In  the  hall  she  found  two  chaplets 
of  flowers ;  thej  were  always  placed  there  for  her  on  this 
sad  day.  She  took  them  in  her  hand,  and  went  into  the 
paiiL.  Her  daaghters  watched  her  from  the  window.  She 
went  to  the  litUe  oratory  that  was  in  the  park ;  there  she 
found  two  wax  candles  burning,  and  two  fresh  chaplets  hung 
up.     Her  daaghters  had  been  there  before  her. 

She  knelt  and  prayed  many  hours  for  her  husband's  soul ; 
then  she  rose  and  hung  up  one  chaplet  and  came  slowly  away 
with  the  other  in  her  hand. 

At  the  gate  of  the  park  filial  love  met  her  as  Josephine, 
and  filial  love  as  Laure  watched  the  meeting  from  the  win- 
dow. 

Josephine  came  towards  her  with  tender  anxiety  in  her  sap- 
phire eyes,  and  wreathed  her  arms  round  her,  and  whispered 
half  inquiringly  half  reproachfully — 

^  You  have  your  children  still." 

-The  baroness  kissed  her  and  replied  with  a  half  guilty 
manner — 

•*  No  Josephine,  I  did  not  pray  to  leave  you — till  you  are 
happy." 
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"  We  are  not  unhappy  while  we  have  our  mother,"  replied 
Josephine  all  love  and  no  logic. 

They  came  towards  the  house  together,  the  bareness  lean- 
ing gently  on  her  daughter's  elbow. 

Between  the  park  and  the  angle  of  the  chateau  was  a  small 
plot  of  turf  called  at  Beaurepaire  the  Pleasance,  a  name  that 
had  descended  along  with  other  traditions ;  and  in  the  centre 
of  this  Pleasance  or  Pleasaunce  stood  a  wonderful  oak  tree. 
Its  circumference  was  thirty-four  feet. 

The  baroness  came  to  this  ancient  tree,  her  chaplet  in  her 
band. 

The  tree  had  a  mutilated  limb  that  pointed  towards  the 
house.     The  baroness  hung  her  chaplet  on  this  stump. 

The  sun  was  setting  tranquil  and  red ;  a  broad  ruby  streak 
lingered  on  the  deep  green  leaves  of  the  prodigious  oak. 

The  baroness  looked  at  it  a  while  in  silence. 

Then  she  spoke  slowly  to  the  oak,  and  said — 

"  You  were  here  before  us — ^you  will  be  here  when  we  are 
gone." 

A  spasm  crossed  Josephine's  face,  but  she  said  nothing. 

They  went  in  together. 

We  will  follow  them.  But  first,  ere  the  sun  is  set,  stay  a 
few  minutes  and  look  at  the  Beaurepaire  oak,  while  I  tell 
you  the  little  men  knew  about  it,  not  the  thousandth  part 
of  what  it  could  have  told  if  trees  could  speak  as  well  as 
breathe. 

The  baroness  did  not  exaggerate.  The  tree  was  somewhat 
older  than  even  this  ancient  family.  There  was  a  chain  of 
family  documents,  several  of  which  related  incidents  in 
which  this  tree  played  a  part 

The  oldest  of  these  manuscripts  was  written  by  a  monk,  a 
younger  son  of  the  house,  about  five  hundred  years  before 
our  story.  This  would  not  have  helped  us  much,  but  luckily 
the  good  monk  was  at  the  pains  to  collect  all  the  oral  tradi- 
tions about  it  that  had  come  down  from  a  far  more  remote 
antiquity,  and  like  a  sensible  man  arrested  and  solidified 
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them  bj  the  pen.  He  had  a  superstitious  reverence  for  the 
tree ;  and  probably  this  too  came  down  to  him  from  his  an- 
cestors, as  it  was  certainly  transmitted  by  him  to  the  chroni- 
clers that  succeeded  him. 

The  sum  of  all  is  this. 

The  first  Baron  of  Beaurepaire  had  pitched  his  tent  under 
a  fiur  oak  tree  that  stood  fro/pe  rivum — near  a  brook.  He 
afierwards  built  a  square  tower  hard  by,  and  dug  a  moat  that 
enclosed  both  tree  and  tower  and  received  the  waters  of  the 
brook  aforesaid.  These  particulars  corresponded  too  exactly 
with  the  present  face  of  things  and  the  intermediate  accounts, 
to  leave  a  doubt  that  this  was  the  same  tree. 

In  these  early  days  its  size  seems  to  have  been  nothing 
remarkable,  and  this  proves  it  was  still  growing  timber.  But 
a  century  and  a  half  before  the  monk  wrote  it  had  become 
fiEunous  in  all  the  district  for  its  girth,  and  in  the  monk's  own 
day  had  ceased  to  grow,  but  shewed  no  sign  of  decay.  The 
mutilated  arm  I  have  mentioned  was  once  a  long  sturdy 
bough  worn  smooth  as  velvet  in  one  part  from  a  curious 
cause :  it  ran  about  as  high  above  the  ground  as  a  full  sized 
horse,  and  the  knights  and  squires  used  to  be  forever  vault- 
ing upon  it,  the  former  in  armour ;  the  monk  when  a  boy  had 
seen  them  do  it  a  thousand  times. 

The  heart  of  the  tree  began  to  go,  and  then  this  heavy 
bough  creaked  suspiciously.  In  those  days  they  did  not  prop 
a  sacred  bough  with  a  line  of  iron  posts  as  now.  They  solved 
the  difficulty  by  cutting  this  one  off  within  six  feet  of  the 
trunk ;  two  centuries  later,  the  tree  being  now  nearly  hollow, 
a  rude  iron  bracket  was  roughly  nailed  into  the  stem,  and 
running  out  three  feet  supported  the  knights'  bough ;  for  so 
the  mutilated  limb  was  still  called. 

What  had  not  this  tree  seen  since  first  it  came  green  and 
tender  as  a  cabbage  above  the  soil,  and  stood  at  the  mercy 
of  the  first  hare  or  rabbit  that  should  choose  to  cut  short  for 
ever  its  frail  existence ! 

Since  then  eagles  had  perched  on  its  crown  and  wild  boars 
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fed  without  fear  of  man  upon  ite  acorns.  Troubadours  had 
sung  beneath  it  to  lords  and  ladies  seated  around  or  walking 
on  the  grass  and  commenting  the  minstrels'  tales  of  love  by 
exchange  of  amorous  glances. 

It  had  seen  a  Norman  duke  conquer  England,  and  English 
kings  invade  France  and  be  crowned  at  Paris.  It  bad  seen 
a  woman  put  knights  to  the  rout,  and  seen  God  insulted  and 
the  warrior  virgin  burned  by  envious  priests  with  the  ooo- 
sent  of  the  curs  she  had  defended  and  the  curs  she  had  de- 
feated. 

Mediaeval  sculptors  had  taken  its  leaves,  and  wisely  trost- 
ing  to  Nature  had  adorned  many  a  church  with  those  leaves 
cut  in  stone. 

Why  in  its  old  age  it  had  seen  the  rise  of  printing,  and 
the  first  dawn  of  national  civilization  in  Europe.  It  flourished 
and  decayed  in  France :  but  it  grew  in  Gaul.  And  more 
remarkable  still,  though  by  all  accounts  it  is  like  to  see  the 
world  to  an  end,  it  was  a  tree  in  ancient  history :  its  old  age 
awaits  the  millennium :  its  first  youth  belonged  to  that  great 
tract  of  time  which  includes  the  birth  of  Christ,  the  building 
of  Rome,  and  the  siege  of  Troy. 

The  tree  had  mingled  in  the  fortunes  of  the  family. 

It  bad  saved  their  lives  and  taken  their  lives.  One  Lord 
of  Beaurepaire  hotly  pursued  by  his  feudal  enemies  made 
for  the  tree,  and  hid  himself  partly  by  a  great  bough  partly 
by  the  thick  screen  of  leaves.  The  foe  darted  in,  made  sure 
he  had  taken  to  the  house,  ransacked  it,  and  got  into  the  cel- 
lar where  by  good  luck  was  store  of  Malvoisie :  and  so  the 
oak  and  the  vine  saved  the  quakinp^  baron. 

Another  Lord  of  Beaurepaire,  besieged  in  his  castle,  was 
shot  dead  on  the  ramparts  by  a  cross-bowman  who  had  se- 
creted himself  unobserved  in  this  tree  a  little  before  the  dawn. 

A  young  heir  of  Beaurepaire  climbing  for  a  raven's  nest 
to  the  top  of  this  tree,  whose  crown  was  much  loftier  then 
than  now,  lost  his  footing  and  fell,  and  died  at  the  foot  of  the 
tree :  and  his  mother  in  her  anguish  bade  them  cut  down  the 
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tree  ihni  had  killeti  her  boj-     Bat  the  baron  her  husband  re- 
jbaed,  and  saidi  what  in  the  ETifr1i>ih  uf  I  ho  day  would  ruoj 
ytlc  ys  etieugh  di:it  I  lu^e  tube  sonnc,  I   will  natl 
lose  tain€  Ti^."     In  the  male  tb«  eolid  st^ulimenl  of  the 
mtor  outwtiighed  the  teraponirv  irritation  of  tlic  pim-nU 
itiii  the  mother,  we  ure  told,  bought  fifteen  ells  of  black 
:lvet,  aiid  etreiched  a  pall  from  the  knights'  bough  a^roaiJ 
le  wcM  skle  to  another  branch,  and  curMCij  the  hand  that* 

retnove  it,  and  tihe  herself  "  wolde  never  pjiss?e  the 
re  neittier  going  nor  eotning.  but  went  sliD  about" 
And  when  she  died  and  should  have  been  earned  pusi  the 
tree  to  the  park,  her  dochler  did  cry  from  a  window  to  the 
be^^erp*  **  Goe  alaoul  i  |*oe  about  I**  and  they  went  about; 
nod  alt  the  isompany.  And  in  time  ihe  velvet  pull  rotted, 
and  WAS  torti  and  driven  away  rapidh  ludibrta  t^enth :  and 
irhm  the  liand  of  >iature.,  and  no  human  hand,  had  thua 
^^^^Kd  and  dU[>er^ed  the  trappiugs  of  the  moiher'§  gnef, 
^^HM|kieo(3«  were  picked  up  and  pre^served  among  ihe  fatnllj 
^Vfidlos;  and  the  black  vdvet  had  turned  a  niMy  r^d. 
^^  8d  the  bttronti»s  did  nothing  new  in  this  family  when  she 
hmg  ber  duiplet  on  the  knights'  bough  ;  and,  in  fact,  on  the 
wtsft  sidti,  about  eighteen  feet  from  the  ground,  there  still 
OkOtddercd  ooe  comer  of  an  atchievcraent  an  heir  of  Beaure- 
pnre  bad  naiksd  there  two  centuries  before,  when  his  prsr- 
'  ^  ;  **for/'  said  he,  **  the  chnteati  is  of  ye«terdajj(. 
ti  hxLB  seen  us  all  eomc  and  go."     The  iaside 

iLe  troe  wa*  clean  gone :  it  was  hollow  as  a  dnnn — ^not  eif^ht 
incbo  tluck  in  aiiy  part ;  and  on  its  eiii^t  side  yawned  a  ftsi^ura 
li  high  afl  a  man  and  as  broad  a^  a  street  door.     Dard  used 
wbf*l  \m  wheel  barrow  into  the  tree  at  a  trot^  and  there 

it. 

&i  ifnte  of  excavation  imt\  mutilation,  not  life  only  bat 

dwttii  in  thtft  wocxliru  shell — the  extreme  ends  of  the 

UoaghB  were  ftrewcMxt,  loucliwoo<i,  and  the  t-rown  was 

gdfis  time  out  of  mindr  imt  tmrrow  the  dreb?  a  very  little 
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cruise  deep  in  earth,  in  there  on  every  side  burst  the  greea 
leaves  in  summer  countless  as  the  sand.  The  leaves  carved 
centuries  ago  from  these  very  models,  though  cut  in  stone 
were  most  of  them  mouldered,  blunted,  notched,  deformed— 
but  the  delicate  types  came  back  with  every  summer  perfect 
and  lovely  as  when  the  tree  was  but  their  elder  brother— 
and  greener  than  ever:  for  from  what  cause  Nature  oqIj 
knows,  the  leaves  were  many  shades  deeper  and  richer  than 
any  other  tree  could  show  for  a  hundred  miles  round — a  deep 
green,  fiery,  yet  soft ;  and  then  their  multitude — the  8tair> 
cases  of  foUage  as  you  looked  up  the  tree,  and  could  scarce 
catch  a  glimpse  of  the  sky — an  inverted  abyss  of  colour^  a 
mound,  a  dome,  of  flake  emeralds  that  quivered  in  the  golden 
air. 

And  now  the  sun  sets — the  green  leaves  are  black — ^the 
moon  rises — ^her  cold  light  shoots  across  one  half  that  giant 
stem. 

How  solemn  and  calm  stands  the  great  round  tower  of 
living  wood,  half  ebony,  half  silver,  with  its  mighty  doud 
above  of  flake  jet  leaves  tinged  with  frosty  fire  at  one  edge  1 

Now  is  the  still  hour  to  repeat  in  a  whisper  the  words  of 
the  dame  of  Beaurepaire — "  You  were  here  before  us :  you 
will  be  here  when  we  are  gone." 

Let  us  leave  the  hoary  king  of  trees  standing  in  the  moon- 
light, calmly  defying  time,  and  let  us  follow  the  creatures  of  ' 
a  day ;  since  what  they  were  we  are. 

A  spacious  saloon  panelled :  dead  but  snowy  white  picked 
out  sparingly  with  gold.  Festoons  of  fruit  and  flowers  finely 
carved  in  wood  on  some  of  the  panels.  These  also  not 
smothered  with  gilding,  but  as  it  were  gold  speckled"  here  and 
there,  like  tongues  of  flame  winding  among  insoluble  snow. 

Ranged  against  the  walls  were  sofas  and  chairs  covered 
with  rich  stuffs  well  worn.  And  in  one  little  distant  corner 
of  the  long  room  a  grey  haired  gentleman  and  two  young 
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flttie  diftiri  rtiuni]  m  smM  plaiD  Oklh,  oit 

sotitnry  caniJJ*?  j  and  a  little  way  Jipart  In 

Ab  eamUe  a  iwiJi^hl  mi  oUi  Imiy  Bid  in  tin  t^aay  ehatr,  iii  u 

«fee|i  reirctie,  thiiikjfig  of  tlie  (^a^i,  seance  lim^tug  lo  inquira 

Jo«c|>kiiie  and  L^ai^  were  workiiig :  not  faocj  work  but 
lie«dle«Qflc ;  Doctor  St  Aubin  writing. 

K?er7  »&w  and  then  1j6  put  tUe  om?  candle  nearer  tho 
gyll.  Tbej  mi^ed  no  t>bje!Ction,  only  a  few  miniiies  ailer  a 
while  bduod  would  gUd^  from  one  or  other  of  tlicm  like  ^ 
iefffimu  and  fimootkly  wnvey  ihe  Ligbt  nearer  to  tbe  doctor'ii 
vtaaoscripL 

•  Li  it  oot  sop  per  time  ?  '^  bqiiired  the  doctor  at  lait* 

*•  One  would  tbink  noL    Jaettitha  is  very  pooctual/* 

"8a  9tm  umj  be^  but  I  hare  an  inward  nionltort  mes- 
i  njid  by  tbe  way  our  dinner  was  1  tbink  more 
tban  osuaL** 

**  Hmh  I  **  a&jd  Josepbiiie,  and  looked  uneasily  towards  btsr 
mother.    She  added  iu  a  whisper — *  Wax  is  so  dear.' " 

•*  Wax? — ab  I — ^pardon  me,"  and  tbe  doctor  returned  baaellj 
ic  his  wodk« 

Tben  LauTd  looked  up  and  said — **  I  wonder  Jaciiitha  doea 
HOC  0oini»-Ht  h  certainly  paj^t  tbe  boiir,**  aud  sbe  pried  into 
the  room  as  it  *he  tfxpetted  to  see  Jaciniha  on  Uie  road. 
But  she  "    r  vitv  little  of  anything,  for  t]*e  spaciouf* 

moiB  wite  J  t bit?  to  ber  eyt;.     Midway  IVoai  the  caudle 

to  thm  di«iUint  door  it^  twiligUt  duepeued,  and  all  became 
tkapdeas  aod  sombre, 

Tb«  pimp&ci  ended  Imlf  way  sharp  and  black,  m  in  those 
out  o'doetr  ckweln  iniafrined  and  pmnii^d  by  Mr.  Turner, 
wImxni  Natxiro  (^Ir.  Turn«jr'ia)  eonie"^  lo  a  foil  ^top  ai^  botm  tks 
Mr*  Tfirtier  aces  no  furtber  trceibiioti  for  hwrt  instead  of  melt- 
ifig  bjr  Acie  exjiaRBe  atid  L'xqiii^itF^   grfi^iition  into  geauina 

Eiee  a«  Nature  dews  in  Claudt;  and  in  Natiirr.     To  ro- 
the  pscturei  stMidiag  ai  tltc  dot}v  yott  ltx#keil  aeroea-J 
(mI of  black,  and  tbe  little'  i lyrtui'  neemed  on  lire,  aadt^ 
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the  fair  heads  about  the  candle  shone  like  the  heads  of  St. 
Cecilias  and  Madonnas  in  an  antique  stained  glass  window. 

At  last  Laure  observed  the  door  open,  and  another  candle 
glowed  upon  Jacintha's  comely  peasant  face  in  the  doorway. 
She  put  down  her  candle  outside  the  door,  and  started  as  the 
crow  flies  for  the  other  light. 

Afler  glowing  a  moment  in  the  doorway  she  dived  into  the 
shadow  and  emerged  into  light  again  close  to  the  table  with 
napkins  on  her  arm.  She  removed  the  work  box  reyeren- 
tially,  the  doctor's  manuscript  unceremoniously,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  lay  a  cloth,  in  which  operation  she  looked  at  Jose- 
phine a  point  blank  glance  of  admiration;  then  she  placed 
the  napkins ;  and  in  this  process  she  again  cast  a  strange 
look  of  interest  upon  Josephine. 

The  young  lady  noticed  it  this  time  and  looked  inquiringly 
at  her  in  return,  half  expecting  some  communication ;  but 
Jacintha  lowered  her  eyes  and  bustled  about  the  table.  Then 
Josephine  spoke  to  her  with  a  sort  of  instinct  of  curiosity — 
that  this  look  might  find  words. 

"  Supper  is  a  little  late  tonight ;  is  it  not  Jacintha  ?  " 

"  Yes,  mademoiselle,  I  have  had  more  to  do  than  usual," 
and  with  this  she  delivered  another  point  blank  look  as  be- 
fore, and  dived  into  the  palpable  obscure  and  came  to  light 
in  the  doorway. 

Josephine. — "  Did  you  see  that  ?  " 

Laure.— "What?" 

Josephine. — "  The  look  she  gave  me  ?  " 

Laure.—"  No.     What  look  ?  " 

Josephine. — "  A  singular  look,  a  look  of  curi — osity— one 
would  almost  say  of  admi but  no ;  that  is  impossible " 

St.  Aubin  (drily). — **  Clearly."  He  added  after  a  pause: 
"yet  after  all  it  is  the  prettiest  face  in  the  room " 

"  Doctor/'  cried  Laure  with  fury. 

"  My  child,  1  did  not  see  you." 

"  And  how  dare  you  call  my  Josephine  pretty  ?  the  Ma- 
donna pretty  ?  does  that  describe  her  ?  I  am  indignant." 
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St  Anbiiu — ^  Mademoiselle  Laure,  permit  me  to  observe 
that  bj  calling  Mademoiselle  your  Josephine,  you  claim  a 
moDopolj  that — ahem  !— cannot  possibly  be  conceded." 

Laore. — (haughtilj):  "  Why,  whose  Josephine  is  she  but 
aune?" 

St  Aubin. — (afler  coolly  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and 
•eeming  to  reflect):  <<  Mine." 

Here  a  voice  at  the  fireplace  put  quietly  in — <<  Twenty 
jeirs  ago  Laure  was  not  bom,  and  my  good  friend  there 
had  never  seen  Beaurepaire.  Whose  Josephine  was  she 
then,  good  people  ?  " 

<* Mammal  whose  is  she  now?"  and  Josephine  was  at 
lier  mother's  knees  in  a  moment 

**  Grood ! "  said  the  doctor  to  Laure.     "  See  the  result  of 
our  injodidoos  competition.     A  third  party  has  carried  her 
off     Is  sapper  never  coming?     Are  you  not  hungry  my 
chiW?" 
**  Yes,  my  friend — no !  not  very." 

Alas !  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  they  were  all  hungry. 
So  rigorous  was  the  economy  in  this  decayed,  but  honour- 
ifale  house,  that  the  wax  candles  burned  today  in  the  oratory 
had  scrimped  their  dinner,  unsubstantial  as  it  was  wont  to 
be.  Think  of  that,  yon  in  fustian  jackets  who  grumble  on  a 
full  belly.  My  lads,  many  a  back  you  envy,  with  its  silk 
and  broad  doth,  has  to  rob  the  stomach. 
«Ah !  here  she  is." 

The  door  opened  ;  Jacintha  appeared  in  the  light  of  her 
candle  a  moment  with  a  tray  in  both  hands ;  and  approach- 
ing was  lost  to  view. 

Before  she  emerged  to  sight  again  a  strange  and  fragrant 
smell  heralded  her.  All  their  eyes  turned  with  curiosity 
towards  the  unwonted  odour,  till  Jacintha  dawned  with  three 
roa»t  partridges  on  a  dish. 

They  were  won^der  struck.  Jacintha's  face  was  red  as 
fire,  partly  with  cooking,  partly  with  secret  pride  and  hap- 
piness :  bot  she  concealed  it,  and  indeed  aU  appearance  of 
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RMft  finm  lier  chair  and  said  quietly — ^  Both  yoa  and  he 
tad  Lanre  will  be  so  good  as  to  let  me  see  you  eat  them." 

•Bnt  mamma,"  remonstrated  Josephine  and  Laure  in  one 
breath. 

•  ife  fc  reuxj"  •  was  the  cold  reply. 

These  were  words  the  baroness  uttered  so  seldom  that 
they  were  little  likely  to  be  disputed. 

The  doctor  carved  and   helped  the  young  ladies  and 


When  they  had  all  eaten  a  little,  a  discussion  was  observed 
to  be  gcnng  on  between  Laure  and  her  sister.  At  last  St. 
AnbiQ  caagiht  these  words — 

*It  will  be  in  vain— even  you  have  not  influence  enough 
6r  that  Laure." 

*^  We  shaD  see,"  was  the  reply,  and  Lanre  put  the  wing 
of  a  partridge  on  a  plate  and  rose  calmly  from  her  chair. 
She  took  the  plate  and  put  it  on  the  little  work  table  by  her 
mother's  side. 

The  others  pretended  to  be  all  mouths,  but  they  were  all 


The  baroness  looked  in  Laure's  face  with  an  air  of  wonder 
thst  was  not  very  encouraging.  Then,  as  Laure  said  nothing, 
she  raised  her  aristocratic  hand  with  a  courteous  but  de- 
cided gesture  of  refusal. 

Undaunted  little  Laure  laid  her  pahn  soflly  on  the  bar- 
oness's shoulder,  and  said  to  her  as  firmly  as  the  baroness 
herself  had  just  spoken — 

«7Z  le  vevt  ma  mere  !  "  t 

The  baroness  was  staggered.  Then  she  looked  steadily 
in  sflence  at  the  fair  young  fac^ — then  she  reflected.  At 
last  she  said  with  an  exquisite  mixture  of  politeness  and 
affection — 

« It  is  his  daughter  who  has  told  me  '11  le  veui  ! '  I  obey." 

laaxre  returning  like  a  victorious  knight  from  the  lists, 

•  It  ii  ay  wilL  t  It  is  his  will  my  mother. 
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saucily  exultant,  and  with  onlj  one  wet  eyelash,  was  solemn- 
ly kissed  and  petted  by  the  other  two. 

Thus  they  loved  one  another  in  this  great  old  falling 
house.  Their  familiarity  had  no  coarse  side.  A  form  not 
of  custom  but  affection,  it  walked  hand  in  hand  with  courtesy 
by  day  and  night ;  aristo  va  ! 

The  baroness  retired  early  to  rest  this  evening. 
She  was  no  sooner  gone  than  an  earnest  and  anxious  con- 
versation took  place  between  the  sisters.     It  was  commenced 
in  a  low  tone  not  to  interrupt  St  Aubin's  learned  lucubra- 
tions. 

Josephine. — ^  Has  she  heard  any  thing?" 
Laure. — ^** About  our  harsh  creditor — about  the  threatened 
sale  of  Beaurepaire  ?  Not  that  I  know  of  Heaven  forbid !  " 
Josephine. — ^**  Laure,  she  said  some  words  to  me  today 
that  make  me  very  uneasy,  but  I  did  not  make  her  any 
answer.  She  said,  (we  were  by  the  great  oak  tree,)  *  You 
were  here  before  us — ^you  will  be  here  after  us.* " 

^  O I  heaven,  who  has  told  her  ?  Can  Jacintha  have  been 
so  mad  ?  " 

"That  faithful  creature.  Oh  no!  When  she  told  me 
her  great  anxiety  was  lest  my  mother  should  know." 

"  May  Heaven  bless  her  for  having  so  much  sense  as  well 
as  fidelity.  The  baroness  must  never  know  this  till  the 
danger  is  past — ^poor  thing !  the  daily  fear  would  shake  her 
terribly." 

Josephine. — "  You  have  heard  what  we  have  been  saying  ?  " 
St  Aubin. — "  Every  word.     Let  me  put  away  this  rub- 
bish, in  which  my  head  but  not  my  heart  is  interested,  and 
let  us  unite  heart  and  hand  against  this  new  calamity.    Who 
has  threatened  to  sell  Beaurepaire  ?  " 

Josephine. — "A  single  creditor.  But  Jacintha  ooold  not 
tell  me  his  name." 

St.  Aubin. — ^^That  will  be  easily  discovered.  Now  as 
for  those  words  of  the  baroness,  do  not  be  disquieted.  You 
have  pat  a  forced  interpretation  on  them  my  dear." 
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Josephine. — ^"  Have  I,  doctor  ?  " 

St.  Anbin. — ^  The  baroness  is  an  old  lady,  ccmscioas  of 
her  fiuling  powers." 

Josephine. — ^  Oh  !  doctor.     I  hope  not" 

St.  Aubin. — ^  She  stood  opposite  an  ancient  tree.  Some- 
thing of  this  sort  passed  through  her  mind — ^  you  too  are 
old,  older  than  I  am,  but  you  will  survive  me.^ " 

Laure. — ^  But  she  said  ^  us,'  not  ^  me.' " 

St  Aubin. — ^*'  Oh !  *  us '  or  *  me.'  Ladies  are  not  very 
exact" 

Josephine. — "  What  you  say  is  very  intelligent,  my  friend ; 
bat  somehow  that  was  not  what  she  meant" 

^  It  is  the  simplest  interpretation  of  her  words." 

<*  I  confess  it" 

**  Can  you  give  me  any  tangible  reason  for  avoiding  the 
obvious  interpretation  ?  " 

"  No.  Only  when  you  are  so  well  acquainted  with  the 
&ce  and  voice  of  anyone,  as  I  am  with  dear  mamnui's,  you 
can  seize  shades  of  meaning  that  are  not  to  be  conveyed  to 
another  by  a  bare  account  of  the  words  spoken." 

^  This  is  &nciful :  chimerical." 

^  I  feet  it  may  appear  so." 

Laure. — ^  Not  to  me,  I  beg  to  observe :  it  is  quite  simple, 
perfectly  notorious,  and  as  clear  as  day." 

St  Aubin. — **  To  you  possibly,  enthusiastic  maid ;  but  I 
have  an  un£>rtunate  habit  of  demanding  a  tangible  reason 
for  my  assent  to  any  given  proposition." 

Laure.— *'  It  is  an  unfortunate  habit  Josephine  dear,  tell 
me  now  what  was  the  exact  feeling  that  our  mother  gave 
jou  by  the  way  she  said  those  words." 

"  Yes,  dear.  Well  then  " — ^here  Josephine  slightly  knitted 
her  smooth  brow,  and  said  slowly,  turning  her  eyes  inwards 
— ^  Our  mother  did  not  intend  to  compare  the  duration  of 
our  mortal  lives  with  that  of  a  tree." 

'^PeiUio  frincipiiy"  said  the  doctor  quietly. 

'^JPIaii  af  On  the  other  hand,  if  she  had  heard  our  im- 
4 
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peiic  forttme,  would  she  not  have  been  lesa  general  ? 

»'  ot  have  spoken  to  me,  and  not  to  the  iree  ?     I 

k  loen    tat  our  dear  mother  had  a  general  mkgivingf  a 

^ntimc      that  we  shall  be  driven  from  this  beloved  f^pot ; 

I  thia  preaentimeiit  found   words  at  the  &igiit  of  tbat  old 

ipanioii  of  our  fortunes  ;  but  even  if  tbb  be   the  right 

■terpretation,   I  cannot  see   her  come   so   near  the  actual 

ith  without  trembling ;  for  I  know  her  penetration  |  and 

«w  1  if  it  were  even  to  reach  her  ears  that alas  1  1117  dear 

Molher/' 

^  It  never  ahallj  mj  little  angel,  it  never  shall ;  to  leave 
Lurepaire  would  kill  the  baroness-'* 

"  No  doctor,  do  not  say  so," 

Laure,^ — **  Let  us  fight  against  our  trouble  but  not  ex- 
aggerate them.  Mamma  would  still  have  her  daughters'  love-" 

**  It  is  idle  to  deceive  ourselves,"  replied  St  Aubin.  "  The 
baroness  would  not  live  a  month  away  from  Beaurepiure. 
At  her  age  men  and  women  hang  to  life  by  their-  habits. 
Take  her  away  from  her  chateau,  from  the  little  oratory 
where  she  prays  every  day  for  the  departed,  from  her  place 
in  the  sun  on  the  south  terrace,  and  from  all  the  memories 
that  surround  her  here,  she  would  bow  her  head  and  die." 

Here  the  savant  seeing  a  hobby  horse  near,  caught  him 
and  jumped  on. 

He  launched  into  a  treatise  upon  the  vitality  of  human 
beings,  wonderfully  learned,  sagacious  and  misplaced.  He 
proved  at  length  that  it  is  the  mind  which  keeps  the  body  of 
man  alive  for  so  great  a  length  of  time  as  fourscore  years.  He 
informed  them  that  he  had  in  the  earlier  part  of  his  studies 
carefully  dissected  a  multitude  of  animals ;  frogs,  rabbits, 
dogs,  men,  horses,  sheep,  squirrels,  foxes,  cats,  &c.,  and  dis- 
covered no  peculiarity  in  man's  organs  to  account  for  his 
singular  longevity,  except  in  the  brain  or  organ  of  mind. 
Thence  he  went  to  the  longevity  of  men  with  contented  minds, 
and  the  rapid  decay  of  the  careworn.  He  f  ven  explained 
to  these  girls  why  no  bachelor  had  ever  attained  the  full  age 
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of  man,  which  he  was  obliging  enough  to  pat  at  one  hundred 
and  ten  years.  A  wife,  be  explained,  is  essential  to  vast 
longeyi^ ;  she  is  the  receptacle  of  half  a  man's  cares,  and 
of  two  thirds  of  his  ill  humour. 

AAer  many  such  singular  windings  very  proper  to  a  lec- 
ture room,  he  came  back  to  the  baroness ;  on  which  his  heart 
regained  the  lost  ascendancy  over  his  head,  and  he  ended  a 
tolerably  frigid  discourse  in  a  deep  sigh. 

"  Oh  doctor,"  cried  Laure,  "  what  shall  we  do  ?  " 

^  I  have  already  made  up  my  mind.  I  shall  have  an  in- 
terview with  Perrin,  the  notary." 

^  But  we  have  offended  him." 

"  Not  mortally.     Besides  the  baroness  was  in  the  wrong." 

^  Mamma  in  the  wrong  ?  " 

^Excusably,  but  unquestionably.  She  was  impetuous 
out  of  place.  Maitre  Perrin  gave  her  the  advice,  not  of  a 
delicate  mind,  but  of  a  friend  who  had  her  interest  at  heart 
He  is  under  great  obligations  to  thb  family.  He  can  now 
repay  them  without  injury  to  himself;  this  is  a  flight  of  grati- 
tude of  which  I  believe  even  a  notary  capable.  Are  you 
not  of  my  opinion,  mademoiselle  ?  " 

Josephine's  reply  wIeis  rather  feminine  than  point  blank. 

"  I  have  already  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  differ  once  with 
my  best  friend ; "  and  she  lowered  her  lashes  and  awaited 
her  doom. 

«  This  dear  poltroon,"  cried  Laure — "  speak  I  " 

"  Well,  then,  my  friend.  Monsieur  Perrin  does  not  inspire 
me  with  confidence." 

^  Humph  I  have  you  heard  anything  against  him  ?  " 

•*  No ;  it  is  only  what  I  have  observed ;  let  us  hope  I  am 
wrong.  Well  then,  Laure,  the  man's  face  carries  one  expres- 
sion when  he  is  on  his  guard  and  another  when  he  is  not. 
His  voice  too  is  not  frank.  It  is  not  a  genuine  part  of  him- 
self as  yours  is  dear  doctor — and  then  it  is  not — ^it  is  not 
one.", 

^  S^le !  has  he  two  voices  ?  " 
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''  Yes !  and  perhaps  more.  When  he  is  in  this  room  his 
voice  is — ^is — what  shall  I  say  ?    Artificial  honey  ?  " 

"  Say  treacle,"  put  in  Laure. 

"  You  have  said  it  Laure ;  that  is  the  very  word  I  was 
searching  for ;  but  out  of  doors  I  have  heard  him  speak  very 
differently,  in  a  voice  imperious,  irascible,  I  had  almost 
said  brutal.  Ay  and  the  worst  is  that  bad  voice  was  his  own 
voice." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  how  I  know  it  dear  friend.  Something 
tells  me." 

"However,  you  can  give  a  tangible  reason  of  course," 
said  the  doctor  treacherously. 

"  No,  my  friend ;  I  am  not  strong  at  reasons.  Consider, 
I  have  not  the  advantage  of  being  a  savant  I  am  but  a 
woman.  My  opinion  of  this  man  is  an  instinct,  not  a 
reason." 

The  doctor's  face  was  provoking. 

Josephine  saw  it,  but  she  was  one  not  easily  provoked. 
She  only  smiled  a  little  sadly.     Laure,  fired  up  for  her. 

"  I  would  rather  trust  an  instinct  of  Josephine's  than  all 
the  reasons  of  all  the  savanU  in  France !  " 

"  Laure ! "  remonstrated  Josephine,  opening  her  eyes. 

"  Reasons  ? — straws  I "  cried  Laure,  disdainfully. 

"  Hallo  ! "  cried  St  Aubin,  with  a  comical  look. 

"  And  there  are  always  as  many  of  these  straws  against 
the  truth  as  for  it.  The  Jansenists  have  books  brim  full  of 
reasons.  The  Jesuits  have  books  full  against  them.  The 
Calvinists  and  all  the  heretics  have  volumes  of  reasons — so 
thick.  Is  it  reason  that  teaches  me  to  pray  to  the  Madonna 
and  the  baints!  and  so — Josephine  is  right  and  you  are 
wrong." 

"  Well  jumped.  Alas  I  I  am  intimidated  but  not  con- 
vinced." 

^  Your  mistake  is  replying  to  her,  doctor,"  said  Josephine ; 
thai  encourages  her— a  little  virago  that  rules  us  all  with 
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ircm.  Come  here,  child,  and  be  well  kissed  for  joar  efiron- 
tery  ;  and  now  hold  your  tongue.  Tell  us  your  plan  doctor, 
and  yon  may  count  on  Laure's  cooperation  as  well  as  mine. 
It  is  I  who  teU  you  so." 

"  She  is  right  again,  doctor,"  said  Laure,  peeping  at  him 
over  her  sister's  shoulder. 

St  Aubin,  thus  encouraged,  explained  to  them  that  he 
would,  without  compromising  the  baroness,  write  to  Monsieur 
Perrin,  and  invite  him  to  an  interview.  The  result  is  certain. 
This  harsh  creditor  will  be  paid  off  by  a  transfer  of  the  loan, 
and  all  will  be  welL  Meantime  there  is  nothing  to  despond 
about ;  it  is  not  as  if  several  creditors  were  agreed  to  force  a 
sale.   This  is  but  one,  and  the  most  insignificant  of  them  all." 

"  Is  it  ?     I  hope  it  may  be.     What  makes  you  think  so  ?  " 

"  I  know  it,  Josephine." 

The  girls  looked  at  one  another. 

"  Oh  [  you  have  no  rival  to  fear  in  me.  My  instincts  are 
so  feeble  that  I  am  driven  for  aid  to  that  contemptible  ally, 
Reason.  Thus  it  is.  Our  large  creditors  are  men  of  prop- 
erty, and  such  men  let  their  funds  lie  unless  compelled  to 
move  them.  But  the  small  mortgagee,  the  needy  man,  who 
has,  perhaps,  no  investment  to  watch  but  one  small  loan, 
about  which  he  is  as  anxious  and  as  noisy  as  a  hen  with  one 
chicken — he  is  the  clamorous  creditor,  the  harsh  little  egoist, 
who  at  the  first  possibility  of  losing  a  crown  piece  would 
bring  the  Garden  of  Eden  to  the  hammer.  Go  then  to  rest, 
my  children,  and  sleep  calmly.  Heaven  watches  over  you, 
and  this  grey  head  leaves  its  chimeras  when  your  happiness 
is  in  periL" 

"  And  there  is  no  better  head,"  said  Laure,  affectionately 
— ^but  she  must  add  saucily — "  when  it  does  come  out  of  the 
clouds;"  and  with  this  sauce  in  her  very  mouth  she  in-, 
dined  her  white  forehead  to  Monsieur  St.  Aubin  for  his 
parting  salute.* 

*  TIm  ■parring  between  St  Aubm  and  Laure  de  Beaxure^«i\t«  "vreA  ^<C3X 
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The  young  ladies  retired  to  rest,  greatly  reassured  and 
comforted  by  their  friend's  confidence,  and  he  with  a  sudden 
change  of  manner  paced  the  apartment  nervously  till  one  in 
the  morning.  His  brow  was  knitted,  and  his  face  sad,  and 
if  his  confidence  had  been  real,  why  then  much  of  it  oozed 
away  as  soon  as  he  had  no  one  to  comfort  or  confute. 

At  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  he  sat  down  and  wrote  to 
the  notary. 

His  letter,  the  result  of  much  reflection,  was  tolerably 
adroit. 

He  deplored  the  baroness's  susceptibility,  hinted  delicately 
that  she  had  in  all  probability  already  regretted  it,  and  more 
broadly  that  he  had  thought  her  in  the  wrong  from  the  first. 
If  Monsieur  Perrin  shared  in  any  degree  his  regret  at  the 
estrangement,  there  was  now  an  opportunity  for  him  to  re- 
turn with  credit  to  his  place  as  friend  of  the  family.  And  to 
conclude,  the  writer  sought  a  personal  interyiew. 

Let  us  follow  this  letter.  '  It  was  laid  on  the  notary's  table 
the  next  afremoon. 

As  he  read  it,  a  single  word  escaped  his  lips,  "  curious ! " 

He  wrote  an  answer  immediately. 


exactly  what  it  looks  on  paper  at  first  glance.  But  we  soon  come  to  the 
limit  of  the  fine  arts.  The  art  of  wrjthig,  to  wit,  tells  yon  what  people  said, 
but  not  how;  yet  "how»»  makes  often  all  the  difference.  When  these 
two  fenced  in  talk  the  tones  and  the  manner  were  fall  of  affection  and 
playfulness,  and  robbed  of  their  barb  words,  which,  coarsely  or  unkindly 
uttered,  might  have  stung.  Look  at  those  two  distant  cats  fighting. 
They  roll  over  one  another  in  turn ;  they  bite  with  visible  fury,  they  scratch 
alternate.  Tigers  or  theologians  could  do  no  more.  In  about  two  minutes 
a  black  head,  a  leaf  torn  out  of  Dr.  Watts,  and  a  tabby  tail,  will  strew  the 
field,  sole  relics  of  this  desperate  encounter.  Now  go  nearer;  you  shall 
find  that  in  these  fierce  bites  the  teeth  are  somehow  kept  back  entirely, 
and  the  scratching  is  tickling  done  with  the  velvet  paw,  not  the  poisoned 
iron  claw.  The  fighting  resolves  itself  into  two  elements,  play  and  aflTec- 
tion.  These  combatants  are  never  strange  cats,  or  cats  that  bear  each 
other  a  grudge.  And  this  mock  fighting  is  a  favourite  gambol  with  many 
animals:  with  none  more  so  than  with  men  and  women,  especially  intelli- 
gent and  finely  tempered  ones.  Be  careful  not  to  do  it  with  a  fooL  I 
don't  tell  you  why,  because  the  fool  will  shew  you. 
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St.  AubiQ  was  charmed  with  his  reply,  and  its  promptness. 
He  drew  the  girls  aside,  and  read  them  the  note.  The j 
listened  acutely. 

*^  Monsieur  Perrin  had  never  taken  serious  offence  ai  the 
baronesses  impehtosity,  for  which  so  many  excuses  were  to  be 
made.  It  was  in  pressing^  indiscreetly  perhaps^  her  interest, 
that  he  had  been  so  unfortunate  as  ,to  give  her  pain.  He  now 
hoped  Monsieur  St.  Aubin  would  show  him  some  way  of 
furthering  those  interests  without  annoying  her.  He  woidd 
caU  either  on  the  doctor  or  on  the  baroness  at  any  hour  thai 
should  be  namedP 

«< There,"  died  St  Aubin,  ''is  not  that  the  letter  of  a 
friend,  and  an  honest  man,  or  at  all  events,  an  honest  notary." 

^  Oh  yes  1  but  is  it  not  too  pure  ?  "  suggested  Josephine. 
Such  an  entire  abnegation  of  self— is  that  natural — ^in  a 
notary,  too^  as  you  observe  ?  " 

^  Childishness !  this  is  a  polite  note,  as  well  as  a  friendly 
cme—politeness  always  speaks  a  language  the  opposite  of 
egoism,  and  consequently  of  sincerity — ^it  is  permitted  even 
to  a  notary  to  be  polite.'' 

"  That  is  true — ^may  I  examine  it  ?  " 

Josephine  scanned  it  as  if  she  would  extract  the  hidden 
soul  of  each  particular  syllable.  She  returned  it  with  a  half 
sigh. 

**  I  wish  it  had  a  voice  and  eyes,  then  I  could  perhaps — 
but  let  us  hope  for  the  best" 

"I  mean  to,"  cried  the  doctor  cheerfully.  •'The  man 
will  be  here  himself  in  forty  eight  hours.  I  shall  tell  him  to 
be  sure  and  bring  his  voice  and  his  eyes  with  him  ;  to  these 
he  will  add  of  his  own  accord  that  little  pony  round  as  a  tub 
he  goes  ^)out  on — ^another  inseparable  feature  of  the  man." 

So  the  manly  doctor  kept  up  their  young  spirits  and  be- 
guiled their  anxious  hearts  of  a  smile. 

"  Curious  I"  said  the  notary. 

An  enigmatical  remark ;  but  I  almost  think  I  catch  the 
meaning  of  it — it  must  surely  have  had  some  reference  to 
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tlie  following  little  scene  tlmt  passed  just  five  days  before  the 
notary  received  the  doctor's  letter. 

Outride  a  small  farm  hoiase,  two  miles  from  Beaniepaire, 
stood  a  gquab  pony,  dun  coloured,  with  a  white  mane  and 
tail.  He  was  hooked  by  the  bridle  to  a  spiral  piece  of  iron 
driven  into  the  house  to  hang  vLaitors*  nags  fifom  by  the 
bridle. 

The  farmer  was  a  man  generally  disliked  and  foaredi  for 
he  was  one  of  tlioae  who  can  fawn  or  bully  aa  suits  their  tain; 
iust  now,  however,  he  was  in  eompetent  hand^.    The  owner 

'he  squab  duu  was  talking  to  him  in  hk  own  kitchen  as 
eriors  are  apt  to  speak  to  inferiora^  and  a^  supenor  very 
^dom  speaks  to  anybody. 

The  farmer^  for  his  part,  was  waiting  his  time  to  fire  a 
volley  of  oathe  at  his  visitor,  and  kick  him  out  of  the  house* 
Meantime,  cunning  first — he  was  watching  to  find  out  what 
could  be  the  notary's  game. 

"  So  you  talk  of  selling  up  my  friend  the  baroness  ?  "  said 
Perrin,  haughtily. 

"  Well,  notary,"  replied  the  other  coolly,  my  half  year's 
interest  has  not  been  paid  ;   it  is  due  this  two  months." 

**  Have  you  taken  any  steps  ?  " 

"  Not  yet ;  but  I  am  going  to  the  mayor  this  afternoon — if 
you  have  no  objection  "    (this  with  a  marked  sneer). 

"  You  had  better  break  your  leg,  and  stay  at  home." 

"  Why  so  ?  if  you  please." 

^  Because  if  you  do  you  are  a  ruined  man." 

"  I'll  risk  that  Haw  I  haw  !  Your  friends  will  have  to 
grin  and  bear  it,  as  we  used  them  under  the  kings.  They 
have  no  one  to  take  their  part  against  me  that  I  know  of, 
without  it  is  you ;  and  you  are  not  the  man  to  "pay  other 
folks'  debts  I  should  say." 

"  They  have  a  friend  who  will  destroy  you  if  you  are  so 
base  as  to  sell  Beaurepaire  for  your  miserable  six  thousand 
francs." 

^  Who  is  the  man  ?  if  it  is  not  asking  too  much." 
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^  Yoa  will  know  all  in  good  time.  Let  os  speak  of  some- 
thing else.  You  owe  twelve  thousand  francs  to  Francois, 
jour  cousin." 

B<mard  changed  colour. 

^  How  do  you  know  that  ?  He  promised  fEuthful  not  to 
ten  a  souL" 

^  When  he  promised,  he  did  not  know  you  intended  to  get 
drank  and  call  his  wife  an  unpolite  name.'' 

^  I  never  got  drcmk,  and  I  never  called  the  jade  an  ugly 


"  Tou  lie,  my  man." 

"Well,  monsieur,  suppoise  I  did;  hard  words  break  no 
bones ;  he  need  not  talk — he  thrashes  her,  the  pig." 

"She  says  not.  But  that  is  not  the  point;  there  are 
women  who  like  to  be  thrashed ;  but  there  is  not  one  who 
likes  to  be  called  titles  reflecting  on  her  discretion.  So 
Madame  Brocard  has  given  you  a  lesson  not  to  injure  the 
weak— especially  the  weak  that  are  strong — women  to  wit. 
This  one  was  strong  enough  to  make  Fran9ois  sell  your  debt 
to  an  honest  man,  who  is  ready  to  receive  payment  at  this 
hour." 

"  Is  it  a  jest  ?  How  can  I  pay  twelve  thousand  firancs  all 
in  a  moment  ?  Let  him  give  me  proper  time,  and  it  is  not 
twelve  thousand  francs  that  will  trouble  Jacques  Bonard,  you 
know  that,  monsieur." 

"  I  know  that  to  pay  it  you  must  sell  your  ricks,  your 
horses,  your  chairs  and  tables,  and  the  bed  you  sleep  on." 

"  Yes  I  can  I  yes  I  can  1  especially  if  I  have  your  good 
word,  monsieur ;  and  I  know  you  will — ten  to  one  if  my  new 
creditor  (curse  him  I)  is  not  known  to  you." 

"He  is." 

"  There  then  it  b  all  right.  Every  man  in  the  depart- 
ment respects  you.  TU  be  bound  you  can  turn  him  round 
your  finger  whoever  he  is." 

"I  can." 

"  There  is  a  weight  off  my  stomach.  WeW,  monsftfcxn, 
4* 


"  Well,  sir,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  Can  you  pay  me  ?  " 

"  That  I  can  ;  but  you  must  give  me  time." 

**  If  you  will  give  me  security,  not  else." 

«  And  1  will.     What  security  will  you  have  ? 

The  notary  answered  this  question  by  action, 
hand  in  his  pocket  and  drew  out  a  parchment. 

The  iarmer^s  eye  dilated. 

^  This  is  a  bond  by  which  you  give  me  a  ho 
Beanrepaire  loan." 

'^  Not  an  assignment  ?  "  gasped  Bonard. 

^  Not  an  assignment  On  the  contrary  a  b 
fenta  your  either  assigning  or  selling  your  lof 
Beaorepahre  to  a  sale— penalty,  twenty  thousa 
either  case." 

The  farmer  groaned. 

«  Gall  a  witness,  and  sign.'' 

Bonaid  went  to  the  window,  opened  it,  and  call 
hi  the  iarmyard — **  Here,  Georges,  step  this  wa} 

Aa  he  turned  round  from  the  window  the  & 
saw  wai  the  notary  palling  another  document 
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^  What  has  that  to  do  with  it?  I  take  what  I  can  get 
Bat  I  can't  pay  si^  per  cent." 

"  Yoa  are  not  required.  I  am  not  an  usurer.  I  lend  at 
fiye  per  cent,  what  little  I  lend  at  all,  and  I'll  trouble  jou  for 
your  signature." 

"  No  I  no  I "  cried  the  farmer,  standing  at  bay,  "  you  can't 
do  that.  Three  per  cent  is  the  terms  of  the  loaiL  Hang  it 
man,  stand  to  your  o¥m  bargain  I  ** 

The  notary  started  up  like  jack  in  the  box,  with  startling 
sodd^mess  and  energy. 

"  Pay  me  my  twelve  thousand  francs  1 "  cried  he  fiercely, 
or  I  empty  yoar  bams  and  gut  your  house  before  you  can 
turn  round.  You  can't  sell  Beaurepaire  in  less  than  a  month, 
but  I'll  sell  you  up  in  forty-eight  hours." 

^  Sit  ye  down  sir !  lor  Heaven's  sake  sit  ye  down  my  good 
monsieur,  and  don't  talk  Uke  that— don't  quarrel  with  an 
honest  man  for  a  thoughtless  word.  Ahl  here  is  Georges. 
Step  in  Georges,  and  see  me  sign  my  soul  and  entrails  away 
at  a  sitting — ugh  I " 

Five  minuies  more,  the  harsh  creditor,  the  parish  buUy, 
was  obsequiously  holding  the  notary's  off  stirrup.  He 
mounted  the  squab  dun  and  cantered  off  with  the  parchment 
sword  and  the  paper  javelin  in  the  same  pocket  now — and 
tacked  together  by  a  pin. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Eight  days  aft«r  the  aboye  scene,  three  daya  after  the 
notaiy  received  St*  Aubin*s  letter  and  said  "  curious,"  came 
an  autumn  day,  refreshing  to  late  turnips  but  chilling  and 
depressing  to  human  hearL''^  and  death  to  those  of  artisu.  A 
steady,  even,  down  pour  of  rain,  with  gusts§  of  wind  that  sent 
showen  of  leaves  whirling  from  the  orange-coloured  trees- 
Black  double-banked  clouds  promised  tWenty-four  hours 
moist  misery,  and  as  for  the  sun  hang  me  if  you  could  guess 
on  which  side  of  the  house  he  was,  except  by  looking  first  at 
a  clock  then  at  an  almanack. 

Even  the  sorrows  and  cares  of  the  decaying  house  of  Beau- 
repaire  grew  darker  and  heavier  this  day.  Even  Laure,  the 
gayest,  brightest,  and  most  hopeful  of  the  party,  sat  at  the 
window,  her  &oe  against  the  pane,  and  felt  lead  at  her  young 
heart 

While  she  sat  thus,  sad  and  hopeless,  instinctively  reading 
the  ftiture  lot  of  those  she  loved  in  those  double-banked 
clouds,  her  eye  was  suddenly  attracted  by  a  singular  phenom- 
enon. A  man  of  gigantic  height  and  size  glided  along  the 
public  road,  one  half  his  huge  form  visible  above  the  high 
palings. 

He  turned  in  at  the  great  gate  of  Beaurepaire,  and  lo  the 
giant  was  but  a  rider  with  a  veiled  steed.  Clear  of  the  pal- 
ings, he  proved  to  be  an  enormous  horseman's  cloak — a  pyra- 
mid of  brown  cloth  with  a  hat  on  its  apex,  and  a  pony's 
nose  protruding  at  one  basd,  tail  at  the  other.  Rider's  face 
did  not  show,  being  at  the  top  of  the  cone  but  inside  it. 
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At  the  sight  of  this  pageant  Laure  could  hardly  suppress 
a  scream  of  joy. 

Knight  returning  from  drusades  was  never  more  welcome 
than  this  triangle  of  broad-doth  was  to  her. 

She  beckoned  secretly  to  St.  Aubin.  He  came,  and  at 
the  sight  went  hastily  down  and  ordered  a  huge  wood  fire  in 
the  dining  room,  now  little  used.  He  then  met  the  notary  at 
the  hall  door,  and  courteously  inyited  him  in. 

"  But  stay ! — ^your  pony — ^what  shall  we  do  with  him  ?  ** 

^  Give  yourself  no  trouble  on  his  account  Monsieur ;  he 
will  not  stir  from  the  door ;  he  is  Fideh^  in  person." 

St.  Aubin  apologized  for  not  taking  his  visitor  up  to  the 
baroness ;  ^  but  the  business  is  one  that  must  be  kept  from 
her  knowledge.''  At  this  moment  the  door  opened,  and 
Josephine  glided  in.  St.  Aubin  had  not  expected  her,  but 
he  used  her  skilfully ;  ''  but  here,"  said  he,  "  is  Mademoiselle 
de  Beaurepaire  come  to  bid  you  welcome  to  a  house  fh)m 
which  you  haye  been  too  long  absent  Mademoiselle,  now 
that  you  have  welcomed  our  truant  friend,  be  so  good  as  to 
describe  to  him  the  report  which  I  only  know  from  you." 

Josephine  briefly  told  what  she  had  heard  from  Jacintha, 
that  there  was  one  cruel  creditor  who  threatened  to  sell  the 
chateau  and  lands  of  Beaurepaire; 

**  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  notary  gravely,  "  that  report  is 
true.  He  openly  bragged  of  his  intention  more  than  a  week 
ago." 

"  Ah !  we  live  so  secluded — ^you  hear  every  thing  before 
08.  Well  Monsieur  Perrin,  time  was  you  took  an  interest  in 
the  fortunes  of  this  fiunily ** 

"  Never  more  than  at  the  present  moment,  monsieur ; "  ill 
saying  this  he  looked  at  Josephine. 

**  The  more  to  your  credit  monsieur." 

"  Do  you  hi^pen  to  know  what  is  the  sum  due  to  this 
creditor?" 

^  I  do.     Six  thousand  francs." 

St  Anbin  looked  at  Josephine  triumphantly. 
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^  One  of  the  very  smallest  creditors  then." 

**  The  smallest  of  them  all,"  replied  the  notary. 

Another  triumphant  glance  from  St.  Anbin. 

^  For  all  that,"  said  Monsieur  Perrin  thoughtfollj,  **  I 
wish  it  had  been  a  larger  creditor,  and  a  leas  unmanageable 
man.  The  other  creditors  could  be  inflnenced  by  reason,  by 
clemency,  by  good  feeling,  but  this  is  a  man  of  inm ;  'hnmi^ 
— may  I  advise  ?" 

^  It  win  be  received  as  a  ^vour." 

^  Then — ^pay  this  man  off  at  once— have  nothing  moire  to 
do  with  him.^ 

His  hearers  opened  their  eyee. 

^  Where  are  we  to  find  six  thousand  francs  ?  " 

The  notary  reflected.  ^I  have  not  at  this  moment,  six 
thousand  francs,  but  I  could  contribute  two  thousand  of  the 
six." 

"  We  thank  you  sincerely,  but " 

"  There  then ;  I  must  contrive  three  thousand." 

St  Aubin  shook  his  head,  "  We  cannot  find  three  thousand 
francs." 

^  Then  we  must  try  and  prevail  on  Bonard  to  move  no 
further  for  a  time ;  and  in  the  interval  we  must  find  another 
lender,  and  transfer  the  loan." 

"Ah I  my  good  Monsieur  Perrin,  can  you  do  this  for 
us?" 

"  I  can  try ;  and  you  know  zeal  goes  a  good  way  in  busi- 
ness. I  will  be  frank  with  you  ;  the  character  of  this  creditor 
gives  me  some  uneasiness ;  but  courage  !  all  these  fellows 
have  secret  histories,  secret  wishes,  secret  interests,  that  we 
notaries  can  penetrate — when  we  have  a  sufficient  motive  to 
penetrate  such  rubbish — ^but  as  it  is  not  a  matter  to  be  trifled 
with,  forgive  me  if  I  bid  you  and  Mademoiselle  an  uncere- 
monious adieu." 

He  rose  with  zeal  depicted  on  his  face. 

"  Such  a  day  for  you  to  be  out  on  our  service,"  cried  Jo- 
eephine,  putting  up  both  her  hands  the  palms  outward,  as  if 
diBckdmiDg  the  weather. 
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^  K  it  rained,  hailed  and  snowed,  I  should  not  feel  them  in 
jour  cause  Mademoiselle,"  cried  the  chivalrous  notary  ;  and 
he  took  by  surprise  one  of  Josephine's  white  hands,  and 
kissed  it  with  Uie  deepest  respect ;  then  made  off  all  in  a 
bustle. 

St  Aubin  followed  him  to  the  door,  and  lo  I  ^  Fidelity  in 
person  "  was  gone. 

St  Aubin  was  concerned. 

The  notary  was  a  little  surprised,  but  he  gave  a  shrill 
whistle,  and  awaited  the  result — another ;  and  this  time  a 
kmg  tail  came  slowly  out  of  the  Beaurepaire  oak  ;  the  pony's 
quarters  followed ;  but  when  his  withers  were  just  clear,  the 
cold  rain  and  wind  struck  on  his  loins,  and  the  quadruped's 
bones  went  slowly  in  again.  The  tail  had  the  grace  to  stay 
out ;  but  hair  is  a  vegetable,  and  vegetables  like  rain.  The 
notary  strode  to  the  tree,  and  went  in  and  backed  ^  demifi- 
delity  in  person  "  out.  The  pyramid  of  cloth  remounted  him, 
and  away  they  toddled ;  Laure,  in  spite  of  her  anxiety,  gig- 
gling against  the  window ;  for  why,  the  fore-shortened  ani- 
mal's fore  legs  being  hidden  by  the  ample  folds,  the  little 
cream-coloured  hind  legs  seemed  the  notaiys  own. 

Meantime  St  Aubin  was  in  earnest  talk  with  Josephine  in 
thehalL 

«  Well  I  that  k)oks  like  smcerity  ! " 

**  Yes  !  you  did  not  see  the  signal  I  made  you." 

«  No !  what  signal  ?  why  ?  " 

•*  His  eye  was  upon  you  like  a  hawk's  when  he  proposed 
to  you  to  pay  three  thousand  francs  out  of  the  six  thousand. 
Ah  doctor,  he  was  fathoming  our  resources ;  I  wanted  you 
not  to  lay  bare  the  extent  of  our  poverty  and  helplessness — 
oh  that  eye  I     He  only  said  it  to  draw  you  out" 

"  If  you  thought  so  why  did  you  not  stop  me  ?  " 

^  I  did  all  I  could  to.    I  made  you  a  sign  twice." 

"  Not  that  I  observed." 

*  Ah  I  if  it  had  been  Laure,  she  would  have  understood  it 
directly.'' 
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^  Bat  Josephiney  be  candid :  what  smiater  mottve  can  this 
poor  man  have  ?  " 

^Indeed  I  don't  know.  Forgive  me  my  oncharitable  in- 
atinct)  and  let  as  admire  your  reasonable  sagaci^.  It  W€U  oar 
nnallest  creditor !  Laore  shall  ask  yoor  pardon  on  her  knees ; 
dear  friend,  she  will  not  leave  our  mother  akme :  be  so  kind 
as  to  go  into  the  saloon ;  then  Laure  will  c(»ne  oat  to  me." 

The  doctor  did  as  he  was  bid ;  and  sure  enough,  her  mother 
ha^ng  now  a  companion,  Laure  whipped  out  and  ran^  posfr* 
haste  to  her  sister  for  the  news. 

Thus  a  secret  entered  the  House  of  Beaurepaire ;  a  secret 
fit>m  which  one  person,  the  mistress  of  the  house,  was  ex* 
chided. 

This  was  no  vulgar  secrecy — ^no  disloyal,  nor  selfish,  nor 
even  doubtful  motive  mingled  with  it 

Circumstances  appeared  to  dictate  this  course  to  tender 
and  vigilant  affection. 

They  saw  and  obeyed.  They  put  up  the  shutters — ^not  to 
keep  out  the  light  from  some  action  that  would  not  bear  the 
light — but  to  keep  the  wind  of  passing  trouble  from  visiting 
the  aged  cheek  they  loved,  and  revered,  and  guarded. 

In  three  days  the  notary  called  again.  The  poor  soul 
seemed  a  little  downcast.  He  had  been  to  Bonard  and  made 
no  impression  on  him ;  and  to  tell  the  truth  had  been  insulted 
by  him,  or  next  door  to  it. 

On  this  they  were  all  greatly  dispirited. 

Maitre  Perrin  recovered  first.  He  brightened  up  all  in  a 
moment 

"  I  have  an  idea,"  said  he ;  "  we  shall  succeed  yet ;  aye, 
and  perhaps  put  aU  the  liabilities  on  a  more  moderate  scale 

of  interest ;  meantime "  and  here  he  hesitated.     "  I  wish 

you  would  let  an  old  friend  be  your  banker  and  advance  you 
any  small  sums  you  may  need  for  present  comforts  or  con- 
veniences." 

Laure's  eyes  thanked  him ;  but  Josephine,  a  little  to  her 
surprise,  put  in  a  hasty  and  firm  though  polite  negative. 
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The  notary  apologized  ^  his  officioasness,  and  said — 

^  I  do  not  press  this  trifling  offer  of  service ;  but  pray  con* 
sider  it  a  permanent  offer  which  at  any  time  you  can  honour 
me  by  accepting." 

He  addressed  this  to  Josephine  with  the  air  of  a  subject 
offering  one  little  aoom  back  out  of  all  ^  the  woods  and  for- 
ests **  to  his  sovereign. 

While  the  open  fnend  of  Beaurepaire  was  thus  exhibiting 
his  sealy  its  clandestine  friend  was  making  a  chilling  discov 
ery  youth  and  romance  have  to  make  on  their  road  to  old 
age  and  caution,  namely,  how  much  easier  it  is  to  form  many 
plans  than  to  carry  out  one. 

This  boiling  young  heart  had  been  going  to  do  wonders 
for  her  he  adored,  and  for  those  who  were  a  part  of  her. 
He  had  been  going  to  interest  the  Government  in  their  mis- 
fortunes— ^but  how  ?  Oh  "  some  way  or  other."  Looked  at 
closer  ''some  way"  had  proved  impracticable,  and  ''the 
other  ^  unprecedented,  t .  0.,  impossible. 

He  had  not  been  a  mere  dreamer  in  her  cause  either.  He 
had  examined  the  whole  estate  of  Beaurepaire,  and  had 
scientifically  surveyed  on  one  government  pretence  or  another 
two  or  three  of  the  farms.  He  had  discovered  to  his  great  joy 
that  an  the  farms  were  underlet ;  that  there  were  no  leases ; 
60  that  an  able  and  zealous  agent  could  in  a  few  months 
increase  the  baroness's  income  thirty  per  cent.  But  when 
he  had  got  this  valuable  intelligence  what  the  better  were 
&ey  or  he  ?  To  show  them  that  they  were  not  so  poor  as 
they  in  their  aristocratical  incapacity  for  business  thought 
themselves,  he  must  first  win  their  ear :  and  how  could  he 
do  this  ?  If  he  were  to  call  at  Beaurepaire,  word  would  come 
down  again  "  not  at  home  to  strangers  until  the  Bourbons 
come  back."  If  he  wrote,  the  answer  would  be  "  Monsieur,  I 
Tmderstand  absolutely  nothing  of  business.  Be  kind  enough 
to  make  your  communication  to  our  man  of  business  " — who 
nmst  be  mther  incapable  or  dishonest,  argued  young  Riviere, 
or  their  affairs  would  not  be  thus  vilely  neglected  *,  ten  Vo 
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one  he  receiyes  a  secret  commifisioii  feom  the  fanners  to  keep 
the  rents  low :  so  no  good  conld  oome  of  applying  to  him — 
and  here  stepped  in  a  litde  bit  of  self — ^for  there  are  no  angels 
upon  earth  except  in  a  bad  novel,  and  the  poor  boy  was  not 
writing  a  bad  novdi  but  acting  his  little  part  in  the  real 
world. 

**  No! "  said  he,  **  /  have  found  this  out ;  perhaps  she  will 
never  love  me,  but  at  least  I  will  have  her  thanks,  and  the 
pride  and  glory  of  having  done  her  and  them  a  great  service ; 
no  undei^erving  person  shall  rob  me  of  this,  nor  even  share  U 
with  me." 

And  here  came  the  heart  breaking  thing.  The  prospect 
of  a  formal  acquaintance  receded  instead  of  advancing. 

In  the  first  place  his  own  heart  interposed  a  firesh  ob- 
stacle: the  deeper  he  fell  in  love  the  more  his  assurance 
dwindled,  and  since  he  found  out  they  were  so  very  poor  he 
was  more  timid  still,  and  they  seemed  to  him  more  sacred 
and  inaccessible,  for  he  felt  in  his  own  soul  how  proud  and 
distant  he  should  be  if  he  was  a  pauper. 

The  next  calamity  was,  the  young  ladies  never  came  out 
now.  Strange  to  say  he  had  no  sooner  confided  his  love  and 
his  hopes  to  Jacintha  than  she  he  loved  kept  the  house 
with  cruel  pertinacity.  "  Had  Jacintha  been  so  mad  as  to 
go  and  prattle  in  spite  of  her  promise  ?  had  the  young  lady's 
delicacy  been  alarmed  ?  was  she  imprisoning  herself  to  avoid 
meeting  one  whose  admiration  annoyed  her." 

A  cold  perspiration  broke  over  him,  whenever  his  per- 
plexed mind  came  round  to  this  thought. 

Now  the  poor  cannot  afibrd  to  lose  what  the  rich  can  fling 
away. 

The  sight  of  that  sweet  face  for  a  moment  thrice  a  week 
was  not  much — ah  !  but  it  was,  for  it  was  all — his  one  bit  of 
joy,  and  comfort  and  sunshine  and  hope — ^and  it  was  gone 
now.  The  loss  of  it  kept  him  at  fever  heat  every  day  of  his 
life  for  an  hour  or  two  before  their  usual  time  of  coming  out 
and  an  hour  or  two  afler  it,  and  chill  at  heart  the  rest  of  the 
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day :  and  he  lost  his  oolour  and  his  appetite,  and  fretted  and 
pined  for  this  one  look  three  times  a  week.  And  she  who 
could  have  healed  this  woand  with  a  glance  of  her  violet  eye 
and  a  smile  once  or  twice  a  week  :  she  who  without  commit- 
ting herself  or  caring  a  straw  for  him,  could  have  brought  the 
colour  back  to  this  young  cheek  and  the  warmth  to  this  chilled 
heart  by  just  shining  out  of  doors  now  and  then  instead  of  in, 
sat  at  home  with  unparelleled  barbarity  and  perseverance. 

At  last  one  day  he  lost  all  patience.  I  must  see  Jacintha 
said  he,  and  if  she  really  imprisons  herself  to  avoid  me,  I 
will  leave  the  country — ^I  will  go  into  the  army — it  is  very 
hard  she  should  be  robbed  of  her  health  and  her  walk  be- 
cause I  love  her :  and  with  this  generous  resolution  the  poor 
little  fellow  felt  something  rise  in  his  throat  and  nearly  choke 
him,  till  a  tear  came  to  his  rolief.  Forgive  him  ladies :  though 
a  statesman,  he  was  but  a  boy — ^boys  will  cry  after  women  as 
children  for  toys.     Tou  may  have  observed  this ! 

He  walked  hurriedly  up  to  Beaurepaire,  asking  himself 
how  he  should  contrive  an  interview  with  Jacintha. 

On  his  arrival  there,  casting  his  eyes  over  the  palings, 
what  did  he  see  but  the  two  young  ladies  walking  in  the  park 
at  a  confflderable  distance  from  the  house. 

His  heart  gave  a  leap  at  the  sight  of  them. 

Then  he  had  a  sudden  inspiration.  The  park  was  not 
strictly  private,  at  least  since  the  Revolution.  Still  it  was 
so  far  private  that  respectable  people  did  not  make  a  practice 
of  crossing  it 

I  will  seem  to  meet  them  unexpectedly,  thought  young 
Riviere,  and  if  she  smiles,  I  will  apologize  for  crossing  the 
park — ^then  I  shall  have  spoken  to  her.  I  shall  have  broken 
the  ice. 

He  met  them.  They  looked  so  loftily  sad  he  had  not  the 
courage  to  address-  them.  He  bowed  respectfully,  they  curt- 
seyed, and  he  passed  on  cursing  his  cowardice. 

I  must  see  Jacintha.  He  made  a  long  detour ;  his  object 
being  to  get  where  he  could  be  seen  from  the  kitchen. 
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Meantime  the  following  short  dialogue  passed  between  the 
sisters :  — 

tiaure. — "  Why,  he  has  lost  his  colour  I    What  a  pity  I  ** 

Josephine.—**  Who,  dejar  ?  **  - 

Laure. — *^  Thai  young  gentleman  who  passed  us  just  now. 
Did  you  not  observe  how  pale  he  has  turned*  He  has  been 
ilL    I  am  so  sorry." 

Josephine.—^  Who  is  he  ?  " 

Laure. — **  I  don't  know  who  he  is ;  I  know  what  he  is^ 
though." 

Josephine. — ^  And  what  is  he  ?  " 

Laure. — **  He  is  very  handsome ;  and  he  passes  us  ofteDer 
than  seems  to  me  quite  natural ;  and  now  I  think  of  it^"  said 
Laure,  opening  her  eyes  ludicrously,  **  I  have  a  sister  who  la 
a  beautiful  woman ;  and  now  I  think  of  it  again,**— opening 
her  eyes  still  wider — **  if  I  do  not  lock  her  up,  I  shall  per- 
haps have  a  rival  in  her  affections." 

Josephine. — ^*'  Child !  Moreover  he  seemed  to  me  a  mere 
boy." 

Laure  gave  a  toss  of  her  head,  and  a  suspicious  look  at 
Josephine. 

**0h,  mademoiselle,  there  are  forward  boys  as  well  as 
backward  ones.     But  I  shall  have  an  eye  on  you  both." 

Josephine  smiled  very  faintly ;  amidst  so  many  cares  she 
was  hardly  equal  to  what  she  took  for  granted  was  a  pure 
jest  of  Laure's,  and  their  conversation  returned  to  its  usual 
channels. 

Edouard  got  round  to  the  other  side  of  the  chateau,  and 
strolled  about  outside  the  palings  some  thirty  yards  from  the 
kitchen-door;  and  there  he  walked  slowly  about,  hoping 
every  moment  to  see  the  kitchen-door  open  and  Jacintha 
come  out.  He  was  disappointed ;  and  after  hanging  about 
nearly  an  hour,  was  going  away  in  despair,  when  a  window 
at  the  top  of  the  house  suddenly  opened,  and  Jacintha  made 
him  a  rapid  signal  with  her  hand  to  go  nearer  the  public 
road.     He  obeyed ;  and  then  she  kept  him  waiting  till  his 
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second  stock  of  patience  was  nearly  exhausted ;  but  at  last 
he  heard  a  rustle,  and  there  was  her  comely  face  set  between 
two  young  acacias.  He  ran  to  her.  She  received  him  with 
a  rebuke. 

^  Is  that  the  way  to  do  ? — ^prowling  in  sight  like  a  house- 
breaker." 

**  Did  any  one  see  me  ?  " 

^  Yes  I  Mademoiselle  Laure  did ;  and  what  is  more,  she 
spoke  to  me,  and  asked  me  who  you  were.  Of  course,  I  said 
I  didn't  know." 

**0h!  did  you?" 

**  Then  she  asked  me  if  it  was  not  the  young  monsieur 
who  sent  them  the  game.  Oh !  I  forgot,  I  ought  to  have 
told  you  that  first  When  they  asked  me  about  the  game,  I 
said  '  it  is  a  young  sportsman  that  takes  Dard  out ;  so  he 
shot  some  on  the  baroness's  land.'  I  was  obliged  to  say  that, 
you  know." 

"  Well,  but  you  spoke  the  truth." 

^  Tou  don't  mean  that  I — ^that  is  odd ;  but  accidents  will 
happen.  '  And  so  he  gave  some  of  it  to  Dard  for  the  house,' 
said  L  But  the  next  time  you  want  me  don't  stand  sentinel 
for  all  the  world  to  see ;  make  me  a  signal  and  then  slip  in 
here,  and  I  will  join  yoo." 

"A  signal?" 

Jadntha  put  her  hand  under  her  apron  and  pulled  out  a 
dish-clout 

"  Hang  this  on  that  tree  out  there ;  then  I  shall  see  it  from 
the  kitchen  window ;  so  then  I  shall  know  something  is  up. 
Apropos,  what  is  up  now  ?  " 

"  I  am  very  unhappy  I — that  is  up." 

"  Oh !  you  moat  expect  the  cold  fit  as  well  as  the  hot  fit, 
if  you  wiU  &11  in  love,"  observed  Jacintha,  with  a  cool  smile. 
"  Why  didn't  you  come  to  me  before,  and  be  cheered  up. 
What  is  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Dear  Jacintha,  she  never  comes  out  now.  What  is  to 
become  of  me  if  I  am  to  lose  the  very  sight  of  her  ?  Surely, 
yoa  have  not  been  so  indiscreet  as  to  tell  them " 
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^  There  Is  a  question.     Do  yoa  see  green  in  my  eje, 

youug  man  ?  ** 

"  Then  what  is  the  rea!M>[i  ?— there  ran&t  be  some  reason. 
They  used  to  walk  out ;  pray,  pray,  telJ  roe  the  reason/' 

Jacinttia's  merry  countenance  fell*  ^'  My  poor  lad/*  said 
she  kindly^  **  donH  torment  yourself*  or  fancy  I  have  hetsn 
But'h  an  ill  friend  to  you,  or  such  a  novice,  as  to  put  theni  on 
their  guard  against  you.  No ;  it  is  the  old  story — want  of 
money." 

*"  That  keeps  them  in  doors  ?    How  can  that  be  ?  " 

^  Well  now,**  said  Jacmtha,  ^it  is  just  as  well  you  have 
oome  to-day,  for  if  you  had  come  this  time  yesterday  I  could 
not  have  told  yon,  but  I  overheard  them  yesternight  Mj 
son,  it  is  for  want  of  clothes.'' 

Biviere  groaned  and:  looked  aghast  at  her. 

"  Don't ! "  cried  the  faithful  servant — "  don't  look  at  me 
so,  or  I  shall  give  way,  I  know  I  shall ;  nor  don't  mistake 
me  either — ^they  have  plenty  of  coloured  dresses ;  old  ones, 
but  very  good  ones ;  but  it  is  their  black  dresses  that  are 
worn  shabby ;  and  they  can't  aflPord  to  buy  new ;  and  all  the 
old  dresses  are  coloured,  and  it  goes  against  their  hearts  to  go 
flaunting  it.  They  were  crjring  last  night  to  think  they  could 
not  afford  even  to  mourn  for  their  father,  but  must  come  out 
in  colours,  for  want  of  a  little  money." 

"  Jacintha,  they  will  break  my  heart." 

"  So  it  seems  they  have  settled  not  to  go  out  of  the  grounds 
at  all.  Thus  they  meet  nobody ;  so  now  they  can  wear  their 
mourning  till  it  is  quite  threadbare.  Ah,  my  son,  how  dif- 
ferent from  most  women,  that  can't  forget  the  dead  too  quick, 
and  come  flaring  out  again.  And  to-morrow  is  her  birth- 
day. I  mind  the  time  there  was  one  beautiful  new  gown 
sure  to  be  laid  out  on  her  bed  that  day,  if  not  two.  Times 
are  sadly  changed  with  us,  Monsieur." 

"  To-morrow  is  her  birthday  ?  " 

«  Yes ! " 

**  Good  bye,  Jaciutha — ^my  heart  is  full.     There !    good 
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bye,  loyal  heart,"  and  he  kissed  her  hastily,  with  trembling 
lips. 

"  Poor  boy !— don't  lose  my  clont,  whatever  you  do ! " 

She  uttered  this  caution  with  extreme  anxiety,  and  at  the 
top  of  her  voice,  as  he  was  running  off  in  a  strange  flutter. 

The  next  day,  the  notaiy  bustled  in  with  a  cheerful  air. 
He  had  not  a  moment  to  stay,  but  just  dropped  in  to  say  that 
he  thought  matters  were  going  well,  and  that  he  should  be 
able  to  muzzle  Bonard. 

After  this  short  interview,  which  was  with  the  young 
ladies  only,  for  the  doctor  was  out,  away  bustled  Penin. 

It  was  about  an  hour  after  this — Josephine  was  reading 
to  the  baroness,  and  Laure  and  she  were  working — when  in 
came  Jacintha,  and  made  a  curtesy. 

**  The  tree  is  come,  my  ladies." 

"  What  tree  ?  "  inquired  the  baroness. 

^  For  Mademoiselle  to  plant,  according  to  custom.  It  is 
her  birthday.  Dard  has  brought  it;  it  is  an  acacia  this 
time." 

**  The  fiuthful  creature,"  cried  the  baroness.  "  She  has 
thought  of  this — and  we  forgot  it.  There,  bring  me  my  shawl 
and  hood.     I  will  not  be  absent  from  the  ceremony." 

^But,  dear  mamma,"  put  in  Josephine,  *'had  not  you 
better  look  at  us  from  the  window ;  there  is  such  a  cold  air 
out  to-day."  ' 

^  It  is  not  cold  enough  to  chill  a  mother's  love.  My  first- 
bom  ! "  cried  the  old  lady,  with  a  burst  of  nature  ;  '^  I  see 
her  in  her  cradle  now.     Sweet  little  cherub." 

In  a  few  minutes  they  were  all  out  in  the  garden. 

Josephine  was  to  decide  where  she  would  plant  her  tree. 

'*  Only  remember,  MademoiseUe,"  said  Jacintha,  "  it  will 
not  always  be  little  like  it  is  now.  You  must  not  put  it 
where  it  will  be  choked  up  when  it  is  a  big  tree." 

^  Oh  no,  Jacintha,"  cried  Laure,  ^^  we  will  plant  it  to  .the 
best  advantage."  ^ 

Then  one  advised  Josephine  to  plant  it  on  the  south  ter- 
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race ;  anotlier  preferred  the  turf  oval  between  the  great  gate 
and  the  north  aide  of  t lie  chatijEau*  When  they  had  said  their 
say,  to  their  sur^^n^e  Josephine  said  rather  timidly,  "  I  shoold 
like  to  plant  it  in  the  Ptenjsance.'' 

"  In  the  Pleasaoce  I     Why,  Josephine  ?  *' 

"It  will  take  some  time  to  plant,"  explaitied  Josephine. 

**But  it  will  take  no  more  time  to  plant  it  where  it  will 
show  than  in  the  Pteasance/'  cried  Laure,  hiilf  angrily. 

"  But  Laure,  the  Ple-aisance  is  sheltered  from  the  wind  " 
said  Josephine* 

Dard  gave  a  snort  of  contempt, 

"  It  is  8hc4tBred  to-day  b<^cau3e  the  chateau  happens  to  be 
between  the  wind  and  it  But  the  wind  will  not  be  always 
in  that  quai'ter ;  and  the  Pleasance  h  open  to  more  windd 
than  any  other  part,  if  you  go  to  that." 

'*  Dear  mamma,  may  I  not  plant  it  in  the  Pleasance  ?  " 

"  Of  course  you  may,  my  child." 

"  And  who  told  you  to  put  in  your  word  !  "  cried  Jacintha 
to  Dard.  "  You  are  to  take  up  your  spade  and  dig  the  hole 
where  Mademoiselle  bids, — ^that  is  what  you  are  here  for,  not 
to  argufy." 

"  Laure,  I.  admire  the  energy  of  that  girl's  character," 
remarked  Josephine  languidly,  as  they  all  made  for  the 
Pleasance. 

"  Where  will  you  have  it  ?  "  asked  Dard  roughly. 

"  Here,  I  think,  Dard,"  said  Josephine  sweetly. 

Dard  grinned  malignantly,  and  drove  in  his  spade.  "  It 
wiU  never  be  much  bigger  than  a  stinging  nettle,"  thought 
he,  "  for  the  roots  of  the  oak  have  sucked  every  atom  of 
heart  out  of  this ; "  his  black  soul  exulted  secretly. 

They  watched  his  work. 

**  You  are  not  cold,  mamma  ?  "  asked  Josephine  anxiously. 

"  No  !  no  !  "  said  the  baroness.  "  There  is  no  wind  on 
this  side  of  the  house.  Ah  I  now  I  see,  my  Josephine.  I 
have  a  very  good  daughter — who  will  never  shine*  in  horti- 
coltuie." 
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Jadntha  stood  bj  Dard,  inspecting  his  work ;  the  three 
ladies  stood  together  watching  him  at  the  distance  of  a  few 
feet ;  on  their  right,  but  a  little  behind  them,  was  the  great 
oak.  Close  behind  them  was  a  lemon  tree  and  its  mould  in 
an  immense  tub ;  the  tub  was  rotting  at  the  sides.  Over  the 
mould  was  a  little  moss  here  and  there. 

Now,  at  the  beginning  of  this  business,  the  excitement  of 
the  discussion,  and  choosing  the  spot,  and  setting  Dard  to 
work,  had  animated  the  baroness  as  well  as  her  daughter. 
But  now,  for  some  time  Dard  had  all  the  excitement  to  him- 
self.   They  had  only  to  look  on  and  think  while  he  wrought. 

"Oh  dear,"  cried  Laure  suddenly,  "mamma  is  crying. 
Josephine,  our  mother  is  crying  I  " 

"  Ah ! "  cried  Josephine,  "  I  feared  this.  I  did  not  want 
her  to  come  out.     Oh,  my  mother !  my  mother  I  " 

"  My  children,"  sobbed  the  baroness,  "  it  is  very  natural. 
I  cannot  but  remember  how  often  we  have  planted  a  tree 
and  kept  the  poor  child's  birthday — not  as  now.  Those  were 
on  earth  then  that  have  lefl  us,  and  gone  to  God.  Many 
friends  stood  around  us — ^how  warm  their  hands — ^how 
friendly  their  voices — ^how  truthful  their  eyes  I  Yet  they 
have  abandoned  us.  Adversity  has  shaken  them  off  as  the 
frost  is  even  now  stripping  off  your  leaves,  old  friend.  These 
tears  are  not  for  me !  oh,  no !  thanks  to  God  and  the  Virgin 
I  know  whither  I  am  going,  and  whom  I  shall  meet  again,  I 
care  not  how  soon ;  but  it  is  to  think  I  must  leave  my  dar- 
lings behind  me  without  a  friend,  my  tender  lambs  in  a  world 
of  foxes  and  wolves  without  a  friend  !  " 

"  My  mother,  we  have  friends  I  We  have  the  dear  doctor." 

"A  savcmty  Laure,  a  creature  more  a  woman  than  a 
woman ;  you  will  have  to  take  care  of  him,  not  he  of  you." 

"  We  have  our  own  love  !  did  ever  a  sister  love  another 
as  I  love  Josephine  ?  " 

"  No ! "  said  Josephine.    "  Yes !  I  love  you  as  much." 

"As  to  that,  yes,  you  will  fall  in  one  another's  arms," 
laid  the  baxonesA— " ah !  I  do  ill  to  weep  this  day;  my 
5 
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r  a,  Buffer  me  to  compose  mystjlij*'  and  tlie  baroness 

d  round,  and  applied  her  handkerchief  to  het  f^yes, 

lera  withdi-ew  a  atep  or  two  in  the  oppo-siie  direc- 
lui    m  those  dixy^  parents j  even  the  most  affectionate, 
iined  a  marked  euperiority,  and  the   above  was  a  hint 
mother  would  be  alone  a  moment* 
'I'lMTP        tfid  respectfully  for  her  orders  to  rejoin  her.  The 
and  in  a  tone  tbat  surprij?ed  them* 
y  chiiuren,  come  here — -both  of  you*" 
icy  found  the  baron e^a  poking  among  the  moBS  with 
^*^t  of  her  ebony  crutch, 
s  is  a  pnr&e,  and  it  is  not  yours,  Laure,  nor  yonre,  is 

Che  two  girb  looked,  and  sure  enoughj  there  lay  among 
the  green  moss  in  the  tub — a  green  i^ilk  purse.  They  eyed 
it  like  startled  deer  a  moment,  and  then  Lanre  pounced  on 
it  and  took  it  up. 

«  Oh  I  how  heavy,"  she  cried.  Jadntha  and  Dard  came 
running  up ;  Laure  poured  the  contents  into  her  hand,  ten 
gold  pieces  of  twenty  francs  each :  new  shining  gold  pieces. 
Jacintha  gave  a  scream  of  joy,  a  sort  of  victorious  war  hoop. 

"  Luck  is  turned,"  cried  she  with  joyful  superstition.  Laure 
stood  with  the  gold  pieces  glittering  in  her  pink  white  palm 
and  her  face  blushing  all  over  and  beaming ;  and  her  eyes 
glittering  with  excitement  and  pleasure.  Their  amazement 
was  great. 

"And  here  is  a  paper,"  cried  Josephine  eagerly,  bending 
over  the  moss  and  taking  up  a  small  piece  of  paper  folded ; 
she  opened  it  rapidly,  and  showed  it  them  all ;  it  contained 
these  words,  in  a  copperplate  hand — 

**  IVom  a  friend — in  part  pcnfment  of  a  great  debt." 

And  now  all  of  a  sudden  Josephine  began  to  blush ;  and 
gradually  not  only  her  face  but  her  neck  blushed  all  over, 
and  even  her  white  forehead  glowed  like  a  rose. 

^  Who  could  it  be  ?  "  that  was  the  question  that  echoed  on 
Mil  eidea. 
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The  baroness  solved  it  for  them — ^  it  is  St.  Aubin." 

^Oh  !  mamma !  he  has  ix)t  ten  gold  pieces.'' 

^  Who  knows  ?  he  has  perhaps  found  some  bookseller  who 
has  bought  his  work  on  insects.'*^ 

''  Noy  mamma,"  said  Laure ;  "  I  cannot  think  this  is  our 
dear  doctor's  doing.  It  is  odd,  too,  his  being  out  of  the  way 
at  this  hour ;  I  never  knew  him  anywhere  but  at  his  books 
till  two.  Hush!  hush! — here  he  comes;  let  us  circumvent 
him  on  the  spot — ^this  is  fun." 

^  Give  me  the  purse,"  said  the  baroness,  ^  and  you,  Ja- 
dntha  and  Dard,  recommence  your  work." 

When  the  Doctor  came  up,  he  found  Dard  at  work,  Ja- 
cintha  standing  by  him,  and  the  ladies  entirely  occupied  in 
looking  on.  The  baroness  explained  to  him  what  was  going 
on.     He  showed  considerable  interest  in  it 

Presently  the  baroness  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket,  and 
gave  her  daughters  a  look ;  four  eyes  were  instantly  levelled 
at  the  doctor's  £sm%.  Stand  firm.  Doctor ;  if  there  is  a  crevice 
in  your  coat  of  mail,  those  eyes  will  pierce  it" 

**  By  the  bye,"  said  the  baroness,  with  perfect  nonchalance ; 
^  you  have  dropped  your  purse  here ;  we  have  just  picked 
it  up ; "  and  she  handed  it  him. 

"  Thank  you,  madam,"  said  he,  and  he  took  it  carelessly ; 
^  this  is  not  mine— it  is  too  heavy — and  now  I  think  of  it," 
continued  the  savant  with  enviable  simplicity, ''  I  have  not 
carried  a  purse  this  twenty  years.  No !  I  put  my  silver 
in  my  right  waistcoat  pocket,  and  my  gold  in  my  lefl,  that  is, 
I  should — ^but  I  never  have  any." 

^  Doctor,  on  your  honour,  did  you  not  leave  this  purse 
and  this  paper  there." 

The  doctor  examined  the  paper.  Meantime  Lauro  ex- 
plained to  him  what  had  occurred. 

^  Madam  the  baroness,"  said  he,  ^  I  have  been  your  friend 
and  pensioner  nearly  twenty  years ;  if  by  some  strange  chance 
money  were  to  oome  into  my  hands,  I  should  not  play  you  a 
childish  trick  like  this  of  which  you  seem  to  suspect  me.    I 
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have  the  right  to  come  to  you,  and  sajj  *  My  old  friead,  here 
I  bring  you  back  a  small  part  of  aU  I  owe  jrou/  " 

**  Mj  frieod  1  my  friend  1  I  was  stupid  ;  tell  us  iheQ  who 
IS  our  secret  friend  ?  may  lieaven  hlesti  him  1  ** 

"Let  U3  reflect,"  said  the  doctor.  **Ahl  to  be  sure*  I 
would  lay  my  life  it  is  he  1 " 

'^WhoF" 

**A  very  honest  *man,  whom  you  have  tre&ted  huTEhly, 
madame ;  it  is  Perrin,  the  notary  ! " 

It  was  the  baroneeB's  turn  to  he  surprised. 

**  I  may  as  well  eoufess  to  you,  madamcj  that  I  have  lately 
had  more  than  one  interview  with  Pemn»  and  that  although 
he  13  naturally  hurt  at  the  severity  with  whieh  jou  ii^at^id 
him,  his  regard  for  you  is  undiminished. '^ 

*^  I  am  as  grateful  as  poj«;]>1(^/'  said  the  baroness  with  a 
fine  and  scarcely  perceptible  sneer. 

"Laure,"  said  Josephine,  "it  is  curious,  but  Monsieur 
Perrin  was  here  for  a  minute  or  two  to-day ;  and  really  he 
did  not  seem  to  have  any  thing  particular  to  say." 

"  There  ! "  shouted  the  doctor — "  there !  he  came  to  leave 
the  purse.  And  in  doing  so  he  was  only  carrying  out  an 
intention  he  had  already  declared." 

"  Indeed !  "  said  the  baroness. 

"  He  offered  to  advance  money  in  small  sums ;  an  offer 
that  of  course  was  declined.  So  he  was  driven  to  this  man- 
oeuvre.    There  are  honest  hearts  among  the  notaries." 

While  the  doctor  was  enforcing  his  views  on  the  baroness, 
Josephine  and  Laure  slipped  away  round  the  house. 

"Who  is  it?  "said  Laure. 

"  It  is  not  the  doctor ;  and  it  is  not  Perrin— of  course  not 
But  who  is  it?" 

"  Laure,  don't  you  think  it  is  some  one  who  has  at  all 
events  delicate  sentiments  ?  " 

"  Clearly,  and  therefore  not  a  notary." 

"  Laure,  dear.  Might  it  not  be  some  person  who  has  done 
as  Bome  wrong,  and  is  perhaps  penitent  ?  " 
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"  Certainlj,"  said  Laore.  ^Such  a  person  might  make 
restitution — one  of  our  tenants,  or  creditors,  you  mean,  I 
suppose;  but  the  paper  says  'a  friend.'  Stay,  it  says  a 
debtor  I     Why  a  debtor  ?     Down  with  enigmas  I " 

**  Lanre,  dear,  think  of  some  one  that  might ^" 

"^  I  can't     I  am  quite  at  a  loss." 

*'  Since  it  is  not  the  doctor,  nor  Monsieur  Perrin,  might  it 
not  be— for  after  all,  he  would  naturally  be  ashamed  to 
appear  before  me." 

"Before  you?" 

*  Yes,  Laure,  is  it  quite  certain  that  it  might  not  be " 

"  Who  ?  "  asked  Laure  nervously,  catching  a  glimpse  now. 

"  He  who  once  pretended  to  love  me  I  *• 

"CamilleDujardin?" 

"  It  was  not  I  who  mentioned  his  name,"  cried  Josephine 
hastily. 

Laure  turned  pale. 

"  Oh,  mon  Dieu  !  mon  JDieu  !  "  she  cried.  **  She  loves 
that  man  stiU." 

"No!  no!  no!" 

"  You  love  him  just  the  same  as  ever.  Oh,  it  is  wonder- 
ful— ^it  is  terrible — the  power  this  man  has  over  you— over 
your  judgment  as  well  as  your  heart" 

"  No !  for  I  believe  he  has  forgotten  my  very  name ;  don't 
you  think  so  ?  " 

"  Dear  Josephine,  can  you  doubt  it  ?  " 

"  Forgive  me." 

"  Come,  you  do  doubt  it" 

"  I  do." 

"Why?  for  what  reason  ?  " 

"  Because  the  words  he  said  to  me  as  we  parted  at  that 
gate .  lie  still  at  my  heart :  and  oh,  my  sister,  the  voice  we 
love  seems  the  voice  of  truth  itself.  He  said  I  am  to  join 
the  army  of  the  Pyrenees,  so  fatal  to  our  troops  ;  but  say  to 
me  what  you  never  yet  have  said,  Camille,  J  love  you — and 
I  swear  I  will  come  back  alive." 
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"  S03  thenj  I  said  to  liim> '  I  love  you/ — ^aod  be  never 
cam€  back." 

"  How  couM  lie  come  iicre  ?  a  deserter — a  traitor ! " 

''  It  ig  not  ttue  1  It  is  not  in  hh  nature ;  inconstancy  niaj 
be.  Tell  me  that  he  never  really  lovud  me  and  I  will  believe 
you ;  but  not  timt  he  ia  a  coward.  Let  me  weep  over  my 
past  love,  not  blush  for  it." 

**  Past  F  Ton  love  him  to-day  as  you  did  three  yeara 
ago!" 

"  No  I  1  tell  you  I  do  not,  I  love  no  one.  I  never  ehalJ 
love  any  one  again/' 

"  But  him.  It  ia  that  love  which  turns  your  heart  against 
others.  You  love  him  dearest,  or  why  should  you  fancy 
our  secret  benefactor  could  be  Camille  ?  *' 

**  Why?  because  I  was  mad  I  because  it  is  impossible; 
but  I  see  my  folly.     Let  us  go  in,  my  sister." 

"  Go,  love,  I  will  follow  you  ;  but  don't  you  care  to  know 
who  /think  left  the  purse  for  us  ? " 

"  No,"  said  Josephine  sadly  and  doggedly ;  she  added  with 
cold  nonchalance.  "  I  dare  say  time  will  show,"  and  she  went 
slowly  in,  her  hand  to  her  head. 

«  Her  birthday  I" 
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CHAPTER  VL 

*  I  WILL  Bee  her  tree  planted,"  thought  Laore,  "  for  she 
has  forgotten  it,  and  everything,  and  everybody  but  that " 

And  she  ran  off  to  join  the  group.  Turning  the  comer 
rapidly,  she  found  Jacintha  suspiciously  near :  and,  above  all, 
walking  away  towards  the  tree :  away  from  where  ? 

Laure  burned  with  anger,  and,  as  she  passed  Jadntha,  she 
wheeled  about^  and  gave  her  a  look  like  red  lightning.  It 
came  like  a  slap  in  the  face.  Jacintha,  meantime,  had  got 
ready  an  amazing  dogged,  unconscious  face — 

And  o^er  the  impassive  loe  the  lightnings  play. 

This  gallant  and  praiseworthy  effort  was  but  partially  suc- 
cessfuL  She  could  command  her  features,  but  not  her  blood : 
ehe  felt  it  bum  her  cheek  under  the  fire  of  Laure's  eye. 
And  in  the  evening,  when  Laure  suddenly  beckoned  to  her, 
and  said  in  a  significant  way,  "  I  want  to  speak  to  you  Ja- 
cintha," the  faithful  domestic  felt  like  giving  way  at  the  knees 
and  sinking  down  flat ;  so  she  stood  up  like  Notre  Dame  out- 
wardly, and  wore  an  expression  of  satisfaction  and  agreeable 
expectation  on  her  impenetrable  mug. 

Laure  drove  in  an  eye. 

"  Who  put  that  purse  there  ?  "  she  asked  in  a  half  threaten- 
ing tone. 

"Mademoiselle  Laure,  I  don't  know — but  I  have  my  sus- 
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pidons ;  and  if  mademoiselle  will  give  me  a  few  days,  I 
think  I  can  find  out  for  sure." 

**  How  many  days  ?  because  I  am  impatient.'* 

"  Say  a  fortnight  mademoiselle." 

"  That  is  a  long  time ;  well,  it  is  agreed." 

And  so  these  two  parted  without  a  word  openly  uttered 
on  either  side  about  that  which  was  uppermost  in  both  their 
minds; 

^  Come,"  thought  Jacintha,  *'  I  am  well  out  of  it :  if  I  can 
find  that  out,  she  won't  give  it  me  for  listening;  and  it  is  a 
fair  bargain,  especially  for  me,  for  I  know  who  lefl  the  purse ; 
but  I  wasn't  going  to  tell  her  that  all  in  a  moment" 

Now  Jacintha,  begging  her  pardon,  did  not  know ;  but  she 
strongly  suspected  young  Riviere  of  being  the  culprit  who 
had  invented  this  new  sort  of  burglary — ^breaking  into  honest 
folk's  premises  in  the  dead  of  night,  and  robbing  them  of 
their  poverty,  instead  of  their  wealth,  like  the  good  old 
fashioned  burglars. 

She  waited  quietly,  expecting  every  day  to  see  her  dish- 
dout  waving  fix)m  the  tree  at  the  back,  and  to  hear  him  tell 
her  of  his  own  accord  how  clcTcrly  he  had  done  the  trick.  , 

No. 

Day  after  day  passed  away,  and  no  clout  The  fortnight 
was  melting,  and  Jacintha's  patience.  She  resolved:  and 
one  morning  she  cut  two  bunches  of  grapes,  and  pulled  some 
nectarines,  put  them  in  a  basket,  covered  them  with  a  nap- 
kin, and  called  on  M.  Edouard  Riviere  at  his  lodging.  She 
was  ushered  into  that  awful  presence,  and  so  long  as  the  ser- 
vant was  in  hearing  all  her  talk  was  about  the  fruit  she  had 
brought  him  in  return  for  his  game.  The  servant  being  gone, 
she  dropped  the  mask. 

^  Well  it  is  all  right !  "  said  she,  smiling  and  winking. 

"What  is  all  right?" 

**  They  have  got  the  purse  ! " 

"Have  they!  What  purse?  I  don't  know  what  you 
allude  to." 
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^  No^  of  course  not,  Mr.  Innocenoe :  70a  did  not  leave  a 
purse  full  of  gold  up  at  Beaurepaire ! ! ! ! " 

^  Well,  I  never  said  I  did :  purses  full  of  g<^d  are  luxuries 
with  which  I  am  little  acquainted." 

^  Very  well,"  said  Jacintha  biting  her  lip ;  ^  then  70U  and 
I  are  friends  no  longer,  that  is  all." 

"  Oh  I  yes  we  are." 

**  No !  if  70U  can't  trust  me,  you  are  no  friend  of  mine  ; 
ingrate !  to  try  and  deceive  me,    I  know  it  was  you  I  " 

"Well,  if  you  know,  why  ask  me?"  retorted  Edouard 
sharply. 

^  Better  sns^  my  nose  off,  had  you  not  ?  "  said  Jacintha 
reproachfully.  "  Confess  it  is  odd  your  not  showing  more 
cariosity  about  it.     Looks  as  if  you  knew  all  about  it,  eh  ?  " 

^  But  I  am  curious,  and  I  wish  to  Heaven  you  would  tell 
me  what  it  is  all  about,  instead  of  taking  it  into  your  head 
that  I  know  already." 

«  Well  I  will" 

So  Jacintha  told  him  all  about  the  baroness  finding  the 
purse :  and  on  whom  their  suspicions  had  fallen. 

^I  wish  it  had  been  I,"  said  Edouard  ;  *<  but  tell  me  dear, 
has  it  been  of  service,  has  it  contributed  to  their  comfort  ? 
that  is  the  principal  thing — not  who  gave  it." 

On  this  Jadntha  reflected,  and  fixing  her  grey  eye  on  him 
she  said — 

"  Unluckily  there  were  just  two  pieces  too  few." 

"What  a  pity." 

"  No  one  of  my  ladies  ever  buys  a  new  dress  without  the 
others  having  one  too;  now  they  found  it  would  take  two 
more  gold  pieces  to  give  my  three  ladies  a  new  suit  of  mourn- 
ing each.  So  the  money  is  put  by  till  they  can  muster  the 
other  two." 

"  What  then,"  cried  Edouard,  "  I  must  not  hope  to  see  them 
out  again  any  the  more  for  this  money  ?  " 

"  No !  you  see  it  was  not  quite  enough." 

Riviere's  countenance  fell. 
5» 
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**  WeL,**  said  Ja^^intha,  aasummg  a  canditi  tone,  "  I  see  it 
was  not  you  J  but  really  at  first  I  suspected  you/' 

"It  is  notHng  to  be  ashamed  of  if  I  had  done  it," 

**Nol  indeed/' 

"  How  fooUsh  to  suspect  you,  was  it  not  ?  You  shall  have 
the  grapes  all  the  same/' 

"  Oh,  thank  you :  they  come  from  Beaurepaire  ?  " 

"Yes.  Good  bye.  Don't  be  sad.  They  will  eome  out 
again  as  soon  as  they  can  afford  the  mourning :  *'  she  added, 
with  sudden  warmth — *'  you  have  not  lost  my  clout  ?  " 

«NoI  no!" 

**  Yoa  had  better  give  it  me  back :  then  my  mind  will  be 
at  eaae/' 

"  Ko,  eicuse  me  i  it  is  my  only  way  of  getting  a  word 
with  you," 

**  Why,  you  have  never  used  it" 

"  But  I  may  want  to  any  day/' 

Jacintha,  as  she  went  home  with  her  empty  basket,  knitted 
her  black  brows,  and  recalled  the  scene,  and  argued  the 
matter  pro  and  con. 

^  I  don't  know  why  he  should  face  it  out  like  that  with  me 
if  it  was  he.  Ah !  but  he .  would  have  been  jealous,  and  a 
deal  more  inquisitive  if  it  was  not  he.  Well,  any  way  I 
have  put  him  off  his  guard,  and  won't  I  watch  him  I  If  it 
is  he,  111  teach  him  to  try  and  draw  the  wool  over  Jacintha's 
eyes,  and  she  his  iriend — ^the  monster." 

Fortune  co-operated  with  these  malignant  views.  This 
very  evening  Dard  declared  himself — that  is,  after  proposing 
by  implication  and  probable  inference  for  the  last  seven  years, 
he  made  a  direct  offer  of  his  hand  and  digestive  organs. 

Now  this  gave  Jacintha  great  pleasure.  She  could  have 
kissed  the  little  fellow  on  the  spot 

So  she  said,  in  an  off-hand  way — 

**  Well  Dard,  if  I  were  to  take  anyone,  it  should  be  yoa : 
but  I  have  pretty  well  made  up  my  mind  not  to  mairy  at  all : 
St  aH  events  till  my  mistress  can  spare  me." 
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^  Gammon!''  shouted  Dard,  ^that  is  what  thej  all  say." 

"  Welly  what  eyerybodj  says  must  be  true,"  said  Jaciutha 
eqnlTocating  unworthily. 

"  Not  unless  they  stick  to  it,"  objected  Dard.  "  And  that 
is  a  song  they  all  drop  at  the  church  door,  when  they  do  get 
a  chance." 

**  Welly  I  am  not  in  such  a  hurry  as  to  snap  at  such  a  small 
chance,"  retorted  Jadntha,  with  a  toss  of  her  head. 

So  then  the  polite  swain  had  to  mollify  her. 

"  Well,  Dard,"  said  she,  "one  good  turn  deserves  another : 
if  I  am  to  marry  you  what  will  you  do  for  me  ?  " 

Dard  gave  a  glowing  description  of  what  he  would  do  for 
her  as  soon  as  she  was  his  wife. 

She  let  him  know  that  was  not  the  point :  what  would  he 
do  for  her  Jirsi, 

He  would  do  anything— everything. 

We  do  know 

When  the  blood  burns  how  prodigal  the  heart 
Lends  the  tongae  vows. — Hamlbt. 

This  brought  the  contracting  parties  to  an  understanding. 

First,  under  a  vow  of  secresy,  she  told  him  young  Riviere 
was  in  love  with  Josephine,  and  she  was  his  confidante ;  then 
she  told  him  how  the  youth  had  insulted  her  by  attempting 
to  deceive  her  about  the  purse ;  and,  finally,  Dard  must  watch 
his  movements  by  night  and  day,  that  between  them  they 
might  catch  him  out 

Dard  made  a  wry  &ce — doltu  kUet  in  generalihu — [free 
translati<»i— -^  anything  means  nothing ; "]  when  he  vowed  to 
do  anything,  everything,  what  not,  and  such  small  phrases, 
he  never  intended  to  do  anything  in  particular :  but  he  was 
in  for  it :  and  sentinel  and  spy  were  added  to  his  little  odd 
jobs.  For  the  latter  office  his  apparent  stolidity  qualified 
him,  and  so  did  his  petty  but  real  astuteness ;  moreover,  he 
was  daily  primed  by  Jacintha — a  good  soul,  but  no  Nicodema. 
Meantime  St  Aubin  upheld  Perrin  as  the  secret  benefactor, 
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1  bade  them  all  observe  that  since  that  day  the  notary  had 

fer  been  to  the  chateau^ 

The  donoi^  whoever  he  was,  little  knew  the  pain  Ije  was 
dieting  on  Ihis  d  iff  tressed  hut  proud  fiimily  ;  or  the?  hard 
Utle  that  en  sued  between  tJieir  necesisitie.s  and  their  deli- 
icy  ! !  The  tan  gold  pieces  were  a  perpetual  templauon ;  a 
aily  conflict. 

The  words  that  aceompanied  the  donation  oflered  an  ex- 
cuse,  and  their  poverty  enforced  iL  Their  pride  and  dignity 
oppoised  it ;  but  these  bright  bits  of  gold  co^t  them  many  a 
sharp  pang. 

The  figures  Jaeintha  laid  before  Riviere  wene  purely  im- 
Agiuary.  A  mere  ])ortion  of  the  twu  hundred  traocs  would 
have  enabled  the  poor  girU  to  keep  up  appeariinces  with  the 
outside  world,  and  yet  to  mourn  their  father  openly-  And  it 
went  through  and  through  those  tender,  simple  hearUi^  to 
think  that  they  must  be  disimited^-even  in  so  small  a  thing 
as  dres^s ;  that  while  their  mother  remp^ed  in  her  weed^, 
they  must  seem  no  longer  to  share  her  ^    e. 

The  haroness  knew  their  feeling,  and  nilt  lis  piety,  and  yet 
must  not  say — take  Hve  of  these  bita  of  goldf  and  let  us  all 
look  what  we  art? — one. 

Yet  in  tJiJe,  as  in  everything  else,  they  eame  to  he  all  of 
one  mind.  They  resisted,  they  struggled,  and  with  a  wrench 
they  conquered  day  hy  day. 

At  last,  by  general  consent,  they  locked  up  the  tempter, 
and  looked  at  it  no  more* 

But  the  httle  bit  of  paper  met  a  kinder  fate*  Laure  made 
a  little  frame  for  it,  and  it  was  kepi  in  a  drawer  in  the  salon : 
and  often  looked  at  and  blessed,  Tlieir  mother  had  debi>aired 
of  human  IHendship,  and  with  desfiondeney  on  her  lips  she 
bad  found  ihis  paper  viith  the  sacred  word  "friend ''  written 
on  it :  it  fell  all  ill  a  moment  on  their  aching  hearts^ 

They  eon  Id  not  tell  whence  it  oame — this  blessed  word. 

But  who  can  tell  whence  come©  the  dew  ? 

Science  is  in  two  muwis  about  thai- 
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Then  let  me  go  with  the  Poets ;  who  saj  it  comes  from 
Heaven :  we  shall  not  go  far  wrong  assigning  any  good  thing 
to  that  soarce.  ^ 

And  even  so  that  sweet  word  Friend  dropped  like  the  dew 
fixMn  Heaven  on  these  afflicted  ones. 

So  thej  locked  the  potent  gold  away  from  themselves,  and 
took  the  kind  slip  of  paper  to  their  hearts.    Arttto  va. 

The  fortnight  elapsed  and  Jacintha  was  no  ¥ri8er.  She 
had  to  beg  a  respite.  Laure  conceded  it  with  an  austere 
brow,  smiling  inwardly. 

Meantime  Dard,  Jadntha's  little  odd  sentinel,  spy,  gar- 
dener, lover,  and  all  that,  wormed  himself  with  rustic  cunning 
into  the  statesboy's  confidence. 

Treachery  m^  its  retribotion.  The  statesboy  made  him 
bis  &ctotam — i.  e.  yet  another  set  of  little  odd  jobs  fell  on 
him.  He  had  always  been. struck  by  their  natural  variety : 
bat  now  what  with  Jacintha's  and  what  with  Riviere's  they 
seemed  infinite. 

At  one  hour  he  would  be  holding  a  long  chain  while  Ri- 
viere measured  the  lands  of  Beaurepaire :  at  another  he 
would  be  set  to  pump  a  fanner.  Then  it  would  be,  "  hack 
Dard!"  this  meant  he  was  to  stand  in  a  crescent  while 
Edouard  wrote  a  long  calculation  or  made  a  sketch  upon 
him,  compendious  writing  desk. 

Then  oh  I  luxury  of  luxuries,  he  the  laziest  of  the  human 
race,  though  through  the  malice  of  fate  the  hardest  worked, 
had  to  call  citizen  Riviere  in  the  morning ! 

At  night  after  all  his  toil  he  could  count  upon  the  refresh- 
ment of  being  scolded  by  Jacintha  because  he  brought  home 
the  wrong  sort  of  information,  and  had  not  the  talent  to  coin 
the  right.  He  did  please  her  twice  though :  the  first  time 
was  when  he  told  her  they  were  measuring  the  lands  of 
Beaurepaire :  and  again  when  he  found  out  the  young  citi- 
zen's salary,  four  hundred  francs  on  the  1st  of  every  month. 

<<  That  brat  to  have  four  hundred  francs  a  month ! "  cried 
Jacintha.    *<  Dard  I  will  give  you  a  good  supper  to-night" 


110  WHrr«  LtES. 

Dard  believed  in  her  affection  for  s  moment,  for  with  one 
of  his  kidney  the  proof  of  the  pudding,  && 

''  And  whil^  I  am  cooking  it  here  \s  a  little  job  for  jou — 
to  fill  op  the  time." 

**Ughr 

Jaeintha  hswl  hkcked  twenty  yards  of  string,  and  cut  down 

f  a  dozen  bells  that  were  never  used  now, 

^Tou  shall  put  them  up  again  when  times  mend/'  said 
ehe« 

All  Dard  had  to  do  now  was  to  draw  a  wide  magic  circle 
all  around  the  lemon  tree,  and  so  fix  the  beUs  that  thej 
ehoutd  be  out  of  sight,  and  should  ring  if  a  foot  came  against 
the  invisible  string. 

This  Hide  odd  job  was  from  that  night  incorporated  into 
Dard's  daily  existence.  He  had  to  set  the  trap  and  bells  at 
dusk  every  evening,  and  from  that  moment  till  bed-time  Ja- 
dntha  went  about  her  work  with  half  her  mind  out  of  doors 
— half  in,  and  her  ear  on  full  cock. 

One  day  St  Aubin  met  the  notary  ambling.  He  stopped 
him,  and  holding  up  his  finger  said  playfully — 

"  We  have  found  you  out" 

The  notary  turned  pale. 

"  Oh  I "  cried  the  doctor,  this  is  pushing  sensibility  too  far." 

The  notary  stammered. 
.   "A  good  action  done  slily  is  none  the  less  a  good  action." 

This  explanation  completed  the  notary's  mystification. 

"  But  you  are  a  worthy  man,"  cried  St  Aubin,  warming. 

The  notary  bowed. 

"  They  cannot  profit  by  your  liberality,  but  they  feel  it 
deeply.  And  you  will  be  rewarded  in  a  better  world.  It  is 
I  who  tell  you  so.*' 

The  notary  muttered  indistinctly.  He  was  a  man  of 
moderate  desires;  would  have  been  quite  content  if  there 
had  been  no  other  world  in  perspective.  He  had  studied 
this,  and  made  it  pay— did  not  desire  a  better — sometimes 
feared  a  worse. 
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Ill 


**Ah  I  **  said  Monsieur  St  Aubin,  ''  I  see  how  it  is ;  we  do 
not  like  to  hear  ourselves  pndsed,  do  we  ?  When  shall  we 
see  joa  at  the  chateau  ?  " 

^As  soon  as  I  have  good  news  to  bring."  And  Perrin, 
anxious  to  avoid  such  a  shower  of  oomplimentSi  spurred  the 
dun,  and  cantered  awaj. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

''Mademoiselle  Laure t ** 

**  Who  13  that  ?  " 

**  Me,  mfuiemoiselle  ?  " 

**And  wha  is  me  ?  " 

**  Jacmtha*     Are  you  sleepy,  mademoiselle  ?  " 

"Ah,  yes  r 

**  Then  don't  I — ^you  must  rise  directly." 

«  Must  I  ?     Why  ?     Ah  I  the  chateau  is  on  fire  ! " 

"  No !  no ! — ^great  news.  I  may  be  mistaken,  but  I  don't 
think  I  am — I  am  sure  not,  however." 

"Ah  I  the  purse  ! — the  purse  I " 

"  No  other  thing.  Listen,  mademoiselle.  Dard  lias 
watched  a  certain  person  this  month  past,  by  my  orders. 
Well,  mademoiselle,  last  night  he  got  his  pay — four  hundred 
francs — and  what  do  you  think,  he  told  Dard  he  must  be 
called  an  hour  before  daybreak.  Something  must  be  up — 
something  is  up  !  " 

"  That  thing  is  me  I "  cried  Laure.  "  Behold,  /  am  up ! 
You,  good  girl,  when  did  you  know  all  this  ?  " 

"  Only  since  last  night" 

"  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  last  night,  then  ?  " 

"  I  had  more  sense.     You  would  not  have  slept  a  wink.  I- 
haven't.     Mademoiselle,  there  is  no  time  to  spare ;  why,  the 
sun  will  be  up  in  a  few  minutes.     How  quick  could  you 
dress  to  save  your  life  ?  "  asked  Jacintha,  a  little  fretfully ; 
"  in  half  an  hour  ?  " 

"  In  half  a  minute,"  cried  Laure ;  "  fly  and  get  Josephine 
up ;  there  will  be  tlie  struggle  ! " 
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Laure  dressed  herself  furioaslj,  and  glided  to  Josephine's 
room.  She  found  her  languidly  arranging  herself  in  the 
usual  style. 

Laure  flew  at  her  like  a  tiger-cat,  pinned  her  and  hooked 
her,  and  twisted  her  ahout  at  a  rare  rate. 

Josephine  smiled  and  yawned. 

While  the  sprightly  Hebe  was  thus  expediting  the  languid 
Venus,  a  bustle  of  feet  was  heard  overhead,  and  down  came 
Jafdntha  red  as  fire. 

^  Oh,  mesdemoiselles  I  I  have  been  on  the  leads.  There 
is  somebody  coming  from  the  village — ^I  spied  from  behind 
the  chimney.  There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose — the  sun  is  up, 
too." 

^But  I  am  not  dressed,  my  girL" 

<^Then  you  must  come  undressed,**  said  Jacintha, 
brusquely. 

^  I  feel  as  if  I  shouid  come  undressed,"  said  Josephine, 
quietly.  ^  You  have  not  half  fastened  me.  There,  don't  let 
me  detain  you — go  without  me." 

^Hear  to  that  I"  remonstrated  Jacintha;  ^and  it  is  for 
her  the  man  does  it  alL" 

**  For  her?" 

"Forme?" 

''Yes!  mademoiscDe,  tor  you.  Is  that  wonderful ?  You 
look  at  yourself  in  the  glass,  and  that  will  explain  alL  No, 
don't,  or  we  shaB  be  too  late.  Now,  ladies,  come  to  your 
hiding  place." 

"What  I  are  we  to  hide?  " 

"  Why,  you  don't  think  he  will  do  it,  if  he  sees  you,  made- 
moiselle. Besides,  how  are  you  to  catch  him  unless  I  put 
you  in  ambush  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  good  girl,"  cried  Laure.  "  Here,  then,  is  one 
that  originates  ideas-r-this  is  fun." 

"  I  would  rather  dispense  with  that  part  of  her  idea,"  said 
Josephine.  "What  can  I  say  to  one  I  do  not  know,  even  if 
I  catch  him— which  I  hope  I  shall  not  ?  " 
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« 

"  Oh,  we  have  not  caught  bim  yet,"  said  JacbthEi ;  and  if 
you  do,  it  wonU  be  *  1/  it  will  be  *  we.'  You  wiJl  be  m  bold 
as  liona  wlien  you  find  yourselves  two  to  one,  and  om  your 
own  ground.     One  and  one  laake  fifteen  1  '* 

^*  One  and  one  make  fiftec'n  ?  Laure^  you  are  dreaeed, 
demand  an  explanation — ^ond  lend  me  a  pin/* 

"  I  mean  one  young  lady  alongside  another  young  lady 
bas  l]\e  courage  of  fifteen  separate." 

Jacintha  now  took  the  conduct  of  the  expedition.  She  led 
her  young  miatressses  on  tiptoe  to  the  great  oak  tree-  In 
with  you 3  my  ladies,  and  as  slill  as  mice.'* 

They  caai  a  comic  look  at  one  another,  and  obeyed  the 
general 

**  Now,"  said  Jaeuitba,  "  if  it  h  all  right,  I  shan't  stir^ — 
if  k  is  all  wrong,  I  shall  come  and  teJl  you*  Mother  of 
Heaven,  there  is  your  blind  up— if  he  sees  that,  he  will 
know  you  are  up.  I  fly  to  draw  it  down — adieu,  mesde- 
moiselles." 

*'  She  is  not  coming  back,  Josephine  ?  " 

"  No,  my  sister." 

^  Then  my  heart  beats,  that  is  alL  Also,  Imagine  ua  pop- 
ping out  on  a  stranger  I  " 

"  Such  a  phrase  I — ^my  sister ! " 

"  It  popped  out,  my  sister  I " 

^'  Before  we  even  think  of  any  thing  else,  be  so  kind  as  to 
fasten  one  or  two  of  these  hooks  properly ;  should  we  reaUy 
decide  to  charge  the  foe,  it  would  be  well  to  have  as  little 
disorder  in  our  own  lines  as  possible,"  and  Josephine's  lip 
made  a  little  curl  that  was  inestimably  beautiful.  Laure 
obeyed.  During  the  process,  Josephine  delivered  herself,  in 
a  faint  sort  of  way,  of  what  follows — 

**  See  nevertheless,  how  hard  it  is  for  our  sex  to  resist 
energy.  Jacintha  is  our  servant ;  but  she  has  energy  and 
decision ;  this  young  woman,  my  supposed  inferior,  willed 
that  I  should  be  in  an  absurd  position ;  what  is  the  conse- 
quence?     A  minute  ago  I  was  in  bed-^now  I  am  here 


WHITB  LIES.  115 

— aad  the  intarvening^  events  are  a  blank" — (a  little 
yawn,) 

^  Josephine,"  said  Laure  gravely,  ^  such  small  talk  m  too 
fearful  in  this  moment  of  horrible  agitation.  A  sudden 
thought !  How  oome  70a  to  be  so  frightfuUj  calm  and  com- 
posed, you,  the  greater  pdtrooo  of  the  two  by  ever  so  much." 

'^  By  a  hair^B  breadth,  for  instance." 

"  I  see — ^you  have  dedded  not  to  move  from  this  ambush, 
oome  what  may.  Double  coward  and  traitress,  that  is  why 
you  are  cool.  I  flutter  because  at  bottom  I  am  brave,  be- 
cause I  mean  to  descend  like  an  eagle  on  him — and  fall  dead 
with  fright  at  his  feet" 

**  Be  tranquil — nobody  is  coming — be  reasonable.  What 
ground  have  we  for  supposing  anyone  will  come  here  this 
morning?" 

^  Josephine,"  cried  Laure  eagerly,  ^  that  girl  knows  more 
than  she  has  told  us ;  she  is  in  earnest.  Depend  upon  it,  as 
she  says,  there  is  Something  up.  Kiss  me,  dear,  that  will 
give  you  courage — oh  I  how  my  heart  beats,  and  remember 
^  one  and  one  make — how  many  ?  ' " 

*♦  How  many  figures  do  one  cypher  added  to  anoth — ^hush ! 
hush ! "  cried  Josephine,  in  a  loud,  agitated  whisper,  and  held 
up  a  quivering  hand,  and  her  glorious  bosom  began  to 
heave ;  she  pointed  several  times  in  rapid  succession  west- 
ward through  the  tree.  In  a  moment  Laure  had  her  eye 
glued  to  a  little  hole  in  the  tree.  Josephine  had  instinctively 
drawn  back  from  a  much  larger  aperture,  through  which  she 
feared  she  could  be  seen. 

"  Yes,"  cried  Laure,  in  a  trembling  whisper. 

A  figure  stood  in  the  park,  looking  over  the  little  gate  into 
the  Pleasance. 

Josephine  kept  away  from  the  larger  aperture  through 
which  she  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  him.  Laure  kept  lookuig 
through  the  little  hole,  and  back  at  Josephine,  alternately ; 
the  figure  never  moved. 

The  Boapeose  lasted  several  minutes. 
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Presently,  Xaure  made  a  sudden  movement,  and  withdrew 
from  her  peep-hole  j  and  at  the  game  moment  Josephine 
could  ju^t  hear  the  gate  open* 

The  girb  came  top^ther  bj  one  in&tinct  in  the  centre  of 
the  tree,  but  did  not  dare  to  speak,  scarce  to  breathe.  After 
&  while,  Laure  ventured  cautiously  to  her  peep-hole  again ; 
but  she  recoiled  as  if  shot ;  he  was  walking  straight  for  the 
oak  tree.  She  made  a  terrified  signal  to  Joseplune  accord- 
ingly. He  passed  slowlj  out  of  .sight,  and  ihe  next  time  she 
peeped  she  could  no  longer  teU  where  he  waSp  Then  the 
cautious  Josephine  listened  at  the  side  of  the  east  fissure,  and 
Lanre  squinted  through  the  little  hole  in  case  he  should  come 
into  slight  again.  While  thus  employed,  she  felt  a  violent 
pinch,  and  Josephine  had  seized  her  by  the  shoulder  and  was 
dragifing  her  into  one  corner  at  the  side  of  the  e:i^t  fis^un-. 
They  were  in  the  very  act  of  crouching  and  flattening  each 
into  her  own  corner,  when  a  man's  shadow  came  slap  into 
the  tree  between  them,  and  there  remained.  Each  put  a 
hand  quick  and  hard  against  her  mouth,  or  each  would  have 
screamed  out  when  the  shadow  joined  them,  forerunner,  no 
doubt,  of  the  man  himself. 

They  glared  down  at  it,  and  crouched  and  trembled — ^they 
had  not  bargained  for  this ;  they  had  hidden  to  catch,  not  to 
be  caught  At  last  they  recovered  sufficient  composure  to 
observe  that  this  shadow,  one  half  of  which  lay  on  the  ground, 
while  the  head  and  shoulders  went  a  little  way  up  the  wall 
of  the  tree,  represented  a  man's  profile,  not  his  front  face. 
The  figure,  in  short,  was  standing  between  them  and  the  sun, 
and  was  contemplating  the  chateau,  not  the  tree. 

Still,  when  the  shadow  took  off  its  hat  to  Josephine,  she 
would  have  screamed  if  she  had  not  bitten  her  plump  hand 
instead. 

It  wiped  its  brow  with  a  handkerchief;  it  had  walked  fast, 
poor  thing  !     The  next  moment  it  was  away. 

Sic  transit  gloria  mundi. 

They  looked  at  one  another  and  panted.     They  dared  not 
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before.  Then  Lanre,  with  one  hand  on  her  heaving  bosom, 
fihook  her  little  white  fist  yiciouslj  at  where  the  figure  must 
be,  and  perhaps  a  comical  desire  of  vengeance  stimulated  her 
curiosity.  She  now  glided  through  the  fissure  like  a  cautious 
panther  from  her  den ;  and  noiseless  and  supple  as  a  serpent 
b^an  to  wind  dowlj  round  the  tree.  She  soon  came  to  a 
great  protaberance.  Her  bright  eye  peeped  round  it ;  her 
lithe  body  woiked  into  the  hollow,  and  was  invisible  to  him 
she  was  watching.  Josephine,  a  yard  behind  her,  clung  also 
to  the  oak,  and  waited  with  glowing  eye  and  cheek  for 
signals. 

The  cantioiis  visitor  had  surveyed  the  ground,  had  strolled 
with  mock  carelessness  round  the  oak,  and  was  now  safe  at 
his  goaL  He  was  seen  to  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  to  draw 
something  oat  and  drop  it  under  the  lemon  tree ;  this  done, 
he  was  heard  to  vent  a  little  innocent  chuckle  of  intense 
satisfaction,  but  of  brief  duration.  For  the  very  moment  she 
saw  the  purse  leave  his  hand,  Laure  made  a  rapid  signal  to 
Josephine  to  wheel  round  the  other  side  of  the  tree,  and, 
starting  together  with 'admirable  concert,  both  the  daughters 
of  Beaurepaire  swooped  on  him  from  opposite  sides. 

His  senses  were  too  quick,  and  too  much  on  the  alert,  not 
to  hear  the  rustle  the  moment  they  stalled ;  but  it  was  too 
late  then.  They  did  not  walk  up  to  him,  or  even  run.  They 
came  so  fast  Uiey  must,  I  think,  have  fancied  they  were  run- 
ning away  instead  of  charging. 

He  knew  nothing  about  their  past  tremors.  All  he  saw 
or  heard  was — a  rustle,  then  a  flap  on  each  side,  as  of  great 
wings,  and  two  lovely  women  were  upon  him  with  angelic 
swiftness. 

"  Ah  I "  he  cried  out,  with  a  start  of  terror,  and  glanced 
from  the  first  comer,  Laure,  to  the  park.  His  instinctive 
idea  was  to  run  that  way.  But  Josephine  was  on  that  side, 
caught  the  look,  and  put  up  her  hand,  as  much  as  to  say, 
«  You  can't  pass  here." 

In  such  sitnations,  the  mind  works  quicker  than  lightning. 
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The  moment  oar  heroines,  who,  in  that  desperation  which 
is  one  of  the  occasional  forms  of  cowardice,  had  hurled 
themselyes  on  the  foe,  saw  thej  had  caught  a  Chinese  and 
not  a  Tartar,  flash — the  quick-witted  poltroons  exchanged  a 
streak  of  purple  lightning  over  the  abashed  and  drooping 
head,  and  were  two  lionesses  of  valour  and  dignity  in  less 
than  half  a  moment 

It  was  with  the  quiet  composure  of  loftj  and  powerful 
natures  that  Josephine  opened  on  him. 

He  gave  a  little  wince  when  the  first  rich  tone  struck  his  ear. 

"  Compose  yourself,  monsieur ;  and  be  so  good  as  to  tell 
OS  who  you  are  ?  " 

Edonard  must  answer.  Now  he  could  not  speak  through 
his  hands ;  and  he  could  not  face  a  brace  of  lionesses  ;  so  he 
took  a  middle  course,  removed  one  hand,  and  shading  himself 
from  Josephine  with  the  other,  he  gasped  out — 

"  I  am — ^my  name  is  Riviere ;  and  I — I— oh  I  ladies  I " 

^  Don't  be  frightened,"  said  Laure,  with  an  air  of  imperial 
demency,  "  we  are  not  very  angry." 

^Ah  !  thank  you  mademoiselle." 

**  So,"  resumed  Josephine,  "  tell  us  what  interest  have  you 
in  the  fortunes  of  the  Baroness  de  Beanrepaire  ?  " 

**  I  am  so  confused,  or  I  could  perhaps  answer.  Madem- 
oiselle forgive  me ;  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  I  seem  not  to 
have  an  idea  left  Suffer  me  then,  with  the  greatest  respect^ 
to  take  my  lean^*    And  he  was  for  becking. 
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«  Kot  jet,  monsieur,"  said  Josephine.     "  Laure  I " 

Laure  went  off,  looking  behind  her  eveff  now  and  \hexL. 

After  a  long  silence,  Edouard  muttered — 

**  Do  you  forgive  me,  niajclemoiselte  ?  " 

**  Yes/*     Josepkme  coloured  and  was  not  quite  so  stately. 

s  added — ^^  We  should  indeed  be  harsh  judges,  monsieur, 

we — ah  I  here  t*  Laure  with  the  other.   Take  these  twenty 

lis  which  you  have  been  so  kind  m  to  leave  here,"  And 
Jaer  creamy  hand  held  him  out  the  two  purser. 

The  boy  started  back  and  put  up  both  liis  hands  in  a  sup- 
plicatory attitude* 

**  Oh  no  I  ladies- — do  not — pray  do  not  I  Let  me  speak  to 
yott.  My  ideas  are  coming  back*  I  think  I  can  say  a  word 
or  two  now,  though  not  as  I  could  wish.  Do  not  reject  my 
friendship.  You  are  alone  in  the  world  ;  your  father  is  dead ; 
your  mother  has  but  you  to  lean  on.  After  all,  I  am  your 
neighbour,  and  neighbours  should  be  friends.  And  I  am 
your  debtor ;  I  owe  you  more  than  you  could  ever  owe  me  ; 
for  ever  since  I  came  into  this  neighbourhood  I  have  been 
happy.  Oh  I  no  man  was  ever  so  happy  as  I,  ever  since 
one  day  I  met  you  out  walking.  A  single  glance,  a  single 
smile  from  an  angel  has  done  this  for  me.  I  owe  all  my 
good  thoughts,  if  I  have  any,  to  her.  Before  I  saw  her,  I 
vegetated — ^now  I  live.  And  you  talk  of  twenty  louis — ^well 
then  yes !  I  will  obey  you — ^I  wiU  take  them  back.  So  then 
you  will  perhaps  be  generous  in  your  turn.  Since  you 
mortify  me  in  this,  you  will  grant  what  you  can  grant  without 
hurting  your  pride ;  you  will  accept  my  service,  my  devo- 
tion. You  have  no  brother — I  have  no  sister.  Let  me  be 
your  brother — and  your  servant  for  ever." 

'' Monsieur  Riviere,"  said  Josephine,  with  her  delicate 
curl  of  her  lip,  "  you  offer  us  too  much,  and  we  have  too 
little  to  give  you  in  return.  Ours  is  a  falling  house, 
and " 

^  No !  no !  mademoiselle,  you  mistake — ^you  are  imposed 
upon.    You  £Euicy  jot  are  poor— others  that  do  not  care  for 
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yon  say  $o  too;  but  I,  who  owe  jua  so  mucb,  1  liave  looked 
vlemev  ijito  your  itiierest^ — ^your  esUfe  b  grossJy  misman- 
age ;  Cor^ve  me  for  saying  so,  You  are  rich  at  this  mo- 
ut  If  you  hii^  but  n  frwtid — n  man  of  buimess^  You  are 
ealed  throu*|b  thk-k  aud  tiiin — it  k  tibominable — anil  no 
woader :  you  are  wometit  a«d  donH  understaud  buaine^ — 
you  are  aristocrats  aiiJ  8cor«  it.'* 

**  He  in  no  fuolj"  siiid  I^iiure,  naively. 
**ADd  you  bauUb  me  who  could  be  of  §ucli  service  to  you 
to  Mii^ilaine  the  Biirotiess.     Yet  you  say  you  forgive  my 
officioiifine^gf  hut  1  fear  you  do  not.    Ah  I  iio,  tliis  vile  monay 
hua  rtdnLnl  me  witli  you.** 

•*  Ko  J  monsieur,  no  I — ^you  have  earned  and  well  merited 
our  esteem.*' 

**  Bm  uot  your  acquaioEance  ?  ** 
The  ladies  both  looked  down  a  little  ashamed* 
'^Scc  now,'*  said  the  hoy  bitterly,  "how  rcasooable  eti 
quf-tte  is.  If  I  bwl  happened  to  dine  at  some  house 
ibere  you  rJined.  and  some  perj^n  whom  neillier  of  m  re- 
acted bad  said  to  you*  *  Sutfer  me  to  present  Monsieur 
Edoumrd  RiTiere  to  you,*  I  should  baye  the  honour  and 
ldea»iug  of  your  acquaintance — that  would  have  been  ao  in- 
lnodtftccion — ^but  all  this  k  none^ — and  you  will  uever,  never 
eak  to  me  again.'* 

*•  lie  is  any  Uiing  but  a  fool !  **  said  Laure. 
A  look  of  aident  gratitude  from  Kdouard. 
^  He  h  very  young,"  iaid  Josephine,  *'  and  thinks  to  giv© 
tiety  new  rule*  j  eodety  is  loo  strong  to  be  dictated  to  by 
Inm  or  yoit ;  let  us  be  serioujs ;  approach,  Monsieur  Edou- 
aid," 

Edouard  came  a  little  nearer,  and  fixed  two  beseeching 
eyea  on  her  a  momenti  Uien  lowered  them. 

"  Er«  we  part,  and  part  we  must — ^for  your  path  lim  one 
w»y,  oijfs  another — ^hear  roe,  who  speak  in  the  name  of  all 
thk  mncieiii  bouse.     Yoiir  name  is  not  quite  new  to  me — ^I 
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believe  you  are  a  Republican  officer,  monsieur ;  but  you 
have  acted  en  gentU  hommeJ' 

^  Mademoiselle '* 

*^May  your  career  be  brilliant  Monsieur  Edouard !  may 
those  you  have  been  taught  to  serve,  and  whom  you  greatly 
honour  by  serving,  be  more  grateful  to  you  than  circum- 
stances permit  this  family  to  be ;  we,  who  were  beginning 
to  despair  of  human  goodness,  thank  you  monsieur  for  show* 
ing  us  the  world  is  still  embellished  with  hearts  like  yours  ! " 
And  she  suddenly  held  him  out  her  hand  like  a  pitying 
goddess,  her  purple  eye  dwelling  on  him  with  all  the  heaven 
of  sentiment  in  it. 

He  bowed  his  head  over  her  hand  and  kissed  it  again 
and  again. 

"  You  will  make  him  cry,  that  will  be  the  next  thing," 
said  Laure  with  a  little  gulp. 

^  No  I  no ! "  said  Josephine,  '^  he  is  too  much  of  a  man  to 
cry." 

^  Oh !  no  mademoiselle,  I  will  not  expose  myself." 

*^  And  see,"  said  Josephine,  in  a  motherly  tone,  "  though 
we  return  your  poor  gold,  we  keep  both  purses  ;  Laure  takes 
this  one,  my  mother  and  I  this  one ;  they  will  he  out  souvenirs 
of  one  who  wished  to  oblige  without  humiliating  us." 

"  And  I  think,"  said  Laure,  "  as  his  gold  is  so  fugitive  I 
had  better  imprison  it  in  this  purse,  which  I  have  just  made 
— there — it  would  be  uncourteous  to  return  him  his  money 
loose  you  know  I " 

"  Ah  I  mademoiselle,  what  goodness  I  Oh !  be  assured  it 
shall  be  put  to  no  such  base  use  as  carrying  money." 

^  Adieu,  then,  Monsieur  Riviere  I " 

The  two  sisters  were  now  together,  their  arms  round  one 
another. 

"  MademoiseUe  Laure,  Mademoiselle  Josephine,  conceive 
if  you  can  my  happiness,  and  my  disappointment — adieu  ! — 
adieu ! — adieu  I " 

He  was  gone  as  slowly  and  unwillingly  as  it  is  possible  to 
go. 


WHITK    Llia. 


in 


**  Ifiaecesgible  1 "  said  be  to  hjinsair  mdiy,  as  he  went 
[  sbwlj  home  j  **  qaite  iiiacce^8ib]e  I  Yet  there  waft  a  motiit^iii 
kifier  ihe  (ir»t  surprise  wliun  I  Lbought--*lmt  no.  All  the 
IsbaiBe  of  such  a  surprlf^e,  aiid  j el  I  am  no  tiearar  th^m  iLrin 
[beibre,  I  am  very  tinhappj  1  No  1  I  am  not.  I  am  the 
appiest  man  m  France." 

rh^u  he  aeted  tlie  scene  all  over  again,  only  more  adroitly, 

I  blushed  again  at  hk  want  of  presence  of  mmd^  und  cimh 
Oocted  speeches  for  imsi  u^e,  and  was  liol  avid  cold   hy  tiirn^. 

**  Poor  boy,'*  said  Jo&epbine,  "  iie  is  gone  away  &ad,  and 
that  liad  saddened  me^  But  I  did  my  duty,  and  be  will  yet 
piive  to  t batik  me  for  freesring  at  ouce  an  attacbment  I  could 
f  never  have  requiltrr^." 

**  Have  you  finbbed  your  ofaservatiotM,  love  ? "  u$ked 
,  Lnure  drily, 

*'  Yes,  Laure/* 

*"  Then — lo  hnsinesg*" 

"  To  business  ?  ** 

•*  Yes  I — no  !  don't  go  In  yet*     A  littlfl  arrangement  be* 

*  twecn  o«  two  arbei  necessarily  out  of  thb  affair — that  b  bow 

lbi$  notary  talkw — and  it  h  as  wl*11  to  si-tlle  it  at  once,  my  I; 

becau^e^  love^  in  a  day  or  two,  you  know,  it  migbl  be  too 

kte — abi?m  J " 

** But  settle  what?" 

•*  Which  of  ue  two  takes  him,  dear — that  b  all/' 

*' Takers  whom  ?" 

Bard  1  "   explained  Laure,  demurely,  lowering  her 

Josephine  glared  with  wonder  and  eomical  horror  upon 
mmx.     And  afler  a  long  look  too  bfg  for  words. 


•^Ncatt  did  I  not  understand  Jacintha  to  my  that  it  was 
line  the  poor  child  dreams  of?'"* 

**  Oh !  you  shall  have  bira  my  sbter/'  put  in  the  »ly  minx 
[wannlT,  **  if  y»^"  bi^ri^t  on  it." 

-  What  words  are  Lbeae  ?    I  shall  b«  angry  at  tlie  end.** 
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*^  I   must  not  annoy  jou  by  too  great  importtitiity, 

J  L  have  only  to  say  you  decline  bim*** 

dm  ?  poor  boy  I     He  has  never  asked  me." 
^^  «»,  on  one  [>refence  or  another,  you  decline  to  da- 

I 

-j^ow  dare  you,  Laure  ?     Of  course  I  decline  him." 

rhftiik  you,  niy  sijjter/'  cried  Laure  h«stUy,  and  kissed 

h        **  it  is  the  pi-ettiest  present  you  ever  gave  me^ — except 

love.     Ah  I  what  is  that  on  your  liand  ?     It  ia  wet — it 

:s  liJte  the  dew  on  a  lily*     It  ia  a  tear  from  his  eye — you 

woman." 
No  I  it  was  wlien  I  spoke  kindly  to  Iiim^     I  remember 
now,  I  did  feel  something  I     Poor  child  I  " 

^'^  lleart  of  marble  1  that  afieets  pity — an  hour  after*  Stay  I 
since  our  agreement,  this  belongs  to  me : "  and  she  drew  out 
a  back  comb,  and  down  fell  a  mass  of  rich  brown  hair.  She 
swept  the  dew  off  the  lily  with  it,  and  did  it  up  again  with  a 
turn  of  the  hand.     Josephine  sighed  deeply. 

"  My  sister,  you  frighten  me.  Do  not  run  thus  wantonly 
to  the  edge  of  a  precipice.  Take  warning  by  me.  Oh,  why 
did  we  come  out.     Jacintha,  what  have  you  done  ! !  " 

^'  This,  dear  Josephine,  with  her  misgivings  I  confess,  you 
take  me  for  a  fool." 

"  I  take  you  for  a  child  that  will  play  with  fire  if  not  pre- 
vented." 

*^  At  nineteen  and  a  half  one  is  no  longer  a  child.  Oh  I 
the  blindness  of  our  elders  !  I  know  you  by  heart,  Josephine, 
but  you  only  know  a  little  bit  of  me.  You  have  only  ob- 
served the  side  I  turn  to  you,  whom  I  love  better  than  I 
shall  love  any  man.  Keep  your  pity  for  Monsieur  Riviere 
if  ever  he  does  fall  into  my  hands,  not  for  me.  In  a  word 
Josephine,  the  hour  is  come  for  making  you  a  revelation.  T 
am  not  a  child.     I  am  a  woman  ! " 

"Ah !  all  the  worse." 

^  But  not  the  sort  of  woman  you  are — and,  Heaven  be 
tbanked  for  both  our  sakes  I  am  not  I " 
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7o«#phiDe  opened  her  ejes*     **  She  never  tilkei!  like  this 
inc   bpf'ore — tlm  b  your  doing,  Monsieur   R  hi  ere*     Vn- 
h tippy  girl,  what  art!  you  then  ? — not  like  me,  who  love  vou 

►  inir 

••  No,  mj  sister,  I  have  the  honour  to  be  your  oppo&jte," 

**  My  opposite  ! "  cried  Josepliine,  very  ruefully* 

'^  I  am  a  dcTil  1 1  "  eacplained  Laure  m  a  mysterious 
whi¥p«'p  but  with  pei-fect  gravity  and  conviction,  aiming  nX 
Jo.^phioe  with  hef  fore  finger,  to  point  the  r^itiRrk.  She 
allowed  juiit  one  second  for  this  importaut  statement  to  sink 
into  her  sister^i  mind,  I  hen  strRighlway  set  fo  and  gambolled 
in  a  most  elfij^h  way  round  and  round  her  as  Jo!?cp!iine 
morcd  stately  and  thonghtfui  acrn?i«  tJie  gi'a;«s  to  the  chatf^au* 

It  may  well  t)e  -^upf^osed  what  wiis  the  sulyeet  of  eonver- 
ntion  at  breakfast,  and  indeed  all  the  (My.  Tlie  young 
kdie^  however,  drew  only  the  broader  outlines  of  thetr  storj ; 
wiiii  a  natural  rej^erve  they  gave  no  direct  hint  that  they 
thought  5Ion*?itur  Riviere  was  in  love  with  one  of  them. 
They  left  their  hearers  to  Ree  that  or  not  ^s>  might  be* 

The  baroness  on  hec  part  was  not  di^jKJsed  to  put  love 
ideai  into  her  danghiers'  heads ;  she  therefore,  though  too 
8hrt*wd  not  to  suspect  Dan  Cupid's  haml  in  this,  reserved 
her  su^picions^  and  fpc»ke  of  Riviere's  act  as  anyone  mi^ht, 
looking  only  at  its  delicate,  generou?,  ft"*!  disinterested  side. 

j^fale  sagacity,  in  the  person  of  St  Auljint  prided  itself  on 
it»  superior  slirewdness,  hehl  the  same  language  m  the  others, 
bur  smiled  secretly  all  the  time  at  female  credulity, 

S<*arce  three  days  had  elapsed*  three  weary  days  to  a 
friend  of  outp,  when  Jacinth  a,  looking  through  the  kitchen 
window,  saw  the  ^fignnl  of  distreJis  flying  from  a  tree  in  the 
park.  She  »hpped  out,  and  there  was  Edoufird  Riviere* 
Her  tongim  went  oft'  witU  a  clai^h  at  the  moment  ut  contact 
witli  bim*  bke  a  cymhah  First,  she  exulted  over  htm — 
**  How  had  It  answered  trying  to  draw  the  wool  over  tTncln- 
tlt  '  (di?"  then  she  related  her  ovra  sagacity*  tilling 

hh;,  Si  ehamctei^  are  apt  to»  half  the  story.     She  sup- 
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pre..^aed  Dard'a  (share,  for  she  might  want  a  etmilnr  senriee 
from  Dard  again— who  knows  ?  But  she  let  him  know  it 
was  ih<^  who  had  set  the  tadieg  m  amlmsh  at  that  time  in  the 
morning. 

At  thia  ]roung  Riviere  raised  his  hands,  and  eyed  her  as  a 
mortil  alii  gator.  She  faced  the  examination  with  Kolid  com- 
po^^ure,  lips  parted  in  a  brazen  smile,  and  arms  alcimbo> 

**'  Oh  !  Jacintha,  you  can  stand  there  and  tell  me  this  ;  what 
malice  1  all  beeauj^e  ont  of  delicacy,  anisplaced  perhaps,  I  did 
not  like  to  tell  you*" 

*^  So  then  YOU  donH  see  I  have  been  your  best  fiiend,  un- 
gratefully as  you  «?ed  me  ?  ** 

"  iNo,  Jrtcintha,  indeed  I  eannot  see  that — you  have  ruined 
me.     judge  for  youj-t^elf,** 

Then  he  told  ht^r  all  that  had  happened  in  the  Ph^a stance. 
Very  little  of  it  was  news  to  her.  Still  it  interested  and 
excited  her  to  hear  it  all  told  in  a  piece,  and  from  his  point 
of  view. 

"  So  you  see,  my  poor  Jacintha,  you  have  got  me  dismissed, 
kindly,  but  oh  I  so  coldly  and  firmly — all  hope  is  now  dead — 
alas!" 

''Hal  ha!  hal  hal  hal" 

"  Jacintha,  do  you  laugh  at  the  extinction  of  my  hopes  ?  '* 

"  Ha  I  ha  I  so  she  has  given  you  conge  f  " 

"  Yes,  and  all  that  remains  for  me " 

"  Is  not  to  take  it,"  said  Jacintha. 

"  Oh  no  I  "  said  Riviere  sadly,  but  firmly ;  "  debarred  her 
love,  let  me  at  least  have  her  respect." 

"  Her  respect  ?  how  can  she  respect  a  man  who  turns  tail 
at  the  first  word  ?  " 

"But  that  word  is  hers,  whose  lightest  word  a  true  and 
loyal  lover  is  bound  to  obey  to  his  own  cost.  Am  I  not  to 
take  a  lady  at  her  word  ?  " 

"  Oh  I  oh  I  little  sot — ^no.   I  must  run  and  make  the  coffee." 

"  Malediction  on  the  coffee !  how  can  you  have  the  heart 
to  think  of  coffee  now,  dear  Jacintha  ?     Do,  pray,  explain." 
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**  Whmi  m  the  use^  if  jou  will  go  and  dream  Uiat  a  lady  li 
ti  inan  ?  " 

**  No,  no  !  I  \von*t  taiicy  ari)-  tliiiig ;  tell  me  alwut  women, 
tLeti,  if  JOU  Ibitik  you  can  uridcrstand  tliem," 

**  I  Will  then.  Above  all  mortiil  things  they  despise  faint- 
leil  men.  Tliey  are  on  the  k>i>k-oat  for  &oinelliing 
nger  than  a  womiin.  A  womati  bates  to  have  to  make 
the  advances.  She  Uke§  to  be  always  retreatiogj  yet  never 
be  olf.  She  h  not  content  lo  take  what  she  wanta,  and  thank 
God  for  iu  and  that  b  a  man.  She  mil  si  play  with  tt  liki!  a 
With  a  moti&ep  She  must  make  diffii^ultiea.  The  man  A* 
I  to  trample  on  them.  She  made  them  to  no  other  end.  If 
be  h  gaeh  a  fool  as  to  let  thetn  trample  on  him,  Hearen  have 
mer««y  on  him,  for  she  wont  I     H<*r  two  delights  are,  say  log 

*  no '  half  a  dozen  times,  and  saying  *  yes  *  at  last  If  you 
take  her  at  her  word  at  the  first  *  no,'  you  cause  her  six  bitter 
diBia[)poiiitment^  i    for  then  Bhe  ean't  get  to  say  the  other 

*  ooV  flJ'd,  worst  of  idl,  she  can*t  get  to  say  the  *  yea  *  that  she 
was  looking  forward  to,  and  that  was  in  her  heart  all  along. 
Now;  my  y«wing  mistress  is  half  angel  and  half  woman,  so  if 
you  give  her  up  because  she  bids  you^  she  will  only  deapiae 
you  \  Imt  if  it  was  my  other  young  lady  or  me,  we  should 
hate  you  as  well/' 

'^  Hiite  me  ?  for  selfdenial  and  obedience  ?  ** 

•*  No  I  Hate  you  for  being  a  fool  I  Hate  you  with  a  bitter- 

nefs— there,  hate  you  as  you  could  not  hate  any  thing.*' 
'*  I  ean*t  beliere  it !     What  horrible  injugtice  I  " 
"Justice!  who  looks  to  us  for  justice?     We  are  good 

creature^  but  we  don't  trouble  our  heads  with  ju?*tJCG ;  it  is  a 

word  you  shall  never  hear  a  woman  use,  unlesi  she  happens 

to  be  doing  some  monstrous  injustice  at  Omt  very  moment ; 

that  i&  our  rule  abtiut  jui;tice — &o,  there." 

*'  Jacinliia.  your  vit*wft  of  your  mu?c  are  hard,  and  eynleal. 

Women  are  nobler  and  better  than  im^n  !  '* 

"  Ayl  ay  I  you  see  I  hem  a  mile  off.    1  sec  thcmi  to<»  near: 

Ihey  csm't  pa*w  for  rRiabows  here/' 
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"  Pass  for  rainbows— he  !  lie  1  Speak  for  yourself,  Jaetn- 
tlia,  and  for  coquett*^s,  and  for  vulgar  women ;  but  do  not 
blaspheme  those  angelie  uutures  with  which  I  was  for  one 
ehort  moment  in  contact," 

"  Ah  bah  1  we  are  all  tarred  with  the  same  sddc,  angels 
and  all — the  ange.b  that  wear  stays," 

'*  I  cannot  think  so.  Besides  you  were  not  there  ;  jou  did 
not  hear  how  kindly  yet  how  firmly  ehe  thanked,  yet  bade 
me  adieu." 

*'  1  tell  you,  a  word  in  a  man's  mouth  U  a  thing',  bat  in  a 
woman^s  It  13  only  &  word,"  At  this  point,  without  any  pre- 
vious warning,  she  went  into  a  pa^ssion  like  gunpowder  kin- 
dled* **  Take  your  own  way  1 "  she  cried ;  **  i\us  boy  knows 
more  than  I  do*     Bo  be  it— let  us  speak  no  more  of  it-" 

"  Cruel  Jacintha,  to  quarrel  with  me,  who  have  no  other 
friend.  There — I  am  your  pupil ;  for,  after  all,  your  sagac- 
ity is  great     Advise  me  like  a  sister — ^I  listen." 

"  Like  a  sister !     Ah,  my  child,  do  not  say  that." 

"Why  not?    Yes,  do." 

"  No ;  good  advice  is  never  welcome." 

"  It  is  so  seldom  given  kindly." 

"  Oh !  as  to  that,  I  could  not  speak  unkindly  to  you,  ray 
little  cabbage ;  but  I  shall  make  you  unhappy,  and  then  I 
shall  be  unhappy ;  for  you  see,  with  all  our  faults,  we  have 
not  bad  hearts." 

"  Speak,  Jacintha." 

"  I  am  going  to  ;  and  when  I  have  spoken,  I  shall  never 
see  your  pretty  face  again  so  near  to  mine — ^so  you  see  I  am 
disinterested ;  and— oh !  how  I  hate  telling  the  truth ! "  cried 
she  with  pious  fervour;  "  it  always  makes  everybody  miser- 
able." 

"  Jacintha,  remember  what  you  said  in  its  favor  the  first 
time  we  met" 

"  I  cannot  remember  for  my  part,  and  what  signifies  what 
I  said  ?  Words — air  !  Well  my  poor  child,  I  will  advise 
jou  like  a  mother — ^give  her  up." 
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•*  Gif  e  ber  np  ?  " 

"  Tbmk  no  more  of  her :  for  there  m  &  tbiDg  id  jour  wiiy 
that  IB  MB  hard  to  get  over  ba  all  her  nonseDsical  words  would 
be  ea^.** 
**  Oh !  what  i§  ii  P  You  make  me  tremble." 
« It  IS  a  man." 
"All!** 

**  There  w  another  man  in  the  way,** 
«  Who  ?— iJiafc  vile  oM  doctor  ?  '* 

"^  Ob  I  if  it  was  no  worse  than  that.  No  t  it  ia  a  young 
oine^  Oh !  you  doa*t  know  him — he  hm  not  been  here  for 
years  5  but  what  of  that,  if  bb  image  lies  in  her  he.art  ?  And 
ft  does*  I  listened  the  other  day,  and  I  bejird  sometliitig 
that  opened  my  eyes,  I  am  chkiI  lo  you  my  son — forgivi 
me!" 

Jmrintha  searoely  dared  look  at  her  feeble-minded  noviee* 
jSlie  did  not  like  to  me  her  blow  fiiU  and  him  stagger  and 
tim  pd«  under  !t     When  she  did  look,  lo  and  bebo!d !  lie 
aa  red  intttead  of  pale. 

"  What  h  be  ?  **  wa^  the  question  in  a  stem  voice. 
^'He  is  a  soldier/' 

«I  am  glad  of  that:  then  he  wiU  fight,  and  TU  kUI  him." 
_*  llHar  to  that  now  P' 
^And  you  tliink  I  will  give  in  now  !  r^ign  her  to  an 

ortliy  riyal?" 
**  Who  ?aid  be  was  unworthy  ?  " 

**T  mj  ^o."  % 

*-  What  makes  you  fancy  that  ?  "  - 

**  Because  he  never  comes  near  the  place — ^because  be 

I  what  none  bni  a  villain  could  neglect,  the  greatje^t 

Mn  the  world.     No  1  be  deafer ves  to  lose  it — and  be 

Sbntl  tost!  it     Thank  you  Jadtitha!  you  show  me  roy  folly. 

will  not  take  her  cnn^i  now,  rely  on  it.     No  I  no !  if  she 

badi*  ro«  do  any  thing  in  the  world  to  plesise  her,  and  lier 

lilonc,  X  would  do  it,  ihonirh  I  hiid  to  go  through  fire  and 

l^aler,  artd  blood,  and  Hr^ak  my  liejirt  doing  it     But  if  f^he 

6* 
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asks  me  to  meike  way  for  a  rival,  I  anawer — nerer  1 — never ! 
— never  I  '* 

"But  ifsheloveahim?" 

"  A  pftasing  fucicy,  and  the  object  of  it  unworthy  t  it  1.^  my 
duty  to  cure  her  of  a  misplaced  altaeliment  that  can  never 
make  her  happy,  sweet  an  gel  I  she  will  live  to  tiiaiak  me — to 
bless  me  ! — I  say  wha'ie  side  are  you  on — his  or  mine  ?  ** 

"  Wretch  J  do  you  aek  me  ?  "  ^ 

"  Do  they  walk  in  th*^  park  ?  " 

"  Half  an  hour  every  day*" 

"What  time?'* 

"  Uncertain/' 

"  And  I  can't  see  into  the  park  for  that  gr^it  infenxal  elm 
tree  at  the  comer :  it  just  blocks  up  my  window — if  I  cut  it 
down  some  night  wiU  you  tell  ?'* 

"  Not  I.  Would  you  really  have  the  forehead  to  cut  down 
one  of  the  Beaurepaire  elms  ? — ^holy  saints  I  " 

"  Look  for  it  to-morrow,"  said  he  grimly,  "  and  look  low 
enough  cwr  you  won't  see  it.  I'll  cut  one  of  your  elms  down 
with  as  little  remorse  as  I  would  half  a  dozen  rivals." 

"  He  is  mad — after  all  I  want  firewood,  and  above  all  I 
want  brushwood  for  my  oven  :  for  you  are  to  understand  ray 
friend  there  is  some  meal  come  in  from  the  tenants,  and 
90 " 

"  That's  right !  think  kitchen !  talk  kitchen !  pray  does 
your  soul  live  in  a  kitchen  as  well  as  your  body  ?  " 

"  Monsieur  I " 

"  Forgive  me,  my  blood  is  on  fire — I  take  your  advice  : 
you  shall  never  have  to  spur  me  again.  It  is  clear  you  know 
the  sesc  best:  she  shall  make  as  many  difficulties  as  she 
pleases.  She  shall  say  "no"  twelve  times  instead  of  six  if 
it  amuses  her :  I  will  court  her,  I  will  besiege  her,  I'll  fight 
for  her  against  all  the  soldiers  on  earth,  and  all  the  fiends  in 
you  know  where."     Whirr — ^he  was  away. 

Jacintha  gazed  after  her  pupil  and  firework  with  ardent 
admiration  so  long  as  his  graceful  active  figure  was  in  sight 
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Then  she  fell  into  a  reverie — an  nnnsoal  mood  with  this 
active  personage. 

It  is  not  customary,  in  polite  fiction,  to  go  into  the  reflect- 
ing part  of  a  servant  maid :  let  us  therefore  make  a  point  of 
doing  it,  for  to  be  vulgar  in  the  eyes  of  snobs  and  snobbesses 
is  no  mean  distinction. 

"  Look  there  now  I — Humph — ^they  say  you  should  give 
and  take.  Well,  I  gave  a  lesson :  and  now  I  have  taken 
one. 

■^  From  fourteen  to  foursoore  a  man  is  a  man,  and  a  woman 
is  a  woman.  Write  that  in  your  mass  books,  for  it  is  as  true 
as  gospeL  Ah  well !  school  is  never  over  while  we  are  in 
the  world.  I  thought  I  knew  something  too :  but  I  was  all 
behind.  Now  to  me  a  woman  is  the  shallowest  thing  the 
good  God  ever  made.  I  can  plumb  it  with  my  forefinger. 
But  to  a  man  they  are  as  deep  as  the  ocean.  And,  no  doubt, 
men  can  read  one  another :  but  they  beat  me.  She  put  up  a 
straw  between  him  and  her,  and  he  fell  back  as  if  it  was 
Goliah's  spear,  that  was  as  thick  as — what  was  it  as  thick  as  ? 
I  showed  him  an  iron  door  between  them,  and  he  files  at  it 
as  if  it  was  a  sheet  of  brown  paper.  Mother  of  Heavbw  I 
mr  pot!  mt  potI" 

She  fied  wildly. 
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CHAPTEB  IX 

^  Ob  !  Madame  the  Banmesii  there  is  a  tree  \Aowa  down 
in  the  park.'' 

<<Imp(Mgible  diild!  there  was  no  wind  at  all  last  night** 

^No  madame,  bnt  there  was  a  night  or  two  ago." 

Laare  giggled. 

^  Well  mademoiselle,  that  might  loosen  it!  ** 

Laure  laughed ;  but  the  baroness  was  grave. 

"  Let  UB  all  go  and  look  at  it,"  said  she  sadly  ;  a  tree  was 
an  old  friend  to  her. 

There  lay  the  monster  on  the  earth  that  was  ploughed  and 
harrowed  by  its  hundred  arms  and  thousand  fingers  ;  its  giant 
proportions  now  first  revealed  by  the  space  of  earth  it  cov- 
ered, and  the  frightful  gap  its  fall  left  in  the  air  and  the  pros- 
pect The  doctor  inspected  the  tree  in  detail,  especially  the 
stump,  and  said — "  Humph  I " 

The  baroness  looked  only  at  the  mass  and  the  ruin. 

"  An  ill  omen  my  children,"  said  she.  "  It  stood  out  the 
storm ;  and  then  one  calm  night  it  fell.  And  so  it  will  be 
with  the  House  of  Beaurepaire." 

"Ah  well,"  said  Jacintha,  in  a  comfortable  tone,  "  now  you 
are  down,  we  must  do  the  best  we  can  with  you.  I  wanted 
some  firewood — and  I  wanted  small  wood  terribly." 

The  baroness  shrugged  her  shoulders  at  this  kitchen 
philosophy,  and  moved  away  with  Josephine. 

The  doctor  detained  Laure.  "  Now  it  is  no  use  telling 
your  motherj  to  annoy  her,  but  this  tree  has  been  cut  down." 

"  Impossible  ! " 
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"  Fact.  Come  and  look  at  the  etub.  01>,  I  have  BtooJ 
,  and  &eea  ihousandB  of  irem  felled— it  i*  an  mterei?ting  opei-a- 
Itian  J  f^ome^  next  to  taking  off  a—  hx*ra!  See  how  clean 
three  fourtlis  of  the  wood  have  come  away.  Thcj  have  hail 
the  cunning  to  <!nt  three  feet  above  the  ground  too ;  but  lld^ 
k  not  Nature's  work — it  is  man's*  Laure,  it  wanted  but 
this  I  ytm  Imve  an  enemy — a  secret  enemy/* 

*'Ah  I "  cried  Lanre,  with  fiashing  ejefi,  and  makiag  her 
hand  into  an  angular  snowball ;  ^^  oh  1  that  I  had  him  here  1 
.  rd— ah  !  ah  r 

This  dofughty  threat  ended  in  two  screams,  for  a  young 
f  gentlemao  spratig  from  the  road  over  the  hedge,  and  alighted 
dose  to  them.     He  took  oil'  his  hat^  and,  blushing  like  a 
[loi^  poured  out  a  flood  of  excuses, 

**  Mademoiselle — inoosieurj  I  saw  that  a   large  tree  had 

I  Mien*  and  my  curiosity — forgive  pay  indiscretion  '* — and  he 

Affected  to  retreat,  but  cast  a  lingering  look  at  the  fallen  tree, 

"  Remain,  monaieur,"  wtid  St.  Auhin,  politely  ;  **  and  as 

jrour  eyes  are  younger  than  mine,  I  will  even  ask  you  to 

,  examine  the  slump  and  aUo  the  tree,  and  tell  me  whether 

[my  f^u^picions  are  correct.     Has  this  tree  fallen  by  acddcntT 

|fir  by  ibe  h^md  of  man  ?     Pronounce,  moriBii^un*' 

Riviere  darted  on  the  stump  with  the  tire  of  curiosity  in 
bk  face,  and  examined  it  keenly-  His  deportment  was  not 
bad  <?dmedT- 

He  pronounced:  "This  tree  has  been  cat  down.     See, 
mademoUclle/*  cried  the  young  rogue,  determined  to  bring 
,  her  into  the  conversation,  **  observe  tbia  cut  here  in  the 
(rood  ;  look,  hare  are  the  marks  of  the  teeth  of  a  saw." 

This  brought  Tjanre  close  to  him,  and  he  gave  a  prolix 
expknaiion  to  keep  her  there,  and  ai^ked  her  whether  she 
saw  this*  and  whether  she  ^aw  ihtit ;  so  then  she  wa^i  obliged 
to  speuk  to  him*  He  proved  to  theii'  entire  satisfaction  that 
fomebody  had  cot  down  the  elm* 
"*  The  rogue  I  **  cried  St  Aiibtn. 
•*  The  wretch  !**  cried  Laure, 
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Rmere  looked  down,  and  resumed  his  inspection  of  the 
Btump. 

'*  Oh  that  I  had  him  t "  cried  Laure,  still  at  fever  heat. 

"  I  wish  you  had,  mademoiselle/'  said  Edouard,  with  ft 
droll  look.  Then,  with  an  air  of  imposing  gravit^r,  *'  Mon- 
Bieurj"  6875  he,  "  I  have  tlie  honour  to  serve  the  government 
in  th]«  district,  m  jou  may  perhaps  be  aware  " 

St*  Anhin  looked  to  Laure  for  explanation. 

She  would  not  give  any,  bepjtase,  by  revealing  the  young 
man's  name  she  would  have  enabled  St-  Aubb  to  put  the 
purse  and  this  jump  over  the  hedge  together.  She  <^laured 
at  tlje  bare  thought,  but  said  nothing, 

Rtviere  went  on, 

"  If  yon  really  suspect  tliis  has  been  done  out  of  malice,  I 
will  ^et  an  inqnirj  on  fix*t." 

**  You  are  very  good;  monsieur.  It  certainly  is  a  myste- 
rious affair/' 

"  In  short,  give  yourself  no  further  anxiety  about  it,  sir. 
I  take  it  into  my  hands — in  doing  so,  I  merely  discharge  my 
duty ;  need  I  add,  mademoiselle,  that  duty  is  for  once  a 
pleasure.  If  any  of  the  neighbours  is  the  culprit,  it  will 
transpire ;  if  not,  still  the  present  government  is,  I  assure 
you,  sir,  a  Briareus,  and  one  of  its  hands  will  fall  sooner 
or  later  on  him  who  has  dared  to  annoy  you,  mademoiselle." 

As  a  comment  on  these  words  of  weight,  he  drew  out  his 
pocket-book  with  such  an  air :  made  a  minute  or  two,  and 
returned  it  to  his  pocket 

"  Monsieur,  mademoiselle,  receive  once  more  my  excuses 
for  my  indiscreet  curiosity,  which  I  shall  never  cease  to 
regret,  unless  it  should  lead  to  the  discovery  of  what  you 
have  at  heart"     And  he  bowed  himself  away. 

"A  charming  young  man,  my  dear." 

"  What,  that  little  buck — do  you  see  charms  in  him  ?— 
where  ?  " 

"  Buck  ?  a  young  Apollo,  beaming  with  goodness  as  well 
A8  intelligence.'' 
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ob  1  doctor." 
sAcn  tuch  a  face  for  ever  so  long/'  rried  the 
[doctor,  gettiug  angry. 

*  I  ilon'^t  de^irti  to  see  audi  anotticr  for  **ver  so  long/* 

*  Confess,  at  lefL?f,  Ilia!  \m  mmnwt's  are  singularlv  grafe- 

*»  Repnbliimn  ense,  tii>ctor — admire  il — lliose  who  ron.'' 
•*  It  was  the  retippciful  ea**?  of  a  young  persoo  nol  desirous 

to  BtCmrt  attetition  to  liis  own  grace,  but  f^iinply  to  be  politr/' 
••  Kow   I  tliought  his  flying  over  our  hedge,  und  taking 

oar  alfairs  on  him  and  his  little  pocket-book,  a  great  piece  of 

effrontery,'* 

^  If  it  hiwi  not  b«.*en  done  with  equal  modesty  and  defer- 

I  enee,"  replied  Si.  Aubii\— "  but  iho  poor  hoy  i^  a  Republican. 

I  So  you  cannot  be  jusL     Oh  politic.^  1  politics  ! — You  madden 

[  the  bralit — you  bandage  the  judgment — you  corrupt  the  heart 

— ^let  vts  see  whether  they  liave  blinded  your  very  eyes. 

Come,  did  you  notice   his  colour — roses   and   lilies  side   by 

side  ?     Come,  now,** 
I      **A  boy's  complexion,  staring  red  and  white  ! — Yes*" 
I      *»Aiid  hb  eyes  full  of  soul." 

I      **Tef^,  he  had  wikli^h  eyes.     If  you  want  to  be  stared  out' 
[  of  countenance f  si^nd  for  Monsieur  Riv — hum^ — what  did  he 
I  say  hii  uame  waii  ?  " 

I      **  1   forget      A  figure   like   Anlinous,   with   all    Diftna*s 
I  bounding  grace," 

**  Oh  1  he    can  jump  high  enough  to  frighten  one :    en- 

chanting  quality," 
I      **  Well,  iTRdf'moiseSle,  I  shall  not  subject  bim  to  further 
[ti^klire   tjy   praising  him*      He   gerves   France   and   not.  the 
I  Bourbons  ;  and  im  therefore  a  monster^  ugly  and  even  old- 
I  Let  us  Bpcjik  of  more  iroportant  matters  »'* 
I      **  If  you  please/*  said  Laure,  drily-     And  tliey  did. 
I      And  the  effect  of  the  ri§e  in   themes  was  that  Lanr© 
1^^^^  diMtracted*  and   listened   badly ;  and  every  now  jind 
^^I^R  clipped  back  to  the  abandoned  subjei^t^  and  made  a 
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Dumber  of  half  rance^sions,  one  at  a  dmej  in  favour  of  the 
young  Republican'^  look  ft,  manners,  and  couduct- — all  to 
please  tbe  doctor*  So  that  at  last  sba  and  St.  Anbia  were 
not  &o  very  very  far  apart  in  tbetr  ej^dmato  of  the  youth* 
Arrived  at  the  park  gate  leading  into  the  Pieasancej  she 
turned  suddenly  roiind,  beamed]  and  blushed  all  over  with 
plf^asute,  and  put  her  arms  round  tbe  puzzled  doctor^s  neck 
and  kissed  him  ;  then  scudded  off  like  a  rabbit  after  her  eia- 
ter  who  was  on  the  south  terraee- 

'*  Dard,  IVe  a  little  job  for  you  "  cried  JaciDtha,  ebeerily 

«  Ugh !  oh  I  have  you  ?  " 

«  You  mui^t  put  up  the  grindstone.  Slop  1  don't  go  off- — 
that  is  not  alL  Fut  a  handle  in  it,  and  then  sharpen  the 
great  are — the  hatchet  is  not  a  bit  of  use/' 

"Ally  more  ?  " 

"Yes;  tomorrow  you  must  go  into  the  park  with  your 
wheelbarrow,  and  cut  me  billet  wood  for  up  stairs  and  small 
wood  for  my  oven." 

The  much-enduring  man  set  about  this  new  job. 

The  demoiselles  De  Beaurepaire  coming  out  into  the  park 
for  their  afternoon  walk,  saw  a  figure  hacking  away  at  the 
fallen  tree.  They  went  towards  it  near  enough  to  recognize 
Dard :  then  they  turned  and  took  their  usual  walk.  They 
made  sure  Jacintha  had  ordered  him  to  do  it. 

They  had  not  been  in  the  park  a  minute  before  a  telescope 
was  levelled  from  a  window  at  them,  and  the  next  moment 
M.  Edouard  was  running  up  the  road  to  Beaurepaire. 

Now  as  he  came  near  the  fallen  tree  he  heard  loud  cries 
for  help,  followed  by  groans  of  pain.  He  bounded  over  the 
hedge,  and  there  was  Dard  hanging  over  his  axe  faint  and 
moaning. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ? — what  is  the  matter  ?  "  cried  Ed- 
ouard running  to  him. 

"  Oh  I  oh  !— cut  my  foot" 

Edouard  looked,  and  turned  sick,  for  there  was  a  gash 
right  through  Dard's  shoe,  and  the  blood  welling  up  through 
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lar 


recovering  hiGlself  by  an  effort  of  the  will^  he  cried 


wit— 


**  Ouamge^,  my  lad  I  Oon*t  gi^e  iii — thjink  Hejivem  there's 
tjn  iirterj  there.     Oh,  dear,  it  is  a  terrible  cut  I     Let  tis  get  i 
yod  home,  that  is  die  finsi  thing !     Can  you  walk**  " 
**  Lord  hiess  you,  no !  nor  stand  either  without  help." 
Kdouard  flew  to  the  wheelbarrow,  and  reversing  it  spun  a 
E»e  of  biUet  out 

**  Ye  must  not  do  that,*'  said   Dard,  witli  all  the  energy 
he  was  capable  of  in  his  present  condition — **  why  that  19  ' 
Jodntba'a  wood/* 

*  To  the  deTil  with  Jadntha  and  her  wood  too  I "  cried 
Edooard,  "  a  man  i^  worth  more  than  a  faggot*     Ck>rae  Darfl, 
phall  wheel  you  home  :  it  is  only  just  across  the  park," 
With  some  difficulty  lie  lifted  him  into  the  barrow* 
**Ah  3  how  lucky,"  he  cried,   **  I  have  got  my  shooting 
ket  on^  so  here's  my  brandy  flask  :  take  a  iuck  at  it  old 
eQow — and  courage !  " 
Dard  stTotched  out  hh  band  with  sudden  animation  for  the 
bk,  and  it  was  soon  ghied  to  his  lips. 
Nc*w  the  ladies,  as  they  walked,  saw  a  man  wheeling  a 
arrow  ficroRs  the  park,  and  took  no  pajticuTar  notice :  but, 
Rivinre  wns  msiking  for  the  same  point,  presently  the 
nrrow  came  near  enough  for  ihem  to  see  a  m&n%  head  and 
n€>  in  it.     Laure  was  the  first  to  notice  this. 
**  Liwk  I  look  I  *'  said  she,  **  if  he  is  not  wheeling  Dard  in 
be  barrow  now." 
Whot" 

•*  Do  you  ask  who  ?     ^Hio  proi^ides  all  our  amni^ement  ?*' 
**  Laure,  I  do  not  like  ihis.     I  am  afraid  there  is  some- 
titng  wrong.     Consider,  Monsieur  Riviere  would  not  wheel 
ard  all  across  the  park  for  amusement/' 
**  Oh  !  let  U3  ran  and  see,**  eried  Laure. 
Now  Eiviere  did  not  intend  thorn  to  ©oe ;  be  had  calcu* 
"m->  to  tlje  comer  a  considerable  lime  before  the 
1       --     But  they  liasU^ned  their  j« peed,  and  defeated 
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hk  mteBtion*     He  bad  takea  his  ooat  eft  too^  and  made  a 

great  effort  to  beat  tbenu 

^  Dard,"  said  he,  "  now  here  are  the  young  ladies,  what  a 
pity — put  my  coat  over  your  foot,  that  is  a  good  fellow^" 

"  What  for  ?  *'  aaid  Dard,  sulkily  :  "  No  I  let  Oiem  am 
what  they  have  done  with  their  little  odd  jobs :  this  is  my 
last  for  one  while*     I  Bhan*t  go  on  two  legs  again  this  year,*" 

The  ladies  eame  up  with  them. 

"  Oh,  monsieur,''  iaid  Jof ephine,  **  what  is  the  matter  ?  ** 

"  We  have  met  with  a  little  accident  mademoisellej  that  is 
all.  Dard  has  hurt  hin  foot — nothing  to  speak  of,  but  I 
thought  he  would  be  be^^t  at  home-" 

Laure  raised  the  eoat  which  Rtviere  in  spite  of  Dard  had 
flung  over  his  foot,  and  removed  it* 

"Ohjhe  is  bleedinfj  I  Dard  is  bleeding!  Oh,  my  poor 
Dard.     Oh!  oh!  oh!" 

"  Hush !  Laure  !  Laure  I  ** 

"No!  don't  put  him  out  of  heart  mademoiselle.  Take 
another  pull  at  the  flask  Dard.  If  you  please  ladies,  I  must 
have  him  home  without  delay." 

"  Oh  yes,  but  I  want  him  to  have  a  surgeon,**  cried  Jose- 
phine. "Ah !  why  are  we  so  poor,  and  no  horses  nor  people 
to  send  off  as  we  used  to  have  ?  " 

"  Mademoiselle,  have  no  fears.  Dard  shall  have  the  best 
surgeon  in  the  district  by  his  side  in  less  than  an  hour  :  the 
town  is  but  two  short  leagues  off." 

"  Have  you  a  horse  then  ? " 

"  No  ;  but  I  am  as  good  a  runner  as  any  for  miles  round, 
ril  run  it  out  in  half  an  hour  or  die  at  it,  and  I'll  send  the 
surgeon  up  full  gallop." 

"Ah !  Heaven  bless  you  monsieur,  you  have  a  good  heart," 
cried  Josephine. 

"  Oh,  yes  !  Heaven  bless  him,"  cried  Laure. 

He  was  already  gone  :  but  these  sweet  words  rang  in  his 
ears  and  ran  warm  round  and  round  his  heart,  as  he  straight- 
ened his  arms  and  his  back   to  the  work.     When    they  had 
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gone  about  a  hundred  jards  a  single  snivel  went  off  in  the 
wheelbarrow.* 

Five  minutes  after,  Dard  was  at  home  in  charge  of  his 
grandmother,  his  shoe  off,  his  foot  in  a  wet  linen  cloth  ;  and 
the  statesman,  his  coat  tied  round  the  neck,  squared  his 
shoulders  and  ran  the  two  short  leagues  out.  He  ran  them 
in  thirtj-five  minutes,  found  the  surgeon  at  home,  told  the 
case,  pooh  poohed  that  worthy's  promise  to  go  to  the  patient 
presently,  darted  into  his  stable,  saddled  the  horse,  brought 
him  round,  saw  the  surgeon  into  the  saddle,  started  him, 
dined  at  the  restaurateur's,  strolled  back,  and  was  in  time  to 
get  a  good  look  at  the  Chateau  of  Beaurepairo  before  the 
sun  set  on  it 

*  I  beg  the  poUto  writer's  pardon,  first  for  wheeling  it  on  to  the  scene 
it  iH,  secondly,  for  not  calling  it  b  monotroch. 
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CHAPTEB  X. 

Jagiktha  came  into  l)ard'8  obttiige  that  evening. 

**  So  jou  have  been  and  done  it  my  inimy''  cried  she  ebeer- 
fallj  and  rather  itoughlj ;  then  sat  down  and  rodced  herself, 
with  her  aprmi  over  her  head. 

She  explained  this  anomalous  proceeding  to  his  grand- 
mother privately. 

"  I  thought  I  would  keep  his  heart  up  any  way ;  but  you 
see  I  was  not  fit." 

Calmer,  she  comforted  Dard,  and  ended  by  cross  question- 
ing him.  The  young  ladies  had  told  her  what  they  had 
seen,  and  though  Dard  was  too  wrapped  up  in  himself  to 
dwell  with  any  gusto  upon  Edouard's  zeal  and  humanity,  still, 
as  far  as  facts  went,  he  confirmed  the  ladies'  comments. 

Jacintha's  heart  yearned  towards  the  young  man.  She  \^as 
in  the  town  next  day  making  a  purchase  or  two,  so  she  called 
on  him. 

"  I  thought  I  would  just  step  in  to  put  a  question  to  you. 
Would  you  like  to  get  a  word  with  her  alone  ?  " 

"  Oh  Jacintha !  " 

"  Hush  I  don't  shout  like  that ;  why  you  may  be  sure  she 
is  alone  sometimes,  though  not  very  often.  They  love  one 
another  so,  those  two." 

Jacintha  then  developed  her  plan. 

As  the  clout  was  his  signal,  so  she  must  have  a  signal  to 
show  when  she  wanted  to  speak  to  him,  and  that  signal  should 
be  a  sheet,  which  she  would  hang  over  the  battlement  of 
Beaurepaire  Chateau. 
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^  wlieii  you  sm  a  white  aheet,  you  corae  to  me — the 
kef  the  betfcer/* 

**  You  dear  girl." 

**01i!  it  14  the  least  I  C4in  do  now.  You  know  what  I 
aean^  I  won't  B[>eak  about  it.  Words  in  a  woman'js  moutb^ — 

told  j'ou  what  they  arc.  No,  I  won\  end  in  steam,  like 
ijiling  water  dt^ea,,  I  won't  sutf.  Til  show  you  what  you  have 
one  my  an  get" 

Her  eyes  iiAd  him  all  tlie  Bame, 

*  Where  is  my  clout  ?  Tou  neve?  left  it  out  there  on  the 

e,  did  you  ?  "  and  she  looked  sokuin. 

•Jaciathii!  on  my  kjiees  1  demand  pardon  for  my  fatal 
eedle.'^aueaa." 

Jacintha  put  her  hfljid  under  her  apron  and  pulled  out  the 

iiUl. 

**  There,**  emd  she,  and  threw  it  him.     "  Now  s appose  you 
to  speak  to  me — ah  well,  we  can*t  have  all.  You 

i  heart,  but  no  head,** 


BajtlV  grandmother  had  a  iittle   houses  ^  little   land,  a 

Je  money,  and  a  little  cow*     She  could  juAt  keep  Dard  and 

er^^elf^  and  her  resources  enabled  Diird  to  do  bo  many  little 

lid  jobs  for  love,  yet  keep  his  favourite  organ  tolerably  tilled* 

"  Go  to  bed  my  little  mn^  since  you  are  hashed,*'  said  Dard*fl 

andmother. 

Bed  be  hanged,"*  cried  he.    **  What  good  is  bed  ?    That'i 

"another  gilly  old  t-ustom  wants  doing  away  with.    It  weakens 

you — it  turna  yon  into  train  oil—it  \b  the  doctor  s  friend »  and 

the  patieui's  enemy.     Many  a  one  shuta  up  through  taking 

bed,  tbit  could  have  got  through  his  trouble,  if  he  hnd 

ept  bi^  feet  like  a  man.     If  I  was  dying  I  would  not  go  to 

ed  till  I  went  to  the  bed  with  a  f pade  in  it.     No !  j?it  up  like 

t  dmurf  and  die  as  you  lived,  in  your  clothe* :  don't 

ip  youmelf :  let  the  old  women  strip  you — that  is  their  de- 

it  hiying  out  a  chap :  that  is  the  time  they  Uiitjlii^n  up, 

old  borcerei^es/'     He  concluded  Uii^  amiable  rhapsody ^ 
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the  latter  part  of  which  was  levelled  at  a  lugubrious  weak- 
nesa  of  bis  grandmother's  for  the  superfluous  embellij^hment 
of  the  dead,  by  telling  her  it  was  bad  enough  to  be  tied  by 
the  foot  like  an  ass,  without  settling  down  on  ids  back  Eke  a 
cast  sheep.  '*  Give  me  the  armchair*  I'll  sit  in  it,  and  if  I 
have  any  friends  they  will  show  it  now:  they  will  come  and 
tell  me  what  is  going  on  in  the  village,  for  I  can't  get  out  10 
see  it  and  hear  it,  they  most  know  that,*' 

Seated  in  state  in  his  granny's  easy  cliair,  the  loi^s  of  which 
after  thii^y  years'  use  made  her  miserable,  she  couldn't  tell 
why,  le  Sieur  Dard  awaited  his  fi-iends. 

His  friends  did  not  come. 

The  rain  did,  and  poured  all  the  afternoon.  Kight  eame, 
and  Bolitade.    Dard  boiled  over  with  bitterness. 

*'  They  are  then  a  lot  of  pigs ;  all  those  fellows  I  have 
drank  with  at  Bigot's  and  Simmet's.  Down  with  all  fair 
weather  friends ! ! " 

The  next  day  the  sun  shone,  the  air  was  clear,  and  the  sky 
blue. 

"  Ah !  let  us  see  now,"  cried  Datd. 

Alas  !  no  fellow-drinkers,  no  fellow-smokers  came  to  con- 
sole their  hurt  fellow.  And  Dard,  who  had  boiled  with  anger 
yesterday  was  now  sad  and  despondent. 

"  Down  with  egoists,"  he  groaned. 

However,  about  three  in  the  afternoon  came  a  tap  at  the 
door. 

"  Ah !  at  last,"  cried  Dard :  "  come  in  ! " 

The  door  was  slowly  opened  and  two  lovely  faces  appeared 
at  the  threshold.  The  Demoiselles  De  Beaurepaire  wore  a 
tender  look  of  interest  and  pity  when  they  caught  sight  of 
Dard,  and  on  the  old  woman  curtseying  to  them  they  curt- 
seyed to  her  and  Dard.  But  when  "Dard  put  his  arms  on  the 
chair  to  rise  and  salute  them,  Laure  put  up  her  finger  and 
peremptorily  forbade  him.  The  next  moment  they  were  * 
close  to  him,  one  a  little  to  bis  right,  the  other  to  his  left,  and 
two  pair  of  sapphire  eyes  with  the  mild  lustre  of  sympathy 
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down  mees3J*iil!y  upon  him.     How  was  he?     How 

I  skpl  ?    Was  he  in  pain  ?    Was  he  in  much  pain  ?  itfU 

truth  now.     Was  there  any  thing  to  eat  or  drink  be  could 

f  ?  jaciniha  shcuild  make  it  and  bring  it,  if  it  waa  within 

F  means. 

A  prince  cnold  not  liave  had  mor**  solicitous  attendauta ; 
uor  a  fairy  king  lovelier  and  less  earthly  ones. 

He  looked  in  heavy  amazement  !rona  one  to  the  oUier. 
are  laughed  at  him,  ilien  Josephine  smiled^     Laure  heol, 
L  was  by  aotna  supple  proce.^s  on  one  knee^  taking  the 
lieasure  of  iho  wounded  foot^     When  she  first  approached 
he  winced:  but  the  next  moment  he   smiled.      He   had 
ever  been  touched  like  ihiB— it  was  contact  and  no  eQiidicL 
!  treated  his  foot  as  the  zephyr  the  violets — she  handled 
tif  it  had  been  «ome  s«cred  thing.     By  the  help  of  his 
eye  he  could  jtist  know  she  was  touching  him. 

**  There  monsieur,  you  are  measured  for  a  list  iiho@t" 
**  And  I  wdl  make  it  for  you  Dard,"  said  Josephine. 
"  Don't  you  believe  her  Dard ;  I  shall  make  it :  ahe  is  m- 
olent." 

**  We  will  both  inakc  it  then  "  said  Josephine. 
Dard  grinned  an  uncertain  grin. 
At  ilie  door  diey  turned  and  sent  back  each  a  smile  hrira- 
^  of  comfortt  promiBe,  and  kindness^  to  stay  with  him  till 
Kt  vi^it. 

[  scmtched  his  head. 

[  pondered  half  an  hour  in  silence  thus,  or  there* 
outs. 

The  old  woman  had  been  to  milk  the  cow. 
She  now  came  into  the  kitchen* 

Dard  sang  out  lustily  to  her — **  Granny  I'm  better.  Keep 
your  heart  up  old  lady  :  we  shan't  die  this  houL  I  am  good 
for  a  few  more  lit  lie  mid  jobs/*  said  lie*  with  a  sudden  tinc^ 
ture  of  bitterness- 

e.sently  in  came  Jacintlia  with  a  basket  crying^  "  I  hare 
i  minute  to  *tay  now  :  Dard,  my  youn*?  ladies  ' 


*tay 


my  young 
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joii  two  bottlas  of  old  Burguntlj — you  won't  liko  that — and 
here  is  a  loaf*  I  have  just  made*  And  now  I  inuat  go: "  and 
ghe  stayed  three  quarters  of  an  hour  with  bim,  and  cheer (mI 
him  mightily* 

At  du.sk  Riviere  rode  by — ^fastened  Ids  horse  up  and  eame 
bustling  in- 

**  How  do  we  get  on  dame  ?  " 

**  Pretty  well  monsieur-  He  was  very  dull  at  firgtj  hut 
now  hu  IS  brightened  up  a  bit  poor  thing.  All  the  great 
Ailks  come  here  to  see  him — ^the  Demoiselles  de  Bcaurepaira 
and  all;' 

*'  Ail  I  that  i3  Uke  them." 

**  Oh  I  BB  to  that^  my  little  son  is  respected  far  and  wide,** 
mjd  the  old  lady  in^ting  herself ;  and  a^  gratitude  cannot 
live  an  instnnt  with  conceit  she  went  on  to  say,  "  and  after 
all  it.  is  the  least  they  can  do,  for  he  has  been  a  good  friend 
to  them,  and  never  seen  the  colour  of  their  money.  Also ! 
behold  him  hashed  in  their  service — a  wounded  foot — that 
is  all  ever  he  took  out  of  Beaurepaire." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,"  cried  Dard  brutally ;  "  if  I  don't 
complain,  what  right  have  you  ?  "  He  added  doggedly,  but 
rather  gently,  "  the  axe  was  in  my  hand,  not  in  theirs — let 
us  be  just  before  all  things." 

The  statesman  sat  at  breakfast,  eating  roasted  kidneys 
with  a  little  melted  butter  and  parsley  under  them,  and  drink- 
ing a  tumber  of  old  Medoc  slightly  diluted — a  modest  repast 
becoming  his  age,  and  the  state  of  his  affections.  On  liis 
writing  table  lay  waiting  for  him  a  battle  array  of  stubborn 
figures.  He  looked  at  them  over  his  tumbler.  "  Ah ! " 
thought  he,  "today  I  must  be  all  the  state's.  Even  you 
must  not  keep  me  from  those  dry  calculations  oh  I  well  be- 
loved chateau  of  Beau-re-pai ah  1  my  telescope — it  is ! 

— it  is."  [_JSxit  statesman. 

The  white  fiag  was  waving  from  the  battlements. 

When  he  got  half  way  to  Beaurepaure,  he  found  to  his 
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fcoiTOf  he  had  forgolten  that  wretched  clouL  However  he 
Would  not  go  back :  he  trusted  to  Jacintha's  intelligence.  It 
did  not  deccbe  him*     He  found  her  waiting  for  him* 

**  Slie  u  gone  alone  to  Dard'e  bouse.     Tbe  other  wiU  be 
"  Ji«r  soon — forward  1 1 " 

He  flew ;  he  knocked  with  beating  heart  at  Dard's  door. 
At  another  time  he  should  bave  knocked  aad  opened  without 
further  invitation. 

**  Come  in/*  cried  Dard's  stentoriaa  voice.  He  entered, 
aiid  tiicre,  seated  on  a  chairs  with  a  book  in  hex  hand,  was — 

ndemoisella  Josephine  de  Beaurepaii^. 

Eiviere  stared — stupified,  mjatified. 

The  joimg  lody  rose  with  a  amile,  curtseyed,  and  reseated 

herself*     She  wa§  m  self  possessed  as  he  was  fturried  and 

pusaled  what  to  say  or  do.     He  recovered  him§elf  a  little, 

fci|oired  with  wonderful  solicitude  Dard'a  present  symptOTni, 

id  suddenly  remembering  the  other  hidy  was  erpected,  he 
said — "  I  leave  you  in  good  hands ;  angul  visitors  are  beat 
enjoyed  alone,"  and  retired  slowly j  with  a  deep  obeisance. 
Once  outside  the  door,  dignity  vanished  in  alacrity  ;  be  flew 
off  Into  tlie  park,  and  ran  as  hard  as  he  could  towards  the 
chateau.  He  was  within  fifty  yards  of  the  little  gate^  when 
Eure  enough  Laure  emerged.  They  met  ^  hti  heart  beating 
violently. 

*'  Ah  I  mademoiselle  1^ '* 

"Ah I  it  ia  Monsieur  Riviere,  I  declare,"  said  Laure 
coolly,  all  over  blushes  though. 

"  Yes  mademoiselle,  and  I  am  so  out  of  breath*  I  am  sent 
for  you.  Mademoiselle  Josephine  awaits  you  at  Dard's 
house," 

*'8he  sent  you  for  me?**  inquired  Laure  arehing  her 
braws. 

**  Not  positively  Mademoiselle  Laure." 

**  How  pat  he  has  our  nanies  too  1 " 
»   •*  But  I  could  see  I  should  please  her  by  ocming  for  you  j 
there  i%  I  belleTe,  a  bull  or  so  about«" 
7 


\ 


I 
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"A  bull  or  two;  don't  talk  iu  thai  reckless  way  monsieiir, 
She  has  dona  well  to  seud  you  ;  Icsi  ua  make  hamate." 

"  But  1  am  a  little  out  of  breatli." 

"  Oh,  never  mind  that  I     1  abhor  bnlli,** 

'^  But)  mademoiselle,  we  ore  not  come  to  tbem  yet,  and 
the  faster  we  go  oow  the  fiooner  w^  shall/' 

"Yes ;  but  1  always  like  to  get  a  disagreeable  thing  over 
as  soon  as  pos^iible,"  said  Laure  sUIy^ 

"  Ah  "  replied  Edouard  moumfuliyj  "  in  that  case  let  ua 
make  baste." 

After  a  little  Sfwrt,  mademoiselle  relate ed  the  pace  of  her 
own  accord,  and  even  went  slower  tbim  before.  There  was 
an  awkward  silence.  Edouard  eyed  the  park  boundary,  and 
tbotigbt — "  Now  what  I  bave  to  say  1  must  say  before  we 
get  to  you  ; "  and  being  tbus  impressed  with  tbe  neeesiaity  of 
immediate  action,  he  turned  to  lead. 

Laure  eyed  him  from  under  her  long  lashes,  and  the 
ground,  alternately. 

At  last  he  began  to  colour  and  flutter.  Sbe  saw  some- 
thing was  coming,  and  all  the  woman  donned  defensive 
armour. 

"  Mademoiselle." 

"  Monsieur." 

"  Is  it  quite  decided  that  your  family  refuse  my  acquaint- 
ance, my  services,  which  I  still — forgive  me — press  on  you  ? 
Ah  !  Mademoiselle  Laure,  am  I  never  to  have  the  happiness 
of— of — even  speaking  to  you  ?  " 

"  It  appears  so,"  said  Laure  drily. 

"  Have  you  then  decided  against  me  too  ?  That  happy 
day  it  was  only  ikiademoiselle  who  crushed  my  hopes." 

"  I  ?  "  asked  Laure ;  «  what  have  I  to  do  with  it  ?  " 

"  Can  you  ask  ?  Do  you  not  see  that  it  is  not  Mademoi- 
selle Josephine,  but  you  I What  am  I  saying  ?    but, 

alas  I  you  understand  too  well." 

"  No,  monsieur,"  said  Laure  with  a  puzzled  air,  "  I  do  not 
understand.     Not  one  word  of  all  you  are  saying  do  I  com- 
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prehend.     I  am  sure  it  h  Josephine  and  not  me  i  for  I  am 
ooly  a  diikt" 

**  You  ^  cHld— iia  augel  like  you  ?** 

*♦  Ask  an  J  of  them,"  said  she,  pouting ;  "  they  will  tell  you 
1  am  a  uhild ;  and  it  is  to  tlmt  I  owe  tLii^  corivercratioiii  no 
duubi ;  if  jou  did  out  look  on  me  as  &  child,  you  wuuld  not 
tiare  take  this  liberty  with  me/*  said  the  youug  cat,  scratch- 
iijg  witUaut  a  momem*&  Dodre- 

**AhT  raadenioiselle,  do  not  be  angry,     I  was  wrong/* 

^'  Oil  I  n*?ver  mind.     CMIdren  are  litlle  creatures  without 
jjserve,  aud  treated  accordingly,  and  to  notice  them  In  to 
Dur  fhem,** 
'^** Adieu  tlieu,  miuietnoi&elle.  Try  to  believe  no  one  respects 
you  more  tLan  I  do/' 

*•  Yes,  let  us  pari,  for  there  u  Dard's  house ;  and  1  begin 
to  iu^pect  lliat  Joaepluae  never  seut  you/' 

*•  1  confess  it-" 

"  There,  Ue  eonfee^eii  it*  I  thought  so  all  along  1 !  What 
m  dtipe  I  have  been  ! !  *' 

**  ]  will  ulfend  no  mor%"  said  Riviere  humbly, 

**  We  shaH  see/' 

"Adieu,  mademoiselle.  God  bless  you !  May  you  find 
frie4i(|fi  a^  §incere  as  1  am,  arid  more  to  your  taste  I " 

**  lleavL-n  hear  your  pi-ayei-s  I "  replied  the  malicious  thing, 
cf  15 ting  np  bet  eyes  with  a  moek  tragic  Mir, 

Edotiard  sighed;  a  ehill  conviction  that  she  wa&  both 
heart lc*Ji  and  empty  fell  on  him.  He  turned  away  without 
anoiher  word.  She  ealled  to  him  with  a  Budden  airy  cheer- 
ftilne>5  that  made  him  :start 

**  Stay,  monsieur,  I  forgot — I  have  eometbing  to  tell  you/* 
ie  returned,  all  curiosily- 

*And  a  favour  to  ask  you.*' 

**Aiu     Speak,  mademoiselle  !  '* 

**  You  have  made  a  eonque^^t*** 

"1  have  a  ditficuhy  in  believing  you,  mademobelle/* 

"  Oh  I  it  b  not  a  lady/*  said  little  Malice. 
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^  ,  is  |K>3sible,"  was  the  bitter  reply, 

^  better — less    terrestrial^  you  know — it  is  a 

amped,  you  spoke,  you  conquered  Doctor  St* 
\     Wh&i  do  you  think  be  says  ?  " 
dea." 

>ti  are  handsome,'*  (opening  her  eyes  to  the 

""^-jnishment,)     **  He  ^ys  you  iire  graceful ; 

i  not  a   bad  jump,  I  have  been  looking 

-uii:  na  oh  I    Monsieur  Eivierej  he  says  you  are 

lUllll" 

d  he  aay  all  thU  before  yoa  ?  ** 

[eaven  reward  him  I  " 

-'  f  ou  agree  with  me  that  it  "was  odd  he  should  have  ven- 
tured on  these  statements  before  me  ;  but  these  savants  can 
face  any  amount  of  contradiction," 

**  You  did  me  the  honour  to  contradict  all  this  ?  " 

« I  did  not  fail." 

"  Thank  you,  mademoiselle." 

"  That  is  right,  be  unjust  No,  monsieur ;  to  detract  from 
undeniable  merit  was  not  my  real  object ;  but  not  being  quite 
such  a  child  as  some  people  think,  I  contradicted  him,  in 
order  to — to— confirm  him  in  those  good  sentiments  ;  and  I 
succeeded ;  the  proof  is  that  the  doctor  desires  your  acquaint- 
ance, monsieur ;  and  now  I  come  to  the  favour  I  have  to  ask 
you." 

**Ah,  yes — the  favour." 

"  Be  so  kind  as  to  bestow  your  acquaintance  on  Monsieur 
St.  Aubin,"  said  Laure,  her  manner  changing  from  sauciness 
to  the  timidity  of  a  person  asking  a  favour.  "  He  will  not 
discredit  my  recommendation.  Above  all,  he  will  not  make 
difficulties,  as  we  ladies  do,  for  he  is  really  worth  knowing. 
In  short,  believe  me,  it  will  be  an  excellent  acquaintance  for 

you and  for  him,"  added  she  with  all  the  grace   of  the 

De  Beaurepaires.     "  What  say  you,  monsieur  ?  " 

Riviere  was  mortified  to  the  heart's  core.     "  She  refuses 
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to  fcnow  me  herself,"  thought  he,  ^^  but  she  will  iiee  my  lore 
to  mtikc  me  amuse  that  oM  man/'  f  lis  heart  swelled  ago  mat 
lj€?r  injustiee  unrl  ingmtliude,  and  his  crushed  raaity  turned 
to  litrychrilne- 

'*  Miideraobelle,"  said  he,  bitterly  and  dc^gedly,  but  sadlv, 
"  were  I  so  happy  m  to  have  jrour  esteem,  ray  hear!  would 
overflowj  not  ooly  on  the  doctor,  but  on  every  honest  person 
aromid*  But  it"  1  must  not  bave  the  acquaintance  I  value 
more  than  Ufe^  suffer  mi?  to  be  alone  in  the  worlds  and  neTer 
to  fiay  a  word  either  to  Doctor  St,  Aubin,  or  to  any  human 
creature  if  I  can  help  it" 

The  imperious  young  beauty  drew  herself  up. 

"  So  be  it,  raonsieur ;  yoti  tetu-h  mi?  bow  a  child  should  be 
answered  that  forgetj?  her<ieltt  and  ai^kg — IHenI — a&ka  a 
favour  of  a  Btranger — a  perft*ft  stranger/*  added  she  with  a 
world  of  small  il  1 -nature. 

CJould  one  of  the  dog  days  change  to  mid-winler  in  a 
ond,  it  would  hardly  ^e^^ni  w  cold  and  cross  as  Laure  d© 
Bmurepaire  tamed  fipom  the  smiling  saticy  fairy  of  the  mo- 
ment before, 

Edouard  felt  a  portcullis  of  ice  come  down  between  her 
and  him. 

She  curtseyed  and  glided  away.  He  bowed  ami  stood 
frojten  to  the  spot 

He  ft*U  so  lonely  and  so  bitter,  he  must  go  to  Jacintha  for 

nelhing  to  lean  on  and  scold. 

H>^  put  his  handkeiH.*hief  up  in  the  tree^  and  out  came 
Jrtciniba,  curious. 

«You  left  the  clout  at  liome,  I  bet— what  a  bead  I — ^well, 
well,  tell  m" 

•*A  line  hlutider  you  made,  Jacintha*  It  waa  Mademoij^llo 
,|oj*«>[ihjne  lit  Diu*d'ji," 

•*  Do  you  call  that  a  blunder — ^in grate  ?  " 

"fYwil    Why,  it  4*  not  Jof«epbinc  I  love," 

•*  Yea^  it  i*,"  replied  Jacintha. 

«KoI  no!'* 
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^ind  then  J  since  yesterdaj  !  " 

How  can  you  be  so  stnpid — fancy  not  seeing 

slle  Laure," 

Lt  child  ?  " 

n  child  ;  she  is  quite  the  reverse.     Don't  call 
le  obieeta  to  it—it  puts  her  in  a  passion*" 
•n^^*  eaid  Jaeintha  severely. 

Ton  never  breathed  L^ure*s  name  to  me," 
i€         XI 1  did  Josephine's/* 
III  I  you  ?     Are  you  sure  ?   Well,  if  you  did  not,  what 
to  do  with  it  ?     You  pretended  to  hn  in  love  witii 
ung  lady." 
jyQ  \  with  one  of  Ihenij  I  said/* 
"  Well !  tod  how  was  I  to  guess  by  that  it  was  Laut^  ?  " 
"And  how  were  you  to  guess  it  was  Josephine  ?  " 
"  There  was  no  guessing  in  the  case ;  if  it  was  not  Joseph- 
ine, anybody  with  sense  would  have  told  a  body  it  was 
Laure;   but  you  are  mad.      Besides,  who  would   look  at 
Laure  when  Josephine  was  by?     Mademoiselle  Laure  is 
very  well ;  she  has  a  pretty  little  face  enough,  but  she  is  not 
a  patch  upon  mademoiselle/' 

"  Why,  Jacintha,  you  are  blind.  But  this  is  the  way ; 
you  women  are  no  judges  of  female  beauty.  They  are  both 
lovely,  but  Laure  is  the  brightest,  the  gayest — oh,  her  smile  ! 
It  seems  brighter  than  ever  now ;  for  I  have  seen  her  frown, 
Jacintha;  think  of  that  and  pity  me.  I  have  seen  her 
frown/' 

"And  if  you  look  this  way,  you  may  see  me  frown." 
"  Why,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  " 
"  The  matter  is,  that  I  wash  my  hands  of  the  whole  affair. 
It  is  infamous." 

Jacintha  then  let  him  know,  in  her  own  language,  that 
such  frightful  irregularities  as  this  could  not  pass  in  an  an- 
cient family,  where  precedent  and  decorum  reigned,  and  had 
for  centuries.     "The  elder  daughter  must  be  got  off  our 
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900  first ;  then  let  ibe  jouiiger  take  her  turn**'  To  gild 
the  pfll  of  decorum,  fthe  relumed  to  her  origitial  at^ument. 
*^  Be  more  reascmittile^  mj  soji,  a\MivB  ail,  \em  blltui  8bp  h 
nice,  §be  is  frisky ;  hut  j?he  is  not  Bke  Jo§ep1iiiie,  the  belle  of 
belles.*' 

Edotiard,  In  reply,  anxious  to  eoneiliate  his  only  frientl, 
afeeted  to  concede  the  palm  of  beauty  to  tbe  elder  sister.,  but 
he  § ugge»ted  that  Laure  was  quite  beawtifiil  enough  for  ordi- 
nary purpoeeSj — such  as  to  be  fallen  m  love  witbj — ^neaj*er 
his  own  age^  too,  than  Josephine,  He  was  proceeding 
adroitly  to  stiggest  thiit  he  stood  hardly  high  enough  m 
Fr.in(!t*  Uj  pretetid  to  the  heiress  of  Beaurepdre,  and  must 
not  look  above  the  younger  branch  of  that  ancient  tree,  when 
Jaebtlia^  who  Imd  not  listened  to  a  word  he  was  saying,  but 
had  got  over  her  surprise,  and  was  now  converted  to  his  side 
by  hi?r  own  peflectione,  tntermpted  bim. 

**Aiid  theretbre,  yes,"  ^aid  thii?  vm^iUating  personage,  carry- 
ing out  an  internal  chain  of  reasons*  **  Neit|  I  eould  not 
promiw  yoti  Josephine,  but  Laure  you  shall  have  if  you  tsen 
he  content  with  her/' 

The  boy  threw  hisi  arms  round  her  neck. 

**  Quite  content  with  Laure^"  said  be,  "  finite  content,  you 
dear  Jadnthfi."     Then  his  conn  ten  anee  felL 

**  I  forgot,"  said  he  ;  "in  the  heat  of  discuflsion  one  Itirgets 
«," 

**  Forgot  what  ?  "  eried  Jacintha,  in  some  alarm< 

*'Ihaveju3t  lost  her  forever." 

Jttclntha  pot  her  hands  on  her  hips,  kmiekles  downwards. 

**  Now  then/'  said  ehe,  with  ^me thing  between  a  groan 
and  a  grin,  "what  have  you  been  at ? ** 

He  related  his  interview,  all  but  the  last  paaaage. 

Jacantha  congratulated  him* 

**Why,  it  goes  swimmingly.  Yon  are  very  lucJcyp  I 
Wonder  she  spoke  to  you  at  all  out  there  all  alone.  In 
L)i\rd's  cottage  I  knew  she  would,  be<muHe  she  rouhl  not 
help*     Wea" 


I 
I 
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;  I  her  Laure's  parting  request 

r^         ^moiseUe,"  cried  Jadntha,  *'jou  are  coming 

for  a  novice*     There  is  one  that  has  a  head. 

nd  blessed  her,  &c**' 
111!       Ij  I  did  not     I  declined — oh  J  very  rcspect- 


^^jj!_n_  I" 


repeaK^d  Jjicintha,  with  disdaio, 
3  to  go  alone.  Nevertheless,  I  can't 
IV*      Do  70U   know  what   you   have 


tave  made  her  bate  you,  that  m  all'* 
deipjidod  himself, 
vas  so  unjust  to  refuse  me  her  iicquaintanee,  and  then 

w  luo  to  amuse  that  ancient  personage." 

Jacintha  looked  him  in  the  face,  sneering  like  a  fiend. 

"  Listen  to  a  parable,  Monsieur  the  Blind,"  said  she. 
"  Once  there  was  a  little  boy  madly  in  love  with  raspberry 
jam. 

"A  thing  I  hate." 

"  It  is  false,  monsieur ;  one  does  not  hate  raspberry  jam. 
He  came  to  the  store  closet,  where  he  knew  there  were  a 
Bcore  jars  of  it,  and— oh  !  misery — the  door  was  locked.  He 
kicked  the  door,  and  wept  bitterly." 

"  Poor  child,  his  grief  affects  me." 

"  Naturally,  monsieur — a  fellow-feeling.  His  mamma 
came  and  said,  *  Here  is  the  key,*  and  gave  him  the  key. 
And  what  did  he  do  ?  Why,  he  fell  to  crying  and  roaring, 
and  kicking  the  door.  *  I  don't  wa-wa-wa-wa-nt  the  key-ey-ey. 
I  wa-a-ant  the  jam— oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! ' "  and  Jacintha 
mimicked  to  the  life  the  mingled  grief  and  ire  of  infancy  de- 
barred its  jam. 

Edouard  wore  a  puzzled  air,  but  it  was  only  for  a  moment ;     • 
the  next  he  hid  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  cried-;— 

"Fool!  fool!  fool!" 

"  I  shall  not  contradict  you,"  said  his  Mentor,  with  affected 
politeness. 
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**  6hei  was  mj  beet  friend," 
** Who  doubts  it?" 

^  Once  acquainted  with  llie  dtK*tf>r,  I  mold  visit  at  Beawre- 
paire.*' 

"She  had  thought  of  a  way  to  reconcile  my  wishes  with 
lids  terrible  etiquette  that  retgtjs  here/' 

*•  She  thinks  to  mare  purpose  thim  yoa  do — ihai  much  ia 
dear" 

**  NotMng  is  left  now  hut  to  ask  her  ptirdon — and  to  con- 
sent— ^I  am  off." 

•*  No,  joa  are  not,"  and  Jacintha  laid  a  grasp  of  iron  on 
him.  ^'Will  you  be  qutct? — h  not  one  blunder  a  dsy 
enough  ?  If  you  go  near  lier  now,  she  will  aSn^nt  you,  and 
order  the  doctor  not  to  ajwak  to  you.'* 

"Oh,  Jaeifitba !  your  sex  then  are  fiends  of  mftlice?" 

**  While  it  lasts.  Luckily  with  m  notJung  does  last  very 
long*    Take  your  orders  from  me." 

**  Te#i,  general,'*  §aid  tlie  young  man,  touching  hi§  hat 

"  Don't  go  near  her  till  you  have  made  llie  doctor's  ac- 
quaintance ;  that  is  easily  done.  He  walks  two  hours  on  the 
east  road  every  day,  with  his  feet  in  the  puddles  and  his 
bead  in  ibe  cloud^,** 

"  But  how  am  I  to^t  bim  out  of  the  clouds  ?  " 

**  With  ibe  fir^t  black  beetle  you  meet," 

**A  black  beetle  1" 

"  Ay  I  CT.tcb  her  when  you  can*  Have  her  ready  for  nee 
in  your  handkerchief:  pull  a  long  face ;  and  sayg  you — *  Ex- 
ciwe  me  monsieur,  I  have  the  misfortune  not  to  know  the 
Greek  name  of  this  merchandise  here.*  Say  that,  and  behold 
him  launched.  He  will  chmten  the  beast  in  Hebrew  and 
Latin  ad  well  as  Greeks  and  tell  you  her  biatory  down  from 
tlie  flood  :  next  he  will  beg  her  of  you,  and  ont  will  come  a 
cork  and  m  pb,  and  heboid  the  creature  impaled.  Thus  it  is 
tliat  mitD  loves  bectleii-  He  has  a  thousand  pinned  down  at 
home — ^beetles,  buitertlies  and  so  forth.     Wlien  I  go  n^ar  the 
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Jot  with  my  duster  be  trembles  like  an  asipen*  T  pretend  to 
be  going  to  dean  them,  but  it  is  to  see  the  face  he  nifikes, 
for  even  a  domestic  requires  to  laugh  :  hut  I  ne^er  do  clean 
thetn,  for  after  ail  be  is  moi-e  stupid  thftn  wicked^  poor  man  z 
I  have  not  therefore  the  sad  courage  to  annihilate  him/* 

"  Let  ug  return  to  our  beetle — what  will  his  tirades  about 
the  antiquity  of  the  beetle  advance  me  ?  '* 

"  Wretch  I  one  begins  uhout  a  beetle,  but  one  enrls  Heaven 
knows  where/*  She  turned  suddenly  grave*  "  All  this  does 
not  prevent  mj  pot  from  being  on  the  fire : "  and  her  heart 
of  hearts  being  tiow  in  the  kitchen,  Riviei-e  saw  it  was  use- 
leaa  to  detain  her  body,  so  thanking  her  warmly  made  at 
oncse  for  the  east  road» 

Sure  enough  he  fell  in  with  the  doctor,  but  not  being  armed 
with  an  insect  he  had  to  take  refuge  in  a  vegetable^ — the  fallen 
elm.  He  told  St,  Aubin  he  hnd  employed  a  per:=on  to  keep 
his  ears  open,  and  if  anything  transpired  at  either  of  the  tav- 
erns to  let  him  know. 

"  You  have  done  well  monsieur,"  said  the  doctor  ;  "  when 
the  wine  goes  in  the  secrets  ooze  out." 

The  next  time  they  met  Riviere  was  fiu-nished  with  an 
enormous  chrysalis.  He  had  found  it  in  a  hedge,  and  was 
struck  with  its  singular  size.  He  produced  it  and  with  mod- 
est diffidence  and  twinkling  eye  sought  information. 

The  doctor's  eye  glittered. 

**  The  death's  head  moth !  "  he  cried  with  enthusiasm — 
the  death's  head  moth !  a  great  rarity  in  this  district  Where 
found  you  this  ?  " 

Riviere  undertook  to  show  him  the  place. 

It  was  half  a  league  distant.  Coming  and  going  he  had 
time  to  make  friends  with  St  Aubin,  and  this  was  the  easier 
that  the  old  gentleman,  who  was  a  physiognomist  as  well 
as  ologist,  had  seen  goodness  and  sensibility  in  Edouard's 
face. 

At  the  end  of  the  walk  he  begged  the  doctor  to  accept  the 
chrysalis.     The  doctor  coquetted. 


WHITB  UES. 


m 


"  That  would  be  a  rohbety,  Tou  take  an  interest  in  these 
ihm^  jonneK — at  least  I  hope  so  1 " 

The  young  rogue  cotife&jse*!  modefitlj  to  ibe  seoti merit  of 
entotoologyi  but  **  the  GovertmieDt  worked  him  po  hurd  aa  to 
leave  bim  no  hopes  of  shinmg  m  so  high  a  science,"  said  bB 
Borrowfully. 

The  dc>clor  pitied  himp  "  A  young  man  of  your  attaiu- 
toenta  and  lasted  to  be  debarred  from  the  eTerJasling  seereta 
of  Nature,  by  the  fleeting  politics  of  the  day,  in  which  it  hap- 
pens m  Bcddom  that  aiij  greiit  principle  \§  evolnred, 

Ririere  ahrugged  his  shoulders,  "  Somebody  muat  do  the 
dirty  work,**  said  he,  chuckling  inwardly* 

Brief:  the  chrysalis  went  to  Beaurepaine  in  the  pocket  of 
a  grateful  man. 

♦*  Oh  wise  Jaclntba !  *'  said  the  lover,  *^  I  thought  you  were 
bum  hugging  me^  but  his  heart  iji  in  these  things*  We  are  a 
league  neari^r  one  another  rhan  yesterday," 

The  doctor  related  hif!  conversation  with  young  Riviere,  on 
whom  he  pronounced  higii  encomiums,  levelling  them  at 
Laure  the  detractor  from  his  merit,  aa  if  he  waa  planting  so 
many  death  blows.  Her  saucy  eyes  sparkled  i^dth  fun ;  you 
mij^ht  hiive  lighted  a  caudle  at  one  and  exploded  a  mine  at 
the  other ;  bui  not  a  syllable  did  she  utler. 

The  white  tkg  waved  from  the  battlemeute  of  Eeaurepaire, 

So  (there's  a  sentence  for  you — there's  a  ring — there's 
earthly  thuuder!)  tlie  statesman  dropped  his  statistiCB,  and 
look  up  \m  hat  and  fled. 

**  Only  to  tell  you  you  are  in  high  favour,  and  I  think  yon 
might  risk  a  calV*  *«aid  Jaciniha- 

"  Wliat,  on  the  baroness?" 

"*  Why  not  ?  We  shall  be  obliged  to  let  her  have  a  finger 
in  thfi  pie,  soon  or  late/' 

**  But  I  fill  led  on  her,  and  was  repulsed  with  scorn." 
^  "  Ha !  ha !     I  remember  you  came  to  offer  us  your  high- 
^piet*i  patronage  I     Well  now  I  will  tell  you  a  bettor  giim-i  to 
play  at  Beaurepatre  than  that.     Think  of  some  favour  to  mk 


I  ycrar  Iiat  off.     We  like  to  grant  favonra  :  we 

w  It,     We  don*t  know  how  lo  receive  them/' 

hwmr  can  I  ask?*' 

iln;     ing ;  ^  that  you  can  make  it  sound  a  favour." 

ive  ii*    I  will  ask  leave  to  shoot  over  Beau  repaid/'  ' 

J-^ood  ^       i  that  will  be  au  excuse  for  giving  me  some 

^  1  she,  who  had  always  an  eye  to  the  pot 

^*' 

at  now  i*  thia  very  moment — I  waa  not  prepared  for 

M.y  heart  heats  at  the  idea-" 

?*iddle-de-dee  I     The  baroness  and  the  doctor  are  on  the 

,11  terrace.     But  I  am  not  to  know  that.     I  shall  show 

I  up  to  the  baroness,  and  she  won't  be  there— you  under- 

ijd.    Run  to  the  front  door  j  III  step  round  and  let  you  in," 


frnrrE  ties* 


U' 


CHAPTER  XL 


*  Maoam  the  Bftroneiis,  here  is  a — young  monsieur 
a  requi^it — come  in  monsieur-     But  mademoifelie  where  is 
Madfim  I  ho  Banonc^g  f  ^* 

*^  My  mother  is  on  the  terrace  Jacinthft^**  eafd  Josephine. 

"  T  will  seek  her — ^be  nested  mon^ieur,^ 

Kdooard  began  to  stammer  apologies, 

"Such  a  trifle  to  trouble  the  barona^s  with — and  you 
me^einotsenesp" 

**Yoa  do  not  trouble  m  monsieur/*  said  Laure ;  "you 
flee  we  go  on  working  m  if  nothing  had  happened/' 

**  That  is  flattering,  Mademoiselle  Laure/* 

**  But  we  flutter/*  murmured  Josephine,  too  low  for  Eiviere 
to  hear — then,  when  the  kindlj  beauty  bad  soflened  down 
her  sister's  piquancy,  she  sard  aloud — 

**  Wellj  monsieur,  T  think  I  e^n  answer  for  our  mother 
that  she  will  not  f^fuae  one  whom  we  must  always  look  on 
as — our  friend-" 

**  But  not  your  a^squaintance,"  «aid  Kdounrd,  tenderly, 
thiHigh  reproachfully* 

"  Monsieur  then  cannot  fbrgiire  us  a  repulse  that  cost  us 
as  mueh  aB  it  could  him/* 

ff«.^re  WAfl  an  1^  -  li  turn.     Jixtrphine^ft  fiofl  eyes  and 

deprf^catory  voir^  1  to  imply  that  she  might  lie  won  td 

retmct  a  repnbe  for  whieh  shv  went  so  near  n|>ologising, 

"^Jadntha  h  right/*  thought  he,  "she  is  the  belle  of 
beiJe-^" 
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smoiselle,"  said  he   warmljj  "  how  good  you , 
BpeaK    5  to  me  !  *' 

3  d«        >ened^  and  the  baroness  came  in  alone. 
louaru  t.  le  and  bowed-    The  baroness  curtseyed,  gravel j 
I  :d  him  to  a  seat^  and  sat  down  hert^elf. 

L        rhey  lell  me,  monsieur,  I  have  it  in  mj  power  to  be  of 
»  slight  service  to  you — all  the  better,*' 
-  Yes  madam  ;  but  it  is  a  triHe,  and  I  am  in  oonstemation 
_  ihmk  I  should  have  deranged  you." 
'^  Nowisp,   moasicur ;    I  was  about  to  come  in  when  Ja- 
\  informed  me  of  the  honour  you  had  done  me*     Then 
jieur  wishes—*^ 
[adam,  1  am  a  sportsman*     I  am  a  neighbour  of  youra 
n,  though  I  have  not  I  he  honour  to  be  known  to  you." 
J.  hat  arisen  doubtless  from  tliiis,  mousieur^  Chat  I  so  sel- 
dom go  mto  the  world,"  said  the  lady  with  polished  insin- 
cerity. 

"  Well,  madam,  I  am  a  sportsman,  and  shoot  in  your 
neighbourhood,  and  the  birds  fly  over  into  your  ground.  Now, 
madam,  if  I  might  follow  them  I  should  often  have  a  good 
day's  sport" 

"  Monsieur,"  said  the  old  lady,  with  a  famt  smile,  "  follow 
those  birds  wherever  I  have  a  right  to  invite  you.  I  must 
at  the  same  time  inform  you  that  since  France  was  reformed, 
or  as  some  think,  deformed,  it  has  not  been  the  custom  to 
give  the  lady  of  Beaurepaire  any  voice  in  matters  of  this 
kind." 

"  Madam,"  said  Edouard,  "  permit  me  to  separate  myself 
in  your  judgment  from  those  persons." 

"  Monsieur  has  done  that  already,"  said  the  baroness  with 
all  the  grace  of  the  old  regime. 

Riviere  bowed  low.  His  head  being  down,  he  cast  a 
furtive  glance,  and  there  was  Josephine  working  with  that 
conscious  complacency  young  ladies  mildly  beam  with  when 
they  are  working  and  interested  in  a  conversation.  Laure, 
too,  was  working,  but  her  head  was  turned  away,  and  she 
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biiT^tmg  Willi  supprfs^p.d  inemmetit-  He  ft?U  uoeasy — 
**it  18  me  she  la  t|uizxihL'  *' — and  yet  he  had  n  nervoiihi  desire 
to  J  U  her;  so  Uv  tunietl  awuy  hMStily. 

^  If,*'  j?Aid  ihe  barooe^s  languidly,  **  miiy  I,  with- 

out mdiscjretioQ,  ask — does  it  iiAbrd  you  mudh  pleosum  to 
kill  these  birds  ?  " 

^  Not  too  much  madaiD,  to  tell  the  truth — but  pursuit  of 
aaything  is  -^erj  inviting  to  our  nature*" 

^  Ah  r*  eaid  Laure  drily — off  her  guard* 

^*  Did  you  speak,  my  daughter  ?  "*  «dd  the  haroneeSj 
coldly, 

**  No,  my  mother,"  said  Laure,  a  little  frightened ;  with 
fill  her  fiauee  she  dare  no  more  put  in  her  word,  uninviled, 
b*.*tweeo  her  mother  aod  a  slraogt^r,  than  she  dare  jump  out 
of  the  window/* 

**  Besides,"  continued  Riviere,  ''  when  a  man  is  Y<^ry 
hMrd  worked,  the^e  relaatatiotia^ — *' 

**  Ah  1  monsieur  h  haril  workefl  1 "  said  the  barone^i ;  her 
eye  dwelling  with  a  delicate  irony  on  hie  ro&y  face. 

He  did  not  perceive  it:  It  vfm  too  subtle.  He  answered 
with  a  shade  of  poni|i — 

**  Like  all  who  Rcrve  the  State." 

**  Ah  !  monsieur — ^ervea— the — ^Siate/*  She  seemed  to 
congeal  word  by  wordi  The  young  ladiea  exchanged  look  a 
of  dismay* 

'*  I  serTe  France/*  eaid  Eiviere,  gently ;  and  something 
in  his  manner  and  in  hiis  youth  half  d farmed  the  old  lady  i 
but  not  qnile-— she  said  as  she  roae  to  conclude  the  inter- 
riew — 

•^  Well  monsieur — (ah  1  you  will  forgive  me  if  I  cannot 
prevail  on  tnyself  to  call  you  citizen/*) — this  with  irouical 

**  Call  me  what  yon  please,  madam,  except  your  enetny/* 

And  be  said   thi*i   wirh  so   much  feeling,  and   ihif^.  sub- 

mkaion  of  the  oonquenng   to   the  conquered  party   wbj*  m 

gracrful,  that  the  water  came  into  JosepUine'e  eyesi  anfl 
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n  rose  and  fell,  and  her  needle  wdit  tlowar 

*cn     have  done   me  too  much  ill,"  explamed  the 
sss,  1      \  a  Romhre  look* 
-*  jjlamai!    '  said  Josephine,  unploringlj. 
*  They  c<    Id  not  have  known  jou  madam,"  said  Edouard, 
!  I,  even  lu  thb  short  intcn^iew — forgive  my  presumption 
-seem  to  do^"  and  he  looked  beseechingly  at  hen 
*^  Ki  least  monaienr,"  erred  the  old  lady,  kindly  and  ahnost 
,  "  it  is  a  good  begianing  I  think."     She  curueyd,  and 
I  meatit  "go."     He  lx)wed   to  her  and  tlie  young  ladieit, 
retired  demurely  ;  one  twinkle  of  triumph  shot  out  of 
■ye  towards  Laure. 
»e  baroncBS  ttimcd  to  her  daughters. 
"  Have  you  any   idea  who  is   this  Uttle  Republican  who 
has  m vented  the  idea  of  asking  permisj^ion  to  shoot  the  par- 
tridges of  another,  and  who,  be  it  said  in  passing,  has  the 
face  of  an  angel  ?  " 

They  looked  at  one  another.     Laure  spoke — 

"  Yes  mamma,  we  have  an  idea — ^well  he  is,  you  know 

the  purse." 

The  baroness  flushed. 

"Ah  I     And  why  did  you  not  tell  me  children  ?  " 
"  Oh !  mamma  it  would  have  been  so  awkward  for  you 
we  thought" 

"  You  are  very  considerate." 

"And  we  must  have  whispered  it,  and  that  is  so  ill  bred." 
**  More  so  than  to  giggle  when  I  receive  a  visitor  ?  "  asked 
the  baroness  keenly. 

"  No  mamma,"  said  Laure  humbly,  and  the  next  moment 
she  coloured  all  of  a  sudden,  and  the  next  moment  afler  she 
looked  at  her  mother,  and  her  eyes  began  to  fill. 

"  Let  us  compound  mademoiselle,"  said  the  baroness.  "  In- 
stead of  crying  because  your  old  mother  speaks  more  sharply 
than  she  means,  which  would  be  absurd  at  your  age,  yon 
shall  tell  me  why  you  laughed." 
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"Agreed  mamnia,"  cried  Mademoiselle  April  vulgarly 
pjiiind  Laore ;  **  tben  because — be  !  he  I— be  bas  lm*n 
eJitjoting  OTer  joor  gnound  for  two  montlis  past  wilUuut 
Itfiive." 

**OhI  impofisibW 

*'  I  h&re  heard  tb^  guns,  and  seeo  bim  and  Daid  doitjg 
iU  And  fK»w  he  has  come  to  a*k  for  kiiv^e  with  rbe  fin^t^  oi' 
•an  angel,  as  yoti  remarked— he  !  he  ! — and  oh  I  mamma  you 
oompliment^d  bira — ^be  1— aad  htj  ab^rbed  the  pmiae  with 
gucb  an  in*rriiuoU9  n^avlJy — ba!  bal  hti !  After  all  it  h 
but  rev.  'i^^    pt^riod  at  whicb  :?uch    ap^^ltcatioa^    are 

made  h\  y  sportsmen^ — after  instead  of  bf  lore.    ^Miat 

does  tbut  matter  ? — time  !li.es  so— ba !  ha  I  ba  I  ha  I  lia  I** 

**  Humpli !  "  ^aid  tlie  baroneeft,  and  Eeemed  very  tbougbt- 
fui,  and  mighty  liMlc  amii-^r*(i 

Edonard  wi-nt  bonie  exuhiiigr  be  had  in.Herted  tbe  wedge. 

He  Ultle  thougbt  that  Madrmobelle  April  liad  sarrifieed 
him  to  a  laugh,  still  k*ss  Lhat  a  council  of  war  bad  been  eoa- 
vent^l  and  was  even  now  gittbg  on  him.  Hud  be  known 
tiiw  tbe  delijflod  youth  that  went  along  exulting  would  have 
gone  trembling,  and  there  he  would  have  been  mistaken 
again*  Yet  ihere  are  two  hundred  thousand  people  that 
bebeve  a  giffcsy  girl  can  predict  the  future* 

8he  cannot — ^tbe  wieefei  of  ns  cannot — angels  cjinnot — 
Satim  cannotf  thtmgb  fifty  tbousaad  of  my  Yankee  friends 
have  asiiumed  as  a  self-evidont  pfopoHition  lhat  he  can. 

Tbe  barone^i  sent  for  8t  Aubin  to  ask  bis  advice  as  lo 
the  be^it  w^ay  of  kecfiing  tbe  eilissen  at  a  dwtanee. 

The  doctor  listened  w^ilb  great  inlprest  and  often  smiled 
as  the  baroue^fl  put  her  poniun^  of  the  pu^zlii  to  liiii  portions 
of  it,  and  the  whole  enigma  lay  revi>i\led, 

*^*Ahii!*'  said  lie  at  Utt^t,  **  the  young  rogne  has  taken  me 
by  my  foible ;  but  I  will  be  reiengt^L" 

'^  Tim  question  m  not  yoor  revenge,  hut  what  /  am  to  da." 

**Ali  \  "  said  tlie  doctor,  •*  you  require  my  » civ  ice  what  you 
sbouMdo?" 


I"  said   the  <3octor  and  reflected  profoundly: 

,Tice  is — let  them  alone.*' 

II  alone,"  replied  the  baroness  sharply — ^*  that 

H 

asily  done,"  replied  he  quietly. 
i  utt  ind  a  faint  flusih  rose  in  her  delicate 

K,  at  htT  ujol  way  of  di^^poBing  of  a  question 

so  eitibart^sat        ^r* 

-  Trust  to  Nature  !  ^'  said  the  doctor  benigniintly. 

"  Trust  to  Nature  I  "  screamed  the  old  arisiocrat  with 
r  and  dismay  in  her  face — *'  is  the  man  mad?  " 

''J^o  madam  J  nor  is  Nature:  truRt  to  her.  She  will 
mng  the  young  kdy  and  the  young  citizen  together  quite 
quickly  enough  withoiit  oiir  inflatning  them  by  opposition/' 

"  You  make  me  regret  sir,  that  I  disturbed  your  graver 
studies  for  a  matter  so  little  serious  as  this,"  was  the  bitter 
answer  veiled  in  tones  of  perfect  politeness. 

"My  friend,  if  you  wished  for  the  sort  of  advice  that 
political  prejudice  or  other  blinding  influence  gives,  I  was 
indeed  the  wrong  person  to  send  for." 

"  But,"  continued  the  lady  haughtily,  not  deigning  to 
notice  his  last  sentence,  "  you  will  make  my  apologies  to  the 
spiders,  to  whom  and  their  works  you  are,  I  conclude,  about 
to  return." 

The  doctor  rose  at  this  piece  of  polite  insolence. 

"  Since  you  permit  me,  madam.  I  shall  find  Nature  in 
spiders  and  admire  her :  but  not  more  than  I  do  in  the 
young  lady  and  the  young  citizen  who  are  now  submitting 
to  her  sweetest  law." 

"  Enough !  monsieur^-enough  ! " 

"As  I  myself  in  former  times,  when  youth " 

"As  that  must  be  very  long  ago,  and  as  among  the  results 
marriage  has  not  been  one,  perhaps  it  would  be  as  well  to 
spare  me  the  recital,"  said  the  baroness,  too  spiteful  to  let 
sUjt  this  chance  of  a  slap  fair  or  unfair. 
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^  True  madam.  Well  then,  let  us  take  Bn  uniitipeachable 
example — as  yourself — who  have  been  married — m  your 
younger  days — ^not  deeming  the  birds  in  spring  unworthy 
imitation — deigned ** 

"  Monsieur,  our  conference  is  ended." 

The  doctor  went  off  with  a  inaliciotis  grin ;  much  he  acred 
for  his  old  fHend*s  grand  airs  and  biting  tongue.  The  only 
creature  he  stood  in  awe  of  was  Jacintha. 

«OhI  that  duster!" 

**  What  is  the  hardest  substance  on  earth?  " 

^Adamant^  stupid." 

«No." 

«  WeU  then  steel  ?" 

«  No." 

"Platinum?" 

"  No.  Do  you  give  it  up  ?— do  you  ? — do  you  ?— do  you  ? 
—ice." 

"Ice?" 

"  Moral  ice,  not  physical — not  solidified  water,  but  solidi* 
fied  etiquette— congealed  essence  of  grandmamma — custom, 
ceremony,  propriety,  when  down  at  32  Fahrenheit. 

"How  many  have  jumped  as  high  as  they  could,  and 
come  down  as  hard  as  they  could  on  purpose  to  break  this 
ice — and  been  broken  ?  You  can  try  it  mesdames,  but  not 
by  my  advice. 

"  By  a  just  balance  of  qualities,  this  ice,  once  broken,  is 
the  hM^est  thing  in  the  world  to  mend." 

"  Human  ice,  once  liquified,  cannot  be  congealed  back  to 
its  original  smoothness,  strength,  and  slipperiness. 

"  Nature  glides  in,  and  unrecognized,  unthanked,  keeps 
the  thawed  from  freezing  again,  the  frozen  from  petrify- 
ing." 

When  the  ladies  of  Beaurepaire  darted  from  their  family 
oak,  and  caught  Riviere  in  his  felonious  act,  they  broke  the 
ice. 
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's  attempt  to  repair  it  on  the  spot  was  lutidable 

File  '    ;  in  nature  that  this  jouog  man  and  these  two 
ug  wc      n  could   e^er  be  again  the  strangers  tliej  were 

Tienever  they  met  in  the  park  he  had  always  a  word 

,  and  they  answered.     It  was  but  a  sly  word  or  two  ; 

tncse  words  were  like  little  sticks  judicioualy  inserted  as 

ire  bums  up. 

Factotum  Dard  co-operated. 

So  powerful  was  Factotum's  destiny  that  even  when  he 

!  laid  up  in  his  arm  c^hair  another  little  odd  job  fell  upon 

a;  he  beeame  a  go-between,  though  unable  to  stir." 

Ix>yers  met — ^to  nur^^e  hira* 

First  would  come  the  two  ladies,  or  sometimes  only  Lanre, 
and  curious  enough  in  less  than  ten  minutes  Edouard  was 
sure  to  arrive,  very  hot ;  it  happened  so— how,  I  have  no 
idea  ;  indeed  it  would  be  idle  to  attempt  to  account  for  all 
the  strange  coincidences  that  occur.  Let  me  rather  mention 
here,  apologising  for  its  complete  irrelevance,  that  the  young 
man  had  been  much  puzzled  what  to  do  with  the  twenty 
pieces  of  gold. 

"  They  are  sacred,*'  said  he. 

But  eventually  he  laid  them  out,  and  ten  more,  in  a  new 
telescope  with  an  immensely  powerful  lense. 

Science,  by  its  mouth-piece  St.  Aubin,  highly  approved 
the  purchase,  and  argued  great  things  for  a  young  man,  who 
turned  his  lodgings  into  an  observatory. 

"Also  a  politician  who  looks  heavenwards  is  not  of  every 
day  occurrence,"  said  the  dry  doctor. 

One  day  that  both  young  ladies  and  Riviere  met  round 
black-foot*  Dard,  that  worthy  who  had  hitherto  signalized 
himself  by  the  depth  of  his  silent  reflections,  and  by  listen- 
ing intently  to  good  books  as  read  by  Josephine  and  by  swear- 

♦  A  Scotch  word  for  a  go-between:  excuse  the  heartless  pun. 
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^g  at   his   toe,  mtber   tlion    by  imy    |)roloi^ged  cooyersur 
tioiiiil  ertbrl^,  suddcjjly  aiimourjced  hb  desire  to  put  a  few 
iitiries. 

The  aaditjoiy  prepared  to  eustiiin  the  shock  of  them. 
**  Jl  is  iiboiiit  the  lives  of  the  suffmug  mhm  I  have  been 

Dg  to  console  hicn/*  thought  Josephine^ 
**  What  I  wnMi  to  ktiuw  U,  how  it  happens  that  jou  ark- 

M  come  to  8€e  me  so  often  ?  " 
**  Oh^  Dard  "  eaid  Jo^ephiae,  "  doa't  you  know  ?  " 
-Kol  IdoaV* 

**  Dtrn't  you  see  it  i^  thtj  least  we  can  do  ;  only  thbk  of 
^e  number  of  Ihtli^  odd  jobs  yuu  have  done  for  us,'* 
*•  Oh  03  to  lliat,  jes  1  Jiavcj  by  St.  Deub  I  hav^e/' 
^  1  have  roy*elf  seeo  you  work  in  the  garden,  drive  tho 
»w,  chop  wood,  uIbcs  I  tKiK>r  lad^  ouce  too  ofien^  aud  take  fish 

br  05  out  of  the  pond,  and^ ** 

"  Stop  mademoi^lle,  it  is  no  use  your  tiding  to  count 

them,  Heaven  has  given  no  man  fingers  enough  to  count  my 

pttia  odd  jobs,  much  less  a  wonuin/'  added  he,  getting  con- 

Bued  br^tween  the  jobs  and  the  fingers- 

**  Well  then^  you  see  you  agree  with  uau     You  have  every 

aim  on  our  gratitude," 

'  Oh  then,  it  h  the  joba  I  did  up  at  Beaurepaire  that  gmR 

De  these  visits." 

**  Yes  I  but  above  all  the  gowl  heart  that  prompted  them," 

Ikurd  was  i^ilent  a  moment  j  then  suddenly  bursting  out 

fcito  an   off-hand  reckleaa  jaunty  rone — ^*  Ob  t  as  to  that/* 

iid  he,  *'  I  am  not  one  of  your  fellows  that  are  afraid  of 

A  few   little  jobs   more  or  le&s    make    no   diffei^ 

Doe  to  me.     '  Too  much  of  one  thuig  U  good  for  nothing,* 

a^  the  aaying  goe« — and  *  changes  are  lightsiome/ "     Ilia 

next  obfii*rvation  betrayed  more  cfin^lour  than  tact.     **  It  was 

to  plea^ie   JneiuTija   1  did   them,  not  out  of  regard  for  you 

"  hough," 

**  What  liave  we  to  do  with  that?"  said  Laui-e  sharply^ — 
fe  h&l/e£Vtd  by  them;  and  now  you  shall  benefit  by  them» 
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f  we  were  but  a  Utde  richer  we  would  naake  you 
you  were  tlie  richeat  citizens  io  France^**  said 

walked  to  the  gate  of  the   Pleas&Qce  with  the 

i]C9b,  talked   nineteen  to   the  dozen,  to  leave  no  room 

lor  it  Idieu^  and  30  get  rid  of  hiiii*     They  did  not 

bale  .  iim  givbg  them  that  chiince. 

He  gave  the  ice  no  tune  ii>  freeise  again. 

And  aU  this  time  he  was  niaking  friendfi  with  Doctor 
St.  Aubin:  and  as  things  will  turn  in  ihh  world j  or  rather 
twislj  tlio  way  least  expected^  he  got  to  like  the  doctor  tuid 
greatly  to  admire  him.  He  was  a  mine  of  knowledge,  and  his 
tastes  were  almost  as  wide  as  his  information.  He  reli^^hed 
J^atuh*more  perhaps  than  anything  else  :  but  he  was  equally 
ready  with  poetry,  with  history,  and,  what  charmed  young 
Edouard,  with  politics  of  the  highest  order. 

In  their  graver  converse  he  made  the  young  man  see  how 
great  and  rare  a  thing  is  a  statesman,  how  common  and 
small  a  thing  is  a  place-man.  He  poured  examples  drawn 
from  many  nations  and  many  epochs,  and  sounded  trumpet 
notes  of  great  state  policy,  and  the  patriotism  it  is  founded 
on ;  and  on  these  occasions  he  would  rise  into  real  eloquence, 
and  fire  the  young  heart  of  Citizen  Riviere. 

In  short  they  became  friends,  and  Riviere  no  sooner  felt 
they  were  friends  than  his  conscience  smote  him,  and  he 
said  to  himself,  "  I  will  tell  him  all :  he  is  a  good  man — a 
wise  man — ^a  just  man.  I'm  not  ashamed  of  my  love.  I 
will  entreat  him  to  be  on  my  side." 

"  My  friend,"  he  began,  "  I  have  a  confession  to  make." 

He  looked  at  his  friend :  the  doctor  twinkled  from  head 
to  foot 

"  Perhaps  it  will  not  take  you  altogether  by  surprise." 

"  We  shall  see." 

Then  Edouard  told  his  story  as  people  tell  their  own 
Stories.     How  he  had  come  to  this  district  a  staunch  Bepub- 
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How  lie  had  been  two  young  ladies  walking  so  calm, 
ode,  mi4   sud^   riUviiyt^  in   black.     How  tbeir  bcinity  and 
1  lutd  tniule  tlieia  inlereeling,  but  Uieir  miafortuncjs  had 
f  ibem  sacred.     How  after  maoy  meeting^!  a  new  fea- 
Lirtf  bid  arisen  in  lUeir  interf^iirse ;    Miuleinoisdle  Laure 
bad  sitiilcd  OT]  binii,  an  eui'tb.  Le  lljougbi,  had  ut^ver  iSDiiled  i 
'fore,      (The  doctor  grioncd  her**,  «*  many  an  old  fellow 
a£  gri^imed  on  like  occasiotii  mindful  of  the  dayw  when  he 
iFoi  sk  yooiYg  fool  and  did  not  know  it — ^aiid  now  he  m  an  old 
^iitf,  and  doesn't  know  it,)     This  had  gone  through  hb  heart, 
riirn,  suJ>|>^eJ^sing  Jadntho,  he  told  hra  friend  he  had  learned 
um  a  sure  eouree  the  raniiljr  was  in  bitter  poverty*    The  doc- 
tor sighed.    The  ardent  desire  to  save  them,  coupled  with  the 
Jiffieuhy,  and  their  inacce;^»rbi[it j^  hat!  almost  driven  hira  mad* 
"  1  lo^t  all    my  colour/'  cried  he   half  angrily.     Then  hu 
pld  ihc  Ftory  of  the  purse,  and  how  happy  be  had  fell  when 
be  dropped  it  and   stole  away,  and  happier  when   he  beard 
\  Imd  b<^cn  found,  and  bow,  after  alU  thttt  ai tempt  to  save 
llieai  had  failed  ;  *'  and  now  monsie\ir/*  be  said,  '*  my  heart d 
f0ft**n  nches,  and  1  burn  and  freeze  hy  turns.     1  watch  hours  ^ 
and  hotir^  for  Uie  uhanee  of  a  word  or  a  look.     If  I  fail,  I 
mii?embte  all  that  day  :  if  1  succeed,  1  am  the  bapiileat 
Eian  in  France  for  half  an  hour.     Then  I  go  back  to  iny 
little  room.     It  looks  like  a  prison  aJ\er  that.     The   sun 
cciosi  to  have  left  the  eartli,  and  ttiken  iiope  with  him.     Ob 
ny  friend  J  much  fts.  I  love  ber,  there  are  momentij  I  wijsb  I 
bad  never  seen  her.     She  I   love  will  be  my  ruin.     Bat  I 
phall  love  her  all  the  feame;  it  h  not  her  fault,     I  am  in  a 
ever  night  and  day*     BIy  duties,  once  bo  pleaisant,  are  tAste- 
now»     Ab  I  monsieur,  pity  me  and  advise  me  I " 
"I  will — ^lel!  me  fir*t^  are  you  conscious  of  a  iligbt  tren 
tlie  eikiii  wh^n  yon  wake  in  tlte  morning  f  " 
"Kb." 

**  Oecu^onikl  twitchns,  mostly  in  the  region  of  the  thigh  ?  " 
^  y    ^         .  ] — iiow  c<mld  you  know  that?  but  sueh  tiiies 
Are  ..  .  our  attention," 
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tC8  are  not  worth  our  atieation  I " 

it*^  my  Lean  I — it's  my  heart  I  " 

g  friend/'  said  the  doctor,  **  you  have  done  weU 

e.     You  must  do  one  of  two  things  :  the  choice 

u." 

Du  my  friend  I  " 

leave  this  district  tomorrow^ " 

"^  ihei  leave  the  eartL  !  " 

^lor " 

itou  must  go  with  me  to  the  baroness,  and,  backed  by 

ik  leave  to  court  her  daughter  openly  like  a  man-" 
Dacked   by  you  !  am  1  so  fortunate  ?  are  you   on  my 
3?" 

"  Firm  as  a  rock  I "  shouted  the  doctor ;  "  and  what  is 
more  I  have  been  your  secret  ally,  a  traitor  in  the  camp 
Beaurepaire,  this  three  weeks ;  also  I  have  watched  your 
little  manoeuvres  with  me,  Citizen  Cherubin,  with  no  less 
interest  and  curiosity  than  I  watch  a  young  bird  building  its 
first  nest,  or  a  silkworm  spinning  her  silk,  or  a  spider  her 
web,  or  any  other  cunning  inspu-ed  by  great. Nature.  Oh  you 
need  not  hide  your  head,  fox  with  the  face  of  the  Madonna :  I 
awaited  this  revelation  from  you  :  I  knew  it  would  come. 
I  am  glad  it  is  come  so  soon  ;  a  want  of  candour  is  unmanly, 
and  a  great  fault  in  youth  ;  you  shall  now  learn  how  wise  it 
is  to  be  candid.     Now  tell  me  Edouard "      • 

"Ah  I  thank  you,  monsieur  !  " 

"  Your  parents  ! — would  they  consent  to  a  match  between 
you  and  a  young  lady  of  rank  but  no  wealth  ?  " 

"  Monsieur,  I  am  not  so  fortunate  as  to  have  any  parents — 
unless  you  will  let  me  look  on  you  as  one." 

"  This,  dear  child  ! — I  consent — my  snuff  box — ^good !  left 
it  at  home." 

"  I  have  an  uncle ;  but  you  know  one  is  not  bound  to  obey 
an  uncle,  except  perhaps " 

"When  his  wishes  are  the  echo  of  our  own — then  we 
are." 
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**  Besides,  roy  node  (oves  me — at  leaut  1  Uiijik  so*" 

**  Oh  J  imposslUte.     You  mast  he.  mhiaken** 

**  Mongieiir  b  loo  food.     I  do  not  please  all  as  I  bave,  b| 
fortune,  pleased  jou,  mj  friend.   But,  id  fact,  mj  uqg 

f  no  aversion  towards  the  ariatocmcj." 

"All  the  better.  Well,  mj  young  loyer,  I  am  satMed 
All  ilie  battle,  then,  will  be  at  Beaurepaire-  Have  yoa 
courage  ?  '* 

**  I  am  full  of  it ;  only  sometimes  it  is  the  courage  of  hop 
ometimes  of  despair," 

"  Call  on  me  to-morrow  with  tbe  courage  of  hope," 

^  What^  at  the  chateau  1 ''  cried  the  young  man,  all  in  a] 
Batter. 

^'Ay,  at  the  impregiiabte  castle  itself,  where,  preposterous] 
m  it  inay  appeari  the  right  of  receiving  my  visiture  is  coo- 
ceded  me.    Were  it  not^— I  should  take  it-" 

^  It  does  me  good  to  hear  a  man  talk  so  boldly  about  tha 
chateau," 

**  I  shall  present  you  to  my  friend  the  baroness," 

"Oh!  Heaveos!" 

^  Shd  will  receive  you  as  a  glacier  Uie  Polar  Star*** 

*^  I  feel  she  will,     I  shiver  in  advance*" 

''And,  deaf  to  me,  your  advocate,  in  other  words,  to  reason 
atid  good  sense  pcisonifiedf  ahem  I  she  will  yield  to  you. 
My  vanity  will  be  shocked,  and  heboid  us  enemjes  for  Life," 

Bjviere  shook  his  bead  despoodlogly — »*  Deaf  to  you,  yield 
lo  me— how  can  this  be  ?  ** 

**  Becaoao  she  is  tlje  female  of  our  speciea — a  thing  to  1 
penuaded,  not  convinced ;   trust  to  me — ^have  faith  io  Na 
tur^T^^-AHfl  cnnie  at  twelve  o'clock." 


.St,  Atjljjii,  on  reaehiiig  the  chateau^  found  the  dun  pony 

standing  at  the  door*     He  hurried  into  the  dining-room,  and 

ilhete  was  the  notary  and  the  young  ladles^  all  apparently  in 

pgood  ipirits.    The  notary  had  succeeded.     He  showed  tUa 

Ijdoctori  as  bo  had  abeady  showed  the  ladies,  a  penal  caotract 

B 
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b^  whieli  Bonard  bound  bimself  not  to  sell  ih%  est&tet  or 
assign  the  lono,  to  anyone. 

The  doctor  was  enchanted,  sbook  the  notary  again  and 
again  b7  the  hand»  and  took  him  up -stairs  to  the  haronesd* 

**  There  m  no  further  neeessity  for  oonceahnent,"  said  be, 
"  and  il  would  be  most  unjust  not  to  give  her  an  opportunity 
of  thanking  you/' 

The  baroness  looked  rather  cold  and  formal  at  sight  of  the 
DOtary,  but  her  manner  soon  changed.  Although  the  dodor 
underrated  the  danger  the  chateau  had  just  esca|>ed,  yet  at 
the  bare  mention  she  turned  as  pale  as  death;  both  her 
daughters  and  the  doctor  observed  this. 

**  Strange,"  said  she,  "  I  had  a  presentiment," 

When  she  found  the  danger  was  past,  a  deep  sigh  showed 
how  the  mere  relation  had  taken  away  her  bi^calh. 

"  Heaven  reward  you,  monsieur,"  cried  she ;  "  the  last 
time  you  were  here,  you  gave  me  advice  which  offended  me, 
probably  because  it  was  wise  advice.     Accept  my  excuses.** 

"  They  are  unnecessary,  madam.  I  could  not  but  respect 
your  prejudices,  though  I  suffered  by  them.** 

"  In  future,  monsieur,  count  on  more  candour,  and  perhaps 
more  humility ;  that  is  should  my  impetuosity  not  deter  you 
from  ever  wasting  good  advice  on  me  again.** 

"  On  the  contrary,  madam,  if  you  could  give  me  an  hour 
to-morrow,  I  should  be  glad  to  show  you  a  means  by  which 
the  estate  and  chateau  can  be  placed  above  all  risk,  not  only 
from  a  single  creditor,  but  from  the  whole  body,  were  they 
to  act  hostilely  and  in  concert" 

*•  Hear  I  hear  I "  cried  the  doctor. 

"  I  shall  be  at  your  disposal." 

"At  this  interview,  I  request  that  the  heiress  of  Beaure- 
paire  may  be  also  present" 

"  What  necessity  for  that  ?  "  inqub^d  the  baroness  sharply. 

"  Oh  ! "  said  the  doctor,  "  I  understand ;  the  next  heir*s 
formal  consent  is  required  to  arrangements  made  for  the 
benefit  of  the  life-holder.  Am  I  mad  ?  to  talk  of  the  next 
Aeir,     Why,  Josephine  is  the  present  proprietor.** 
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^^ir*   cried  Josephine  with  astonialiment.  Dot  unmixed 

The  Dotary'a  lip  curled  with  contempt  at  the  little  psxty 
that  had  not  ev«a  aaked  thenBeWes  to  whoai  Ihe  property 
bi*ioriged* 

**  Mademotjselle  de  Beaurepaire  will  be  present,"  said  the 

baroness. 


A  little  before  twelve  o'clock,  Edouard  Riviere  stood  at 
the  door^  with  something  like  an  ice  javelin  niTniing  the 
lengdi  of  his  hack  bone.  The  baroness  waa  in  bis  eyes  the 
most  awful  human  creature  gc^ingp  He  would  have  feared 
an  intisTTiew  with  the  First  Coneul  one  shade  less,  or  half  a 
ahade. 

•f  acintha.  EmiUng  and  winkings  showed  htm  into  St.  Aubin^s 
Btudy,  Tiifj  doctor  received  bim  warmly,  aoil  after  a  few 
words  of  kind  encouragement,  comniittcd  him  to  the  hei^tles, 
while  he  went  to  intercede  with  the  baroness. 

The  baroness  aloppetl  him  cunningly  at  ibo  fli-st  word* 

*»Ab  I  my  gciod  doctor^  spare  me  this  topic  for  once.  The 
moat  disagreeable  dmught  ceases  to  be  poigimnt  when  ad* 
ministered  every  flay  for  three  weeks/' 

"  If  you  and  I  only  were  concerned  in  it,  I  would  prescribe 
It  no  longi^r^  but  those  we  love  are  deeply  Interested  in  iL" 

'*  Josephine,  my  daughter,"  cried  the  baroness,  **  are  you 
deeply  interested  m  marrying  Citken  l^vlere — ^with  a  face 
like  a  girl  ?  ** 

"No I  mamma!** 

*'  We  mii«t  not  ask  Laure,  I  think — she  is  rather  too  yoii|H 
for  filch  topics,'*  ^1 

♦*  Not  a  bit  too  young,  mamma,  if  you  please  j  but  I  hick 
Ibe  Inclinalion." 

*♦  la  ehort,  somehow  op  wnother,  you  can  botli  dispenae 
with  ihe  doctor's  friend  for  a  husband.  Let  liim  go  then. 
Now,  if  the  doctor  bad  proposed  himself^  we  ahottld  all  th.ree 
be  puHhig  caps  for  him*" 
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A  Utile  peal  of  laughter,  like  as  of  silTer  bells,  rang  out  at 
the  dQCtor's  expense. 

He  never  moTed  a  mu&cle. 

"  Permit  me  to  recall  to  yon  the  general  substance  of  ihe 
reasons  I  have  urged  for  admittiug  the  visits  of  mj  friend 
Monsieur  Edouacd  Riviere  at  this  house*" 

"A  sort  of  precis  or  recapitulation,"  remarked  the  baroness 
drilj* 

**  Exactly." 

"  Sneh  as  precedes  the  final  dismissal  of  aa  exhausted 
sabjecL" 

**  Or  makes  the  intelligent  hearer  at  last  comprehend  and 
retain  it," 

*'  First  and  above  all,  this  young  man  is  good  and  viiw 
tuoua  ;  then  he  loves  with  delicacy — with  i-are  delicacy  ;  am 
I  right,  mesdemoiselles  ?  Well^I  await  your  answer — — 
Cowards  !  I — ^and  with  ardour.  He  burns  to  do  good  to  you 
alL  Now,  let  us  soberly  inquire,  is  the  family  in  a  position 
to  scorn  such  a  godsend  ?  Some  fine  day,  when  the  chateau 
is  sold  over  our  heads,  shall  we  not  feel  too  late  that  impru- 
dence is  guilt  in  those  who  have  the  charge  of  beloved  ones 
as  well  as  of  themselves.  Look  facts  in  the  face,  madam ; 
comprehend  to-day  what  all  the  rest  of  France  has  long  com- 
prehended, that  the  Bourbons  are  snuffed  out.  They  were 
little  men,  whom  accident  placed  high,  and  accident  could 
lay  low.  This  Bonaparte's  finger  is  thicker  than  their  loins. 
Well,  if  you  can  really  doubt  this,  lean  on  your  rotten  reeds ; 
but  not  with  all  your  weight ;  marry  one  daughter  to  a  Roy- 
alist, but  one  into  the  rising  dynasty ;  then  we  shall  be  safe, 
come  what  may,  and  this  ancient  but  tottering  house  will  not 
fall  in  our  day,  or  by  any  fault  of  ours." 

"  This  may  be  prudence,"  said  the  baroness.  "  I  think  it 
is  ;  but  it  is  prudence  so  hard,  worldly,  and  cynical,  that,  had 
I  known  it  was  coming,  I  think  I  should  have  sent  that 
child  out  of  the  room." 

Laure  cast  a  look  of  defiance  at  Josephine  for  not  being 
called  a  cMld,  and  she  was. 
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St.  Anbin  wincod,  but  kept  liis  temper. 

**  8Kow  mc  then,*'  said  Ite,  ^'  that  yon  mn  ris^e  to  things  less 
eyiiicaj  aod  worHlj  than  prudeoce*  Lt>«k  at  the  joung 
nintt*^  virtue— his  cfmracter.*' 

*^  Wbitt  Jo  we  know  of  his  character  ?  " 

"  What  do  we  know  of  hi^  character  ?  Are  we  blind  then, 
or  can  we  see  virtue  onlj  when  it  comes*  to  as  oo  imptT  ? 
Is  there  onlhing  in  our  own  souls  that  reco^zei  great  vir- 
tues at  sigbU  and  cries,  *  Hail  I  brolber/" 

"  Ye^  1  jcs  !  there  is  !  "  cried  Laure,  her  eyea  flamijag. 

**  Be  silent,  my  child." 

**  Needs  there  a  long  string  of  scribblers  to  tel!  us  what 
ftCtloDS  ai"e  g4od  and  beantiful*  and  beyond  the  little  vulgar 
and  the  great  vulgar  to  do  or  to  admire  ?  *' 

**  What  do  jou  know  of  his  character  ?  You  know  tliat  in 
a  world  which  vaunts  mueh  atid  does  oothing  but  egoistt^ 
letimeis  bare  egoism,  sometiinejt  gilt  egoij?ra,  but  always 
sm,  this  poor  boy  has  loved  you  all  as  angtdi*  love  and  as 
iDortals  don'i^  and  like  angels  has  done  you  good  nnseen. 
You  know  nothing  ?  You  know  he  is  not  rifh,  yet  conse- 
crateid  half  his  income  to  you,  without  hopo  even  of  thanks. 
is  it  his  fault  he  was  found  out  ?  No !  my  young  la<lies 
there  were  too  cunning  for  him,  or  you  would  never  have 
known  your  angel  friend.  Read  now  those  great  Mes^sleurs 
Conn?ille  and  iiaelne  for  a  love  m  innocent,  so  delicate*  bo 
like  a  womonV,  so  like  an  angers.  Search  their  immortal 
p«ge8  for  it — ^and  find  it  not* 

"Are  you  deaf  to  sentiment,  blind  to  beauty  of  person  and 
the  soul  ?  Then  be  shrewd,  be  prudent*  and  be  friends  with 
the  rising  young  citizen.  I  have  tnea.*urf*d  him— be  u  no 
dwarf  He  was  first  at  the  Ecoh  Pfdt'tfc^tmqti4;^-Ai€i  won't 
he  la^Ht  in  France,  Are  you  loo  noble  to  be  prudent  ?  then 
be  noble  enough  to  hold  out  the  hand  to  tl»e  noblo  and  good 
and  hejiutiful  for  thf^ir  own  sakes,  unless,  nfter  twenty  yeap§" 
friendship,  I  am  any  thing  to  you  ;  in  tliat  case^  oli  I  welcome 
them  for  mine.** 
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The  baroness  hung  her  head,  luit  made  no  ana  wen 

"  Mjr  mother,"  said  Joaephine  imijbringlyj  **  the  dear 
doctor  k  in  earnest*  I  fear  he  may  doubt  our  love  for  him 
if  you  refuse  him.  He  never  spoke  ao  load  before-  Mamma 
— dear  mamma  I  " 

**  What  is  it  you  wish  rae  to  do,  monsieur  ?  ** 

**  Ordj  to  receive  my  friend,  and  let  him  plead  hia  own 
cause." 

"  I  consent,  I  am  like  Josephine*  I  do  not  love  to  have 
an  old  friend  bawUng  at  me.** 

**  Thank  you,  ladies,  for  your  consideration  for  my  feelings 
^-and  your  ears*" 

"  Whei'c  are  you  going  ?  " 

"  To  fetch  him  1  " 

•' Whfit,  Uy*iUyf" 

"  This  minute." 

"  My  daughters,  this  waH  a  trap.  Where  is  he  ?  In  the 
Pleasance  ?  "  asked  she  ironically,  taking  for  granted  he  was 
much  farther  off. 

**  No ;  in  my  room :  trembling  at  the  ordeal  before  him." 

" It  is  not  too  late  to  retreat;  better  so  than  give  me  the 
pain  of  dismissing  him." 

"  In  one  minute  he  wiU  be  with  you.  Break  his  heart  if 
you  are  quite  sure  there  is  any  real  necessity ;  but  at  least 
do  it  gently." 

"  That  is  understood.  My  child,  take  a  turn  on  the  ter- 
race." Laure  went  out,  after  shaking  her  showball  at  Jo- 
sephine for  being  allowed  to  stay  and  she  not. 

"  Oh  I  my  dear  friend,  what  a  surprise  I  have  endured  I 
what  a  time  you  have  been  !  " 

"  I  have  had  a  tough  battle." 

"  But  you  have  won  ?  your  reasons  have  prevailed  ?  " 

"  My  reasons  ? — straws  !  One  of  them  calls  them  so 
openly,  I  forget  which.  No !  my  reasons  fell  to  the  earth 
unheeded ;  didn't  I  tell  you  they  would  ?  " 
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*Obt  Heaven  r' 

'  But,  locktlyj  in  reasoning  I  shouted.  Then  Uiat  angel 
Jo6ei>lii£ie  said—*  Oh  I  my  mother^  we  cannot  refuse  the 
doctor ;  he  ha&  ihoiiled — he  jurbo  never  ihouts/  New  deinU 
tion  of  reason — an  afiair  of  the  lungs.  Now  go  and  show 
them  your  prettj  face  " 

"Teat  oh  I  my  Mend,  what  &haU  I  gay?  what  ehall  I 
say?** 

^  What  matters  it  what  you  say  ?  Wisdom  won't  lielp 
yon,  folly  won't  hurt  you  ;  stiJJ^  by  way  of  being  eittrernely 
cautioud^  I  wouldn't  oiler  too  much  good  iieiiee.  Turn  two 
beseeching  eyes  upon  her ;  add  the  langnafe  oC  your  fuc«  to 
the  bgic  of  my  lungs,  and  win — Come." 


*  Madam,  thig  ig  Monaienr  Edouard  Eiriere,  my  friend/' 
.  stately  reverence  from  the  hanme^s. 
C"**  May  my  esteem  and  hm  own  merit  procure  hira  at  your 
boodii  favourable  treatment,  and  should  you  &nd  bim  timid 
and  tlurried,  and  little  able  to  addresi  you  0uently«  allow,  I 
pray  yotij  for  his  youth,  for  the  modesty  timt  accompanies 
merit,  and  for  the  agitation  of  hU  heart  at  such  a  monieut* 
I  leave  you." 

Edouard,  trembling  and  confused,  etammer^,  scarcely 
above  a  whisper — 

•*0b  I  madam,  I  feel  I  shall  need  all  my  friend's  exGOJ*eft/* 
and  here  his  whisper  died  out  altogether,  and  his  tongue 
ftemed  to  glue  Itaelf  to  somethings  and  loae  the  power  of 
iiititioa# 

♦*  Calm  yonrself  monsieur :  1  listen  to  you," 

"  Madjim,  I  do  not  de&erve  her — but  I  love  her.  My 
paiition  is  not  what  she  merits — but  I  love  her.^ 

'*  How  e»n  thnt  be  monsieur  ?— you  do  not  know  her,** 

*^Ah  yt?!*  nKukm! — 1  know  her;  there  are  souls  tbiit 
epeak  Ihrough  the  coimti.^uiuii^e ;  I  hiiT-e  lived  on  liers  too 
long  not  to  know  her,  ftuy  nither  you  do  not  know  me- — 
you  may  well  hesitate  lo  allow  oul*  unknown  to  come  near  so 
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great  a  treasure.  There  I  am  sure  is  the  true  obstacle. 
Well  madam  as  mj  merits  are  small  let  my  request  be 
moderate :  give  me  a  trial.  Let  me  visit  you — I  am  not 
old  enough  to  be  a  hypocrite  :  if  I  am  undeserving,  such  an 
eye  as  yours  will  soon  detect  me :  you  will  dismiss  me,  and 
I  shall  go  at  a  word,  for  I  am  proud  too,  though  I  have  so 
little  to  be  proud  of.'* 

^*  You  do  not  appear  to  see,  monsieur,  that  this  little  ex- 
periment will  compromise  my  daughter." 

''Not  at  all  madam ;  I  promise  it  shall  not ;  I  swear  I  will 
not  presume  on  any  opportunity  your  goodness  shall  give 
me.  Consider  madam,  it  is  only  here  that  I  can  make  you 
acquainted  with  my  character :  you  never  leave  the  chateau 
madam :  let  me  come  to  theu^hateau  now  and  then,  oh,  pray 
let  me  come  Madam  the  Baroness !  *'  and  he  turned  his  be- 
seeching eyes  on  her. 

"  Was  ever  anything  so  unreasonable  ?  *' 

^  Ah  !  madam  the  more  I  shall  bless  you  if  you  will  be  so 
generous  as  not  to  refuse  me." 

"  But  if  it  is  my  duty  to  refuse  you." 

^  Then  I  shall  die  madam  that  is  alL" 

"Childishness  I" 

"  And  you  will  be  sorry." 

"You  think  so!" 

"  O  yes !  for  madam  has  a  good  heart— only  she  cannot 
see,  and  will  not  believe  h-h-how  1 1-love." 

"  Child !  now  if  you  cry  I*will  send  you  away  at  once. 
One  would  say  I  am  very  cruel,  but  I  am  not — I  am  only  in 
my  senses,  and  this  child  is  not.  In  the  first  place  these 
things  are  not  done  in  this  way.  The  approaches  are  made, 
not  by  the  young  madman  himiself,  but  by  his  parents :  these 
open  the  treaty  with  the  parent  or  parents  of  the  lady." 

"  But  madam,  I  am  not  so  fortunate  as  to  have  a  parent*" 

"What!  no  father?" 

"  No  madam.     I  cannot  even  remember  my  father." 

"No  mother?" 
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*•  Madam,  slit!  di^rd  live  years  ago*     Mademabelle  Joae- 

ine  can  tell  jon  what  I  last  tliat  day.     If  slie  was  alive 

ic  would  be  about  your  age*     All  no^  madttm  !  ygti  may  be 

re  Jibe  m  goae  from  me,  or  I  should  not  kneel  before  you 

Uius  tri^miless.     Sbe  would  cooje  to  you  and  say — *  Madain, 

m  are  u  mother  as  1  am — feel  for  me — luy  Hon  lovea  your 

ghter  I  be  will  die  if  you  refuse  him.     Have  pity  on  m© 

on  my  son,     I  know  him — he  is  cot  oa worthy •*     Oh  I 

idemoiseOe  Josephine,  speak  a.  word  for  me  I  implore  you  j 

me  who,  less  happy  lb  an  you^  have  no  toother — for  iiic 

10  tpeak  fto  ill^,  and  have  m  much  need  to  speak  well.     I 

be  rejected — by  my  own  tauU — can  one  have  so  much 

to  fifty  and  say  so  little  ?     Can  the  liearl  be  m  full  and  the 

[gue  so  powerless  ?     My  mother,  why  did  you  leave  me  ?  '* 

The  baroness  rose. 

She  turned  her  head  away, 

Eiviere  awaited  his  doom  trembUng  with  agitation^  and 
wkhiiig  he  had  said  auytlung  but  what  he  had  said ;  he  taw 
too  a  litUg  tremor  pass  over  the  baroness,  but  did  not  know 
to  interpret  iJmt* 
**Tbe  emcition  Buch  words  cause  me — no,  I  cannot.^  My 
ild  you  shall  leave  me  now,  I  will  send  you  my  answer 
by  letter/' 

These  last  words  were  spoken  in  almost  a  coaxing  tone, 
a  much  kinder  tone  tlian  she  had  ever  tiaed  beforcj  and 
looard^s  hopes  roae. 

**Oii  fes  nmdam,"  said  he  Innocently,  "I  prefer  it  soj 

ik  yoa  Quidam^  (torn  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  thank  you  \ " 

He  paused  in  the  middle  of  his  gratitude^  for  to  his  sur- 

th©  bftroufew's  tjes  suddenly  became  fixed  with  horror 

ftstomshment.     He  wheeled  round  to  see  what  direful 

iuct  had  m  transftxed  her,  atid  caught  Josephine  behind 

I,  but  at  gome  distance,  looking  at  her  mother  with  an  im- 

ring  face,  a  fkce  lo  melt  a  tlgi*es8,  and   both   her  white 

clasped  together  in  mute  duppUeaiion  and  her  cheeka 
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Wlien  saw  herself  detected,  she  attempted  no  further 

came  forward  her  hands  still  clasiped, 

1  '  mother  I  *'  Then  she  tumed  to  Edouard*  "  Do 

lot  ae<      ie  13  goiiig  to  refuse  you  by  letter,  because  she 

DC  ourage  to  look  in  jour  sweet  face  and  strike 


-mtresa  I  *'  shrieked  the  baitiaess. 


I- 


"  A                     mx                  cried  the  old  lady — "  what  a 
'^Tor  i      V        *jO       ."i^ — my  daughter — h  it  possible  you 
nterestcu — to  ii  degree— in  ibis ^' 

jusephine  lowei-eu  uer  lovely  head — 

■*  Yes  my  mother,"  said  she,  just  above  a  whiiper. 

The  baroness  groaned. 

Edonard,  to  comfort  her,  began — 

**  But  madam,  it  is  not »" 

"Ah!  hold  your  tongue,"  cried  Josephine  hastily,  in  an 
accent  of  terror. 

The  mystified  one  held  his  tongue. 

"  She  is  right  monsieur,"  said  the  baroness,  drily :  "  leave 
her  alone,  she  will  have  more  influence  with  me  than  you. 
In  a  word  monsieur,  I  am  about  to  consult  my  daughter  in 
this  wise  and  well  ordered  affair.  Be  pleased  to  excuse  us 
a  few  minutes." 

**  Certainly  madam."     He  took  his  hat. 

"  I  will  send  for  you.  Meantime  go  and  play  with  that 
other  child  on  the  terrace,"  said  she  spitefully — for  all  her 
short-lived  feeling  in  his  favour  was  gone  now. 

Monsieur  Edouard  bowed  respectfully,  and  submitted  de- 
murely to  his  penance. 

**  All  is  ended,"  said  the  baroness ;  "  the  sentiments  that 
have  corrupted  the  nation,  have  ended  by  penetrating  into 
my  family — ^my  eldest  daughter  flings  herself  at  a  man's 
head — again  it  is  not  a  man,  but  a  boy — with  the  face  of  an 
angel" 
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Joeepbine  glided  to  lier  tnother's  side,  and  sank  on  ber 

tiee#* 

*'My  mother  have  some  litfle  ean^ilenee  in  jour  Jose- 
bine  !  Am  1  so  vfifjr  fboH^h  ?  Atn  I  m  very  wicked  ?  "  And 
ha  l»ud  ber  cheek  again^l  btfr  motht^Kf*. 

The  old  lady  kissed  her. 

*♦  Ttiou  sbalt  hare  him — thou  slialt  have  bim !  my  well 
ploTed :  hjive  no  fear :  thy  tnotber  loves  thee  too  weU  to  vex 
lee.**  But  at  tliis  the  old  ladj  began  to  sob  and  to  cry — 
f  Tbey  are  taking  away  my  children  !  they  fire  taking  away 
^y  children  I  "  And  lo  ibe  doctor  who  came  m  full  of  euri- 
iiiy  she  cried  out — **  Ah  1  you  are  eocae,  you  ! — enjoy  then 

tir  ti-uim|jh,  for  yoa  have  won  1  '* 

**  All  the  better  I  **  cried  the  doctor  gaily* 

**  Neverlhele!;&  it  was  a  §orry  triumph  to  mme  to  a  poor 
old  woman  from  whom  they  bad  taken  all  except  her  daugh- 
ters, and  to  rob  her  of  them  too — ah  I " 

The  doctor  bung  bis  head  z  then  be  stepped  quickly  tip  to 
er  with  great  concern^  aiul  took  ber  band. 

**  My  dear  dear  friend,"  he  eried,  **  the  laws  of  Nature  are 
ftevimble*  Sooner  or  later  the  young  birds  must  leave  the 
irent'a  nest."' 

"  Nature  is  very  cruel — oh  I  ob  ! " 

be  but  seemg  ^o,  because  elio  is  unchangeable.    There 
Other  law  to  which  you  and  I  must  both  yield  ere  long*" 

"Tes  my  friend;* 

*  Shall  we  go,  and  leave  these  tender  one^  to  choose  mates 
l_aod  protectors  for  themselves,  out  of  a  world  of  wolves  iti 
b**'^p'9  clothing?     Shall  we  refuse  them  while  we  live  the 
^ht  of  otir  age  and  wisdom  in  this  the  act  that  is  to  colour 
fcdr  whole  lives  ?  " 

**  You  ba?e  id  ways  reason  on  your  side,  you.     Well  I  send 
the  young  man,     lie  is  good  :  he  will  forgt\e  me  if  in 
bite  of  myself  I  ahould  be  someiimes  rude  to  hira :  he  will 
Ddefstand  timt  to  my  daughter  he  ia  a  lover,  but  to  me  a 
i  highway  robber — poor  child  I     He  ii  very  h^md- 
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some  all  the  mme>  Next,  he  hai  no  mother — if  I  was  not 
go  wicked  I  should  try  and  supplj  her  jdace^ — you  see  I  am 
reaaouablfl.  Tell  me  now  how  long  h  will  be  before  you 
oome  to  me  for  Luur^  ?  Oh  I  do  not  be  afraid :  I  will  hi 
her  go  too-  I  will  not  giv^e  all  this  trouble  a  second  time — 
the  fit^t  struggle  it  is  thut  tears  us.  Yet  I  koew  Jt  must 
come  £ome  day.  But  I  did  not  expect  it  so  &oon.  No 
matter — I  will  be  reasonable — to  day  is  the  fourth  of  No- 
vember, I  shaU  remember  the  fourth  of  November — go  to- 
AH  I  ask  is^  when  they  are  both  gone,  and  the  house  » 
quite — quite  de^^olate,  then  suffer  me  to  die — when  all  I  lo^e 
j»  gtine  from  me*     Oh  1  oh  1  oh  1  oh  I  oh  1  ** 

^  Monsieur  Perrin  the  notary  ia  below  and  would  speak  to 
tnadftm/'  said  Jacintha  at  the  door^ 

"  Ah !  I  remember,  away  with  our  tears  my  friends :  here 
comes  one  who  would  not  understand  them.  He  would  say, 
*  what  have  they  all  the  toothache  at  once  in  this  house? ' " 

St  Aubin,  after  the  first  compliments,  retired ;  and  the 
notary,  the  baroness  and  Josephine  seated  themselves  in  a 
triangle. 

He  began  by  confessing  to  them  that  he  had  not  overcome 
the  refractory  creditor  without  much  trouble ;  and  that  he 
had  since  learned  there  was  another,  a  larger  creditor  likely 
to  press  for  payment  or  for  sale  of  the  estate.  The  baroness 
was  greatly  agitated  by  this  communication :  the  notary 
remained  cool  as  a  cucumber  and  keenly  observant. 

"  Bonard,"  said  he,  "  has  put  this  into  their  heads  ;  other- 
wise I  believe  they  never  would  have  thought  of  it." 

He  went  on  to  say  all  this  had  caused  him  grave  reflec- 
tions. 

"  It  seems,"  said  he  with  cool  candour,  **  a  sad  pity  that  the 
estate  should  pass  from  a  family  that  has  held  it  since  the 
days  of  Charlemagne." 

"  Now  Grod  forbid  I "  cried  the  baroness  lifting  her  eyea 
and  her  quivering  hands  to  heaven. 
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Now  the   notary  held    the    RepiibHcJin   creed  iu  aD   Its 

qc1j€a. 

**  Frovitifr'nce,  ma<1am,  doea  not  mr*;rfin^  in  mattt^C!*  t*rhiisi- 

jieW*  saiij  hti,     **  Nolliing  but  money  cun  save  the  eiitato, 

el  us  ilien  locik  at  tilings  mVid*    Has  any  means  occurred  to 

of  raiting  money  to  pay  off  these  iuciimhrimce!i  ?  *' 
**  Nop     What  ineaiiB  cao  there  b«  ?    The  estate  b  raorfr- 
gaged  to  ita  full  ToJiie :  30  they  all  say/* 
^.       *  Aod  fliey  say  tme  1 "  pat  in  th^  notary  qmckly. 
^H  ''Thefe  b  no  hope/' 

^H   ^  IH}  not  di^lresi  yourself  madam  t  1  ata  here  !  I  '* 
^1    "  Ah»  my  good  friend^  miiy  Heaven  reward  yoii*^* 

"  Madam r  wp  to  the  present  time  I  huve  no  complaint  to 
make  of  thia  same  Heaven.     By  the  bye,  permit  me  to  show 
you  that.  1  am  on  the  rise  :  here  mad^^inoiselle^  is  a  gun-craek 
tlir J  have  given  me ;  **  and  he  mihuUoned  liis  oveTcoatt  and 
jiiowed  them  a  piece  of  tricoloiirtd  riband  and  a  cla^jp*     *^  As 
'  me,  I  look  to  the  solid,  I  care  littk  for  these  things,"  said 
etly  bursting  with  gralified  vanity,  ''but  the  world  la 
by  them.     However  I  can  .s^how  you  something  bet- 
tr"     He  took  out  a  letter.     "Thi^  h  JVom  the  Minister  of 
te  Interior  to  a  client  of  mine :  it  amounts  to  a  promi^  I 
ill  be  ihe  nest  prefect,  and  ilje  present  prefect — I  am  happy 
i  fay — ji  on  his  death  bed.     Thus  madmn  your  humble  ^er* 
n.iit  in   a  few  fhort  months  will  be  notary  no  longer,  but 
rfect  t  I  i^hall  then  sell  mv  office  of  notsU'y — it  h  worth  ono 
^undred  thousand  franco — and  I  flatter  myself  when  I  am  a 
rfeci  you  will  not  blush  to  own  me." 
'''  llien  as  now  monsieur,"  ^aid  the  baioneea  politely,  **  we 

ball  recognize  your  merit.     But^ " 

**  I  understaml  nuidani :  like  me  yon  look  (0  what  is  solid. 
bus  thon  it  Is :  I  have  money." 
**  All  1  tdl  the  bi'tier  for  you,*' 

**  r  have  a  gwKl  ^icnl  of  money.  But  it  is  dispersed  in  a 
nt  many  small  though  proiitable  investnient^  Now  to 
1  H  in  suddenly  wouM  entaU  some  loss/* 
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d  madfiiiif  if  jtm  and  my  young  lady  there 
little  of  tJmt  frierjdly  feeling  towards  me,  of 
>  mucii  towards  yo«,  all  my  invest  menta  ghall 
Six  moittlis  will  do  it;  two  tbird^  of  your 
ri  >e  paid  off  at  orjce.     A  single  party  on  whom 

^      f  clients,  who  dares  not  quarrel  with 
..villaining  third  ;  and  ^o  the  estate  will 
six  months  eren  that  diminished  debt 
?u,  and  Be^uirepaire  chateau,  park,  estate, 
inas^  aown  to  the  old  oak  iree,  shflll  be  as  free  as  air  j 
ower  shall  alienate  them  from  you  rnademoieellej  and 
heira  of  your  hody." 
a  Daroness  claspefl  her  hands  in  ecstasy, 
"  iiut  what  are  we  to  do  for  tltis  monsieur?'*  inquired  Jo- 
sephine cahnly,  "for  it  seems  to   me  that  it  can  only  be 
eflfected  by  great  sacrifices  on  your  part," 

"  I  thank  you  mademoiselle  for  your  penetration  in  seeing 
that  I  must  make  sacrifices.  I  would  never  have  told  you, 
but  you  have  seen  it — and  I  do  not  regret  that  you  have  seen 
it  Madam,  mademoiselle,  those  sacrifices  appear  little  to 
me — will  seem  nothing — will  never  be  mentioned,  or  even 
alluded  to  after  this  day,  if  you,  on  your  part,  will  lay  me 
under  a  far  heavier  obligation — if  in  short " — here  the  con- 
temner of  things  unsubstantial  reopened  his  coat,  and  brought 
his  riband  to  light  again — "  if  you,  madam,  will  accept  me 

FOR    TOUR    SON-m-LAW — IF    TOU,    MADEMOISELLE,    WILL 
TAKE  ME  FOR  TOUR  HUSBAND  ! " 

The  baroness  and  her  daughter  looked  at  one  another  in 
silence. 

"  Is  it  a  jest  ?  "  inquired  the  former  of  the  latter. 

"  Can  you  think  so,  my  mother  ?  Answer  Monsieur  Perrin. 
Above  all  my  mother,  remember  he  has  just  done  us  a  kind 
office." 

"I  shall  remember  it.      Monsieur,  permit  me  to  regret 
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that  haviDg  lately  wan  our  grfttitudc  ami  ante  em,  yott  have 
tnken  tfjk  way  of  modifying  those  tVeling^.  But  after  all," 
itie  »dil*?d  with  gentle  courtepsey,  **  we  muy  well  put  your 
gpod  dfi^dE  against  this — ihiB  error  in  jinlgoipnt.  The  bal^ 
ance  b  tn  your  favour  siiil,  provided  you  never  return  to  this 
topie^     Cotne^  h  it  a^rf ed  ?  " 

The  baronesses  manner  was  full  of  tact,  and  the  latter  sen- 
tencea  were  aaid  with  an  open  kintlline^s  of  luaaner, 

There  was  tiolliiug  to  prevent  Pernn  from  dropping  the 
labjcct  and  rRmaining  good  friends.  A  gentU^m^n^  or  a 
lover  would  have  eo  done. 

Monsieur  Perrin  was  neither-  He  said  in  rathur  a  threat- 
ening tone — "  You  rt^fuse  me  then  madam  !  1 " 

The  tone  and  the  worda  were  each  singly  too  much  for  the 
barone^'a  pride-     She  answered  coldly  but  civiHy^ — 

*'!  do  not  refuse  you.  I  do  not  take  an  i^Vont  into  con- 
sideration," 

'*  Be  calm,  my  ujotherj"  said  Josephine  ;  "  no  affront  waa^ 
intended." 

•*  Ah  1  here  is  otie  that  is  more  reaflonable,**  cried  Perrin* 

**  There  are  men,"  continued  Josephine  withont  noticing 
hlm^  •*  who  look  to  but  one  thingj  interegt.  It  waa  an  offer 
nade  politely  in  the  way  of  bufiineas  ;  decline  it  in  the  same 
spirit  my  mother ;  that  is  what  you  have  to  do." 

**  Monsieur^  you  hear  what  mademoiselle  says  F  " 

*'  I  am  not  deaf  madam." 

**  She  carries  jK>litenefl8  a  long  way.  After  all  it  is  a  good 
fault.  Well  monsieur  I  need  not  answer  you  since  Made* 
liloi]»ella  de  Beaurt^paire  bai  answered  you  ;  but  I  detain 
yott  w*  longer-" 

Strictly  a  weasel  has  no  hu^siness  with  the  temper  of  a 
ttger,  hnt  this  one  had,  and  the  long  Tindictivene^s  of  a  Cor- 
aicao. 

**  Ah  I  my  little  lady^  you  turn  me  out  ol*  the  hou^e  do 
you  ?  "  cried  be  grinding  his  teeth* 

**Tarn  him  out  of  the  house  I  what  a  phrase  1  My 
daughter  where  has  this  man  lived  ?  *' 
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"  To  the  d^Tti  witli  phrases.  You  turn  me  out  I  A  man 
my  Httk  ladies  whom  none  ever  jet  insnhed  without  repent- 
ing  it,  and  repenting  in  vain.  You  are  under  obligations  to 
me^  and  you  think  to  turn  me  out  1  You  ore  at  mjr  mercy, 
and  you  think  1  will  let  you  turn  me  to  your  door  I  Saj 
again  to  me,  either  with  or  without  phrases,  '  S^rtez  !  *  and 
by  all  the  deviL^  in  less  than  a  month  I  will  stand  here^  here, 
here,  and  say  to  you  *  Sart^z  I  *  ** 

"  Ah  I — man  Dieu  I  men  Dimil^ 

**  I  will  say  Beaurepaire  is  mine  1     Begone  from  it ! " 

When  be  uttered  these  terrible  words,  each  of  which  was 
a  blow  with  a  bludgeon  to  the  baroness,  the  old  lady,  whose 
courage  was  not  equal  to  her  spirit,  shrank  over  the  side  of 
her  arm  chair  and  cried  piteously^ — "  He  threatens  me  1  he 
threatens  me  I  I  am  frightened  1 "  and  put  up  her  trembling 
hands,  so  suggestive  was  the  notary's  eloquence  of  physical 
violenoe.  Then  his  brutality  received  an  unexpected  check. 
-  Imagine  that  a  sparrow  hawk  had  seized  a  trembling  pigeon, 
and  that  a  royal  falcon  swooped,  and  with  one  lightning-like 
stroke  of  body  and  wing,  buffeted  him  away,  and  there  he 
was  on  his  back,  gaping  and  glaring  and  grasping  at  nothing 
with  his  claws.  So  swifl  and  irresistible,  but  far  more  ter- 
rible and  majestic,  Josephine  de  Beaurepaire  came  from  her 
chair  with  one  gesture  of  her  body  between  her  mother  and 
the  notary,  who  was  advancing  on  her  with  arms  folded  in  a 
brutal  menacing  way — ^not  the  Josephine  we  have  seen  her, 
the  calm  languid  beauty,  but  the  Demoiselle  de  Beaurepaire 
— her  great  heart  on  fire — ^her  blood  up— not  her  own  only, 
but  all  the  blood  of  all  the  De  Beaurepaires — pale  as  ashes 
with  great  wrath,  her  purple  eyes  flaring,  and  her  whole 
panther-like  body  ready  either  to  spring  or  strike. 

**  Slave !  you  dare  to  insult  her,  and  before  me !  Arriere, 
miserable .'  *  or  I  soil  my  hand  with  your  face  !  "  And  her 
hand  was  up  with  the  word,  up,  up,  higher  it  seemed  than 

♦  "Back!  wretch!  »• 
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ever  a  hand  was  lifted  before.  And  if  he  had  hesitated  one 
moment,  I  believe  it  would  have  come  down :  and  if  it  had  he 
would  have  gone  to  her  feet  before  it :  not  under  its  weight — 
the  lightning  is  not  heavy — ^but  under  the  soul  that  would  have 
struck  with  it :  but  there  was  no  need :  the  towering  threat  and 
the  flaming  eye  and  the  swift  rush  buffeted  the  caitiff  away :  he 
recoiled  three  steps  and  nearly  fell  down.  She  followed  him 
as  he  went,  strong  in  that  momentas  Hercules,  beautiful  and 
terrible  as  Michael  driving  Satan.  He  dared  not,  or  rather 
he  could  not  stand  before  her :  he  wreathed  and  cowered  and 
recoiled  all  down  the  room,  while  she  marched  upon  him. 
Then  the  driven  serpent  hissed  as  it  wriggled  away. 

"  For  all  this  she  too  shall  be  turned  out  of  Beaurepaire, 
not  like  me,  but  for  ever.     I  swear  it,  parole  de  Perrin." 

^  She  shall  never  be  turned  out.  I  swear  it,  foi  de  De 
Beaurepaire." 

**  You  too  daughter  of  Sa ** 

"  Tixis  tat,  et  sars  a  Vifwtant  meme — Lache  ! "  * 

The  old  lady  moaning  and  trembling  and  all  but  fainting 
in  her  chair :  the  young  noble,  like  a  destroying  angel,  hand 
in  air,  and  great  eye  scorching  and  withering  ;  and  the  caitiff 
wriggling  out  at  the  door,  wincing  with  body  and  head,  his 
knees  knocking,  his  heart  panting  yet  raging,  his  teeth 
gnashing,  his  cheek  livid,  his  eye  gleaming  with  the  fire  of 
helL 

*  **  Hold  your  tongae !  and  begone  this  Tery  moment,  coward  and  slaTO  I " 


^  CHAPTER  Xn. 

fOi9ELLB|  your  mother  has  aent  me  here  to  play 

arl" 
i  m  true.      She  iaid«  ^Go  and  play  with  that  othef 

^  Mesdames  our  mothers  take  liberties  which  we  do  not 
put  up  with  from  a  stranger." 

'<  Mademoiselle,  I  felt  like  jou  at  such  a  term  being 
applied  to  me,  but  it  is  sweet  to  share  any  thing  with  you, 
even  an  affront — a  stigma." 

^  So  they  sent  you  to  amuse  me  ? "  asked  the  beauty 
royally. 

"  It  appears  sa" 

«  Whether  I  like  or  not?" 

"  No  mademoiselle,  at  a  word  from  you  I  was  to  leave 
you :  that  was  understood." 

"  Go  away." 

"I  go." 

He  retired. 

"Monsieur  Riviere,"  called  the  lady  to  him  in  a  calm 
friendly  tone  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 

He  came  back. 

"  How  thoughtless  you  are:  you  are  going  away  without 
telling  me  what  you  have  been  saying  to  my  mother  about 
me  behind  my  back." 

"  I  never  mentioned  you  mademoiselle  ! " 
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h  t— oh,  AH  the  better  I " 
Th'.-n  ibiA  child  told  that  child  all  he  had  eatd  to  the 
bftrouessv  atid  her  repUea  *  Arid  tlal§  child  blushed  m  telling 
it  aad  looked  tunidly  every  now  mul  thco  to  »ee  how  ibal 
Gsprlciou^  ehild  took  it:  aud  that  cap nc bus  child  wore  a 
lofty  contemplative  air,  as  much  a^  to  say,  "  I  am  listening 
(if  polileness  to  a  dry  abstract  of  certain  matters  purely 
iiative  wherem  I  hav^  bo  personal  interest/*  Certaia 
&hm  that  came  and  went  gave  a  charming  iiiGongniity  to 
the  |>eHbrmance^  and  might  have  made  an  aged  bystander 
laugb* 

Wliai  be  came  to  teB  Josephine't  interferenee,  and  how 
her  mother  thought  it  was  she  he  loved ;  and  how  Josephine, 
to  bia  great  surpriMv,  had  fevoured  the  delusion :  and  liow, 
on  tbiiv  the  tide  had  turned  dirtjctly  in  his  favour,  our  young 
ftetresB  being  of  an  impetuous  nature  aiid  ofT  her  guarrl  a 
IQoment,  bui«t  out,  **  AIjj  I  recognise  you  there  mj  good 
l€»8ephine  I  "  but  she  bad  no  siooner  said  thia  than  ahe  low- 
ered her  eyes  and  her  cheek  burned. 
Riviere  was  mystified* 
"  But  mademoiselle/*  said  he,  "  do  pray  expliOn  to  i 

can  I  be  mistaken  al^er  all — b  she ?  *' 

«Is  she  what?** 

"  I  mean  does  she ?  " 

"  Does  she  what  ?  " 
*^  You  know  what  I  mean/* 

INo  I  do  not :  how  should  I  ?     The  vanity  of  these  chil- 
Kow  if  she  did  won  Id  she  have  confegsed  before  you 
■  lid?*' 

I  am  astonished  at  yoti  Madctnoiselle  Laure; 
Jndntba  then  h  right ;  you  acknowl&lgo  llint  every  ihirrg 
jrour  tjex  ^y^  is  a  {ii!beli<x>d — oh  fie  I  '* 

♦*  Ko!  not  evtjry  thiuj^,"  replied  Laiire  with  ftaivetS  unj»ar- 
lUeled,  **  oidy  certain  thing!^ !  don't  tease  me,"'  cried  sbo 
fitb  iuddim  imall  violciKf^;  *'^of  ihi^  lie  sure,  that  Josephine 
praft  m  good  fHe»d  to  you,  not  littcait^  ^ho  loves  diildroii,  hut 
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because  she  is  not  one  of  us  at  all,  but  an  angel  and  loves 
ever  J  body — even  mons^ieur/* 

''This  !s  what  I  think,"  said  Edoiiard  gravely.  "The 
baroness  fancies  you  a  child — you  are  woman  enough  to 
pu22le  me,  mademoiselle/' 

"  ThfiU  may  easily  be**' 

**  And  Mademoiselle  Josephine  thought  I  should  not  be 
allowed  to  come  into  the  house  at  all,  i^  at  that  critieai 
moment,  another  prejudice  came  in  the  way." 

"  What  prejudice?" 

"  That  you  are  too  young  to  love.** 

**  That  is  no  prejudice — it  is  a  fact  I  am,  monsieur — I 
am  much  too  young.*' 

"  No  1  I  was  confused.     I  mean  too  young  to  he  loved." 

"  Oh !  I  am  not  too  young  for  that — not  a  hit  too  young.*^ 

"  And  so  the  angel  Josephine  temporised,  out  of  pity  to 
me :  that  is  my  solution,  and — ah  !     Heaven  bless  her  !  " 

"  Forgive  me  if  I  say  your  solution  is  a  very  absurd  one." 

"  It  is  the  true  one." 

"  Are  you  sure  ?  " 

"  Positive." 

**  Then  it  is  no  use  my  contradicting  you." 

«  Not  the  least" 

"  Then  I  shall  not  contradict  you." 

"  Ah  well !  mademoiselle  angel,  perhaps  my  turn  will 
come,"  said  the  young  man,  his  lips  trembling.  Won't  I 
cut  myself  in  pieces  for  you  at  a  word,  that  is  all." 

"  I  like  you  better  when  you  talk  so." 

"  Mademoiselle  Laure  ?  " 

"  Monsieur  Edouard  ?  " 

"  If  you  will  come  to  where  the  great  oak  tree  stands  : " 

"  To  the  Pleasance  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Oh !  the  Pleasance  is  it  ?  What  lovely  names  every 
thing  has  here  !  Well,  if  you  will  come  into  the  Pleasance 
I  will  make  you  a  drawing  of  that  dear  old  tree  I  love  so." 

"  And  what  right  have  you  to  love  it  ? — it  is  not  yours :  it 
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imra.     Ton  are  miwuys  loviDg  something  you  have  no 
usiness  to.** 
"I  lo^e  thbgs   that  one  can't  help   loving — ia  that  a 

'  H«  c^n*t  help  toving  a  tree,  tender  nature  I  ** 
'  No,  I  can*t  help  loving  a  tree  out  of  which  you  iiitro* 
luced  jourself  lo  me" 
**  Insolent  1     Well,  draw  it  with  two  ladies  fljing  out  and 
"a  boy  roott^d  with  terror," 

**  TIktc  13  no  need.     That  scene  ia  more  than  drawn j  it  ii 
mj^ved,  on  all  our  menaories  for  ever  I  " 

**  Kot  on  mine !  not  on  mine !     Oh !  how  terrified  you 

)r«*re— ha  I  ha  I — «nd  how  terrified  we  should  have  been  if 

^ou  had  not*     Listen  ;  once  upon  &  time — (3on't  be  akirmed : 

wna  tttier  Koali— *a  Irightened  hare  mn  by  a  pond :  the 

cigs  splashed  into  the  water  in  terror.     She  said,  '  All  ha  I 

bere  are  then  those  I  frighten  in  my  turn :  I  am  the  thun- 

^«£rholt  of  war-'     Excuse  mj  quoting  La   Fontmne :  I  am 

not  ia  'Charles  the  Twelfth  of  Sweden'  yet,    I  am  bni  a 

,  child/* 

"  And  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  when  you  grow  up  you  will  be 
ftoo  much  for  me,  that  Is  evident.     Come  then  mademoiselle 
Ue  quixzer*'* 
**-  Monsieur,  shall  I  make  you  a  confession  f    You  will  not 
!  angry:  I  cxjuld  not  support  your  displeasure/* 
**  I  am  afraid  yoti  could  i  so  I  will  oot  try  you," 
**  Then  1  have  a  etninge  inciinution  to  walk  up  and  down 
s  terrace  wliilst  you  draw  that  rree  in  the  Pkasance/* 
**  Bcsist  that  iodination :  perhaps  it  will  fiy  from  you.*' 
'  Ko  I  you  fly  from  me,  and  draw,     I  wiH  rejoin  you  m  a 
r  minute.H/* 

*^  l*hnnk  you  I  Not  so  stupid  I " 
**  Do  you  doobt  my  word,  sir  ?  **  aaked  she  haughtily, 
"  lleaveti  forbid  mademoiselle  I  only  I  did  not  see  at  first 
it  it  wae  a  fterioua  promise  you  are  doing  me  the  honour 
le.    I  go/* 
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He  wenL^  and  plae^  bimaelf  on  tbo  weal  side  of  tbe  ct$k 
and  took  out  his  sketch  book,  and  worked  zealously  and 
rapidly.  He  had  done  the  outlines  of  the  tree  and  was 
finishing  in  detail  a  part  of  the  hug©  trunk,  when  hh  eyea 
wei-e  suddenly  dazzled  :  in  tbe  middle  of  the  rugged  bark, 
deformed  here  and  there  witli  great  wart-like  bosses  and 
wrinkled,  seamed,  and  ploughed  all  over  with  age,  hurst  a 
bit  of  yariegated  colour:  bright  aa  a  poppy  on  a  dungeon 
wall,  it  glowed  and  glittered  out  through  a  large  bole  in  tho 
brown  dark ;  it  was  Laurels  face  peeping.  To  our  young 
]over*s  eye  how  diyine  it  shone  I  None  of  the  half  tints  of 
common  flesh  were  there,  but  a  thing  all  rose,  lily,  sapphire, 
and  &oul.  His  pencil  drooped,  hi?  mouth  opened,  he  was 
downright  dazzled  by  the  glowing,  bewitching  face,  siMirkliug 
with  fun  in  tbe  gaunt  tree.  Tell  me,  ladies,  did  she  know 
the  value  of  that  sombre  frame  to  her  brightness  ?  Oh  1 
no — she  was  only  a  child  !  I ! ! !  I 

The  moment  she  found  herself  detected,  the  gaunt  old 
tree  rang  musical  with  a  crystal  laugh,  and  out  came  the 
arch-dryad. 

"I  have  been  there  all  the  time.  How  solemn  you 
looked  ! — ^ha !  ha  I  Now  for  the  result  of  such  profound 
study." 

He  showed  her  his  work  ;  she  altered  her  tone. 

"  Oh !  how  clever,**  she  cried,  "  and  how  rapid  !  What  a 
facility  you  have  I  Monsieur  is  an  artist,**  said  she  gravely ; 
"  I  will  be  more  respectful,**  and  she  dropped  him  a  low 
curtsey.     "  Mind  you  promised  it  me,**  she  added  sharply. 

"  You  will  accept  it,  then  ?  ** 

"  That  I  will :  it  will  be  worth  having  :  I  never  reckoned 
on  that — hence  my  nonchalance.  Finish  it  directly,**  cried 
this  peremptory  young  person. 

"First  I  must  trouble  you  to  stand  out  there  near  the 
tree.** 

"What  for?** 

"  Because  I  want  a  contrast.     The  tree  is  a  picture  of 
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gradaal  decay ;    bj  Us  side  iben  I  nitist  place  a 
itficalion  of  Youtli  «nd  growing  Igvolinef^-" 
Slio  did  not  &D5w<3r,  but  itiade  a  »ort  of  pirouette,  find 
weut  wbert  she  ¥?as  bid,  and  stood  tliere  with  her  back  t<:j 
tlie  artist- 

^*But  that  will  not  do^  nmdemobelle ;  you  mutt  turn 
^jpondp" 

^H  "Ob!  very  well.**  And  when  sbe  came  round,  he  saw 
^Hl^r  colour  was  high.  FlaMery  h  sweet. 
^H  This  eUild  of  nature  was  pleased^  and  ashamed  it  abauld 
^^k  seen  that  she  y^m  pleaj?ed — and  so  he  drew  her ;  atid  kept 
^^Kiking  <*fl*  the  paper  at  her,  and  had  a  right  in  Im  character 
of  artist  to  look  lier  full  in  the  face,  and  he  did  so  with 
long  lingering  glances  beginning  sevei'^  and  business  I  ike, 
and  eodiog  tt-Mider,  that  eht  poor  girl  hardly  knew  wliich  ' 
way  to  kok,  not  to  be  scorched  up  by  hia  eye  like  a  tender 
flower,  or  hlandly  absorbed  like  the  pearly  dew.  Ah  !  liappy 
boor!  ah!  happy  days  of  youth,  and  innocence,  and  first  love  ! 

"  Here  h  my  skter.     Ah  I  something  is  the  tnatter  I" 
Jo^phine  came  towards  tbeiQf  pale  and  panting. 
"  Oh  I    my  diildren,"  8 be  cried,  and  could  not  speak  a 
iiiom»^nt  for  agitatbn. 

They  came  round  bcr  in  the  greatest  concern* 

great  misfortune   hm  fallen  on  m^  and  I  am   the 


"Oh!  Heaven  I" 

•*  Wc  have  an  enemy  now,  a  deadly  enemy.     Perfin  th€ 

i  Laure — Mon^sieur— he  inaqlted  ua — be  insult  ed  my 

er — I  c^ould  not  bear  that. — I  InBulted  Mm" 

Ton^  Jcij*ep!iine  ?  " 

•*Tc»!  you  may  well  wonder.     How  little  we  know  our-l 

dvtis  J   but  our  motJier  was   trembling  in  her  chair,  her ' 

oble,  her  beloved  face  all  |»ale — all  pale — and  she  put  up 

■  baodB  before  her  sarrcd  bead,  ff>r  the  rufllan  was  lUreat- 

;  hx^  With  Mb  loud  voice  and  brutal  geslm-es," 
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"  Oh  ]  my  poor  mother  I  ** 

^^Sacr^r^rh  canaUh  I — and  I  not  there  1 " 

"  Then  ia  a  njomeot,  I  know  oot  how,  I  was  upon  him, 
hud  I  cried,  *  Back,  wretch  I '  " 

**  WeU  done." 

"  With  my  hand  over  his  headp  Oh  J  if  he  had  faced  me 
a  moment,  I  should  struck  him  with  all  my  soul,  and  i^ 
tbe  face^  I  should  have  killed  him,  I  was  stronger  than 
lloua,  and  as  fierce.  I  was  not  myseUl  I  knew  no  fear ;  I 
wlio  now  am  ail  fear  again*  Mj  children  it  was  but  a  smgle 
coward — had  it  been  a  regiment  of  braves,  I  should  have 
flung  myself  upon  ttiem — for  my  mother*  Mad  woman  thai 
1  was  !  " 

"  You  nohle  creature — you  goddess — I  only  loved  you* 
and  honoured  you — now  I  adore  you." 

"  Oh !  Edouard,  you  do  not  see  what  my  violence  has 
done.  Alas  !  I  who  love  my  sister  so,  have  ruined  her.  I 
have  ruined  the  mother  I  tried  to  protect.  I  have  ruined 
the  house  of  Beaurepaire.  For  that  shrinking  coward  has 
the  heart  of  a  fiend.  He  told  us  he  had  never  forgiven  an 
affront — and  he  holds  our  fate  in  his  hands.  *  You  turn  me 
out  of  the  room/  he  yelled,  (oh !  I  turn  cold  now  when  I 
think  of  his  words,)  '  I  will  turn  you  out  of  the  room,  and 
out  of  the  bouse  as  well.  You  stand  here  and  say  to  me 
^Sortez! '  In  a  little  while  I  will  stand  here — here,  and  say 
to  you  ^Sortezf  *'  He  will  do  it.  It  is  written  in  my  heart, 
80  hot  with  rage  a  moment  ago,  so  cold  with  terror  now — he 
will  do  it — he  will  come  armed  with  the  law — the  iron  law — 
and  say  to  us  poor  debtors — ^Sortez  !  *  " 

"And  if  he  does,"  said  Edouard  firmly,  and  cutting  each 
word  with  his  clenching  teeth,  "  this  is  what  will  happen.  I 
will  cut  his  liver  out  with  my  dog  whip  before  you  all,  and 
you  will  not  go  at  all." 

"  That  is  spoken  Kke  a  man  ! "  cried  Laure  warmly. 

"  You  talk  like  a  child,"  said  Josephine.  "  Yet  perhaps 
jou  might  do  something.     Will  you  do  something  for  me  ?  " 
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*•  Dlfl  yon  do  nolhing  for  me  to-da^  that  jou  put  such  « 

luestion  ?  '* 

*•  We  wiU  nut  «peak  of  tlmt,  mjr  friewfl/' 

**  ^o,*^  cTied  the  hoyj  trembling  with  emotion,  "  we  will 

talk  of  it;    ihesB  are  not  thiags   to  tfj/k  of;    but  we 

\ ^    And  for  lack  of  wordj  he  seized  ypoo  both  her 

nds  nnd  kis^aed  thetn  vioktitlyj  and  then  stnzcd  her  gowa 
□d  kiKsed  that. 

You  know  Bonard  the  farmer — ht  lives  about  a  league 
om  thiri." 
«  Yes  I  jes  1 " 

"  Run  thither  across  the  meadows^  and  find  otit  whethijp 
Ferrio  has  been  to  lum  since  leaving  the  chateau*     lie  hm 
niy  A  few  minuter*  start ;  you  wilj  perhaps  arrive  before  he 

Before  he  leavea  I     I  shaU  be  there  before  him.    Do 
t think  a  dun  cow  can  carry  n  scoundrel  towards  -villanj 
i  m  I  can  go  to  pleaj^e  an  angeL*^ 
**  You  will  come  biiL-k  to  Beanreptdre  and  tell  me  ?  " 
**  Yci*  I  yes  I "  and  he  was  gone. 
The  sistitn  followed  slowly  to  the  gate  and  watched  thi 
tioui*  boy  run  a<:rQS3  the  pai^, 
it  does  not  take  the  path/*  said  Josephine* 
•*  Oh  1 "  said  Lauro,  **  what  are  paths  to  him*     He  has  no 
ejodiee   in   favour   of  beaten   tracks*      He    is  going  the 
[tneM  way  to  Bonard^  that  we  may  be  sure  of." 
**  How  gstlbmtly  lie  runs,  Laure ;    bow  high  he  holds  lik 
cad  ;    how  e^mly  he  moves ;    and  yet  how  he  clears  the 
tntnd«-ai ready  at  the  edge  of  the  park/' 
**  Ye**,  but  Josephine,  the  stron|^  bramble  hedge — there  la 
I  gap  thero— no  ^tile.     What  will  ho  do  ?     Ah  I  " 
Edoitnrd  liad  solved  the  riddle  of  the  hedge  ;  by  a  familiar 
HanccinTc  unknown   to  thoae  ladles  nntil  that  moment,  \m 
tirrea^'d  his  pace  and  took  a  ^jiog  leap  right  at  the  h»^dg0| 
to  ruing  in  the  air,  came  al  it  with  hu  htiok  instpud  of 
fiace,  imdr  by  his  weight  and  Lmpetua,  contrived  to  burst 
9 
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reus  In  a  moment^  and  was  next  a«en  a  furlong 

looked  at  one  another-     Josephine  imiled  sadlj. 
np  hopefully. 

ives  we  have  thought  that  hedge  a  barrier  no 
pas9 — he  didn't  make  much  of  it.    Hav€  coiir- 

in  and  comfort  oar  mother,^ 
Lei  dister — alone  ?     Where  are  70a  going  ?  " 

» tne  uratory." 
tu  are  right" 
I  j^atire,  the  blessing  and  the  comfort  of  believing 
3rod   of  the  Fatherless  is  Etronger  than  wicked  men, 
jjHTk  days  are  coming,  m j  sister," 
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Xaubb  tried  Id  Gomfort  her  mother ;  the  cotisoliiig  topic 
nbe  chose  iras  joung  Riviere*  She  described  his  real,  his 
clet^snuinaiion  to  balile  tJie  enemji  how,  she  did  not.  know, 
but  she  was  sure  he  would  Bomehow ;  and,  to  crown  all,  his 
juin[>ing  through  the  hedge^ 

The  baroness  Ustened  like  a  wounded  porcupine  round 
whom  a  flj  buzzes*  The  notary  was  her  wound  i  the  states- 
man  her  worrying  fly.  When  her  patience  was  exhausted, 
Ae  laahed  out  again gt  him. 

Now,  (^priciotis  imps  like  Laure,  whom  their  very  nature 
BQ^mB  to  impel  to  lease  and  flout,  and  even  quarrel  with  a 
bTi?r  to  bis  face,  are  balanced  by  another  atroag  impulae^ — 
vix :  to  defend  him  behind  his  back*  ay  with  more  spirit 
than  tho»o  do  who  have  more  loving  natures  Perhiips^  they 
fticl  they  owe  him  tin's  reparation.  Perhaps  to  iil>iise  bim  is 
In  infringe  tlieir  monojjoly,  and  they  can't  stand  that 

Injure  defended  Ednuard  io  warmly  that  between  her 
tnotber'ft  sagacity  and  her  own  vexation  at  hh  being  sneered 
&t  by  anybody  but  her,  and  also  at  ber  being  called  once  or 
twice  in  the  course  of  J  he  argument  by  the  hateful  epithet 
"a  child^**  It  transpired  that  she  was  the  young  lady  Edoiiard 
dune  to  Beaurepaire  for. 

TbtJ  bw^ne^  vtm  go  ehocked  at  this  that  Laare  rt*petited 
biltiU'ly  her  unguarded  tongue- 

•*  Oh  mamma  I  don't  look  f*o — pray«  don^t  look  30 !  Blatuma 
r,  W  angr}*  again,  il*>  pmy  hi^    very   anj^ry  ;    but  don*t 
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look  so  at  your  Laure.  I  eould  oot  help  growing  up,  I 
could  not  Iielp  being  like  70 u  manim».  So  then  they  call 
that  being  preUj,  and  come  tea^iDg  me*  But  I  am  Dot 
obliged  to  love  him  mamma,  do  pray  remember  that,  I 
don't  care  for  him  the  least  in  the  world,  not  as  I  do  for  you 
and  Jose p bine,  and  if  he  brings  dis^entiion  here  I  shall  hate 
him  I  ah  yea  I  you  could  easily  make  me  hate  him — poor 
boy  I  ' 

"  I  was  wrong  ;  it  b  a  wenkne^i  of  parents  never  to  see 
tliat  their  children  are  young  women*" 

^  I  am  nineteen  and  a  half  my  mother,  and  he  is  jnly 
twenty-one.     So,  you  see,  it  is  very  natural." 

"  Yes  !  it  is  very  natural — there,  go  and  tell  the  doctor  all 
that  haa  happened  ibis  miserable  day.  For  I  am  worn  out 
— ^uite  worn  out.  Let  me  have  some  one  of  my  own  age 
to  talk  to.     Ah !  how  unhappy  I  am  I  " 

Never  since  our  story  commenced,  did  a  sadder  gloomier 
party  sit  round  the  little  table  and  its  one  candle  in  the 
comer  of  that  vast  saloon. 

Josephine  filled  with  gloomy  apprehensions,  and  accusing 
herself  of  the  ruin  of  the  family. 

The  doctor,  sharing  her  anxieties,  and  bitterly  mortified 
at  the  defeat  of  reason  and  St.  Aubin :  at  having  been  de- 
ceived by  this  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing. 

Laure  sad,  for  now  for  the  first  time  they  were  not  all 
united  in  opinion,  as  well  as  in  trouble,  and  she  herself  the 
cause. 

The  baroness  in  a  state  of  prostration,  and  looking  years 
older  than  in  the  morning. 

"  You  are  worn  out  madam,"  said  the  good  doctor ;  *'  let 
me  persuade  you  to  retire  to  rest  a  little  eai'lier  than  usual." 

"  No  my  friend,  I  want  to  sit  and  look  at  you  all  a  little 
longer.     Who  knows  how  long  we  shall  be  together  ?  " 

There  was  a  heavy  silence. 

Laure  whispered  to  Josephine — "  Tell  our  mother  she  can 
dJamiss  him  whenever  she  pleases ;  it  is  all  one  to  me." 
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^  No !   tio  I  *   said  Jusephine,  "  tlmt  k  not  wbjit  sbe  is 
^Ibinkbig  of.     She  is  right :  J  have  ruioed  jou  all/* 
The  door  opeuetL 
^  Alomieitr  Kiviere,"  cried  Jacinth  a  :  and  a  moment  aftOT 

ftJie  JOU II g  man  shone  in  the  doorwity. 
**  h  ihLs  an  hour ^?  ^  began  the  baroneiS. 
*'  Ha  mmm  by  my  request,'^  said  JoBepbine  baaiUj. 
**  That  IS  a  diffi3rent  thing;' 
Edouitrd  came  down  the  saloon  with  a  brisk  step  and  a 
general  animationj  and  joined  the  languid  group  like  tt  sun- 
beam struggling  into  thick  fog.     He  bowed  all  round. 
""  MftdemoiseUe,  he  has  been  there*     ^  I  jumped  over 
the  last  stfle^  that  dun  pony  trotted  into  the  yard ;    I  say, 
bow  h^  must  have  spurred  him.** 

Joi*eplii»e,  who  bad  risen  all  excited  to  hear  his  report, 

Iiat  down  again  with  a  genUe  desponding  mien. 
**  1  waited  in  ambush  to  see  what  became  of  him.  He 
^m  with  the  fiytner  a  good  bour^ — then  he  went  home*  I 
followed  bim  j  but  I  did  nothing — you  understand^ — because 
I  bttil  not  precipe  orders  from  you :  but  I  went  hence,  and 
got  my  dog  whip — ^here  it  h  i  whenever  you  give  the  word, 
or  bold  up  your  little  fingeT  to  that  effect^  it  shall  be  applied, 
and  with  a  will  **— «raek,  and  the  ex-school  boy  smacked  hia 
whip,  meaning  to  mske  a  little  crack,  but  it  went  off  like  a 
liiftlol  shot 

Ah  1 "  cried  ibe  baroness^  and  nearly  jumped  out  of  her 


wai  abashed. 
^  young  savage!**  cried  Laure,  and  smiled  approv- 

Dgfy, 
*  Jt  is  no  question  of  dog  whips/*  said  St  Aubin  with 

^And  the  man  is  enough  our  enemy  without  our  giTTing 

I  any  real  cause  to  bate  us/*  retaonslrated  Josephine, 
•^We  shall  not  be   her^   long/*  muttered  the  baroness 
l^bjoniily 


» 
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"  Foi^ve  me  if  I  venture  to  contmdict  jon  majdeun." 
**  We  are  mined — and  no  power  can  save  us*" 
"  Yes  madam,  there  is  one  who  can." 
"  Who  can  save  me  now  ? "'  asked  tte  baroness  with  deep 
despondency. 

^*Ton?  child?*' 

"  I !  if  yon  will  permit  me." 

This  frantic  annotincemeJit  took  them  so  by  smrpnse  that 
they  bad  not  even  the  preseoce  of  mind  to  exclaim  against 
its  abflurdity,  but  sat  looking  at  one  another. 

The  statesman  took  advantage  of  their  petrifaction^  and 
be^an  to  do  a  little  bit  of  pomposity. 

'*  Madam  the  Baroness,  and  yon  monsienr*  who  have 
honoured  me  with  your  t^j-teem,  and  you  Mademoiselle  do 
Beaurepaire  whom  I  adore,  and  you  Mademoiselle  Laure 
whom  I — whom  I  hope  to  be  permitted — whom  I — listen  all. 
You  have  this  day  done  me  the  honour  to  admit  me  to  an  in- 
timacy I  have  long  sought  in  vain  :  let  me  then  this  day  try 
to  make  you  some  small  return,  and  to  justify  in  some  degree 
Monsieur  St.  Aubin  my  kind  advocate.  Madam,  it  is  your 
entire  ignorance  of  business,  and  unfortunate  neglect  of  your 
property,  that  make  you  fancy  yourself  ruined." 

The  baroness  laughed  bitterly  at  the  boy.  Then  her  head 
drooped. 

"  Let  us  come  to  facts.  You  are  living  now  upon  about 
one  thousand  two  hundred  francs  a  year  :  the  balance  of  your 
renta  after  the  interest  of  your  loans  is  paid." 

Oh ! — and  they  were  astounded  and  terrified  at  his  knowl- 
edge of  their  secret,  and  blushed  in  silence  for  their  poverty. 

"  Your  real  balance,  after  paying  your  creditors  is — that  is, 
ought  to  be — five  thousand  two  hundred  francs.  Your  farms 
are  let  a  good  forty  per  cent  below  their  value  :  your  tenants 
are  of  two  classes — those  who  never  had  any  leases,  and 
those  whose  leases  have  long  been  run  out.  The  tenants 
Are  therefore  in  your  power,  and  whenever  you  can  pluck 
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Up  r^aolliiloii  to  have  jour  real  income,  mj  the  word  anti  I 
wiU  get  it  you/' 

Tlie  baroness  Bmiled  faintly, 

'*  Bloiiaieur,"  a&id  she,  **jou  are  right,  I  aQdei-srand  litUo 
of  businesi  ;  bui  this  I  kuow,  that  the  fanos  are  let  too  high, 
jiot  luo  low.     They  all  my  so." 

"  Who  says  so  madam  ?  " 

**  They  who  should  know  best — the  tenants  themselves* 
Two  of  their  wives  came  here  last  week  and  complained  of 
the  hard  time*/' 

What  I  the  smooth  faced  cheats,  the  Hars  whose  interest 
it  is  lo  chant  thtit  lurte.     Give  me  better  evidence/ 

That  man,  die  notarj^ — he  said  so.     And  in  that  point  at 
least  I  see  not  what  ioterest " 


i 

^^     "You^-doa't — %^^ — what^ — interest—he  has!"  cried  Ed- 
1        cmard. 

♦*  On  me  coupe  la  parokj*  *  smd  the  fine  lady  dolefully, 
looking  ft»and  with  an  air  of  piteous  surprise  on  them  all* 

«  Forij'ive  me  madam  :  ^eal  for  you  boiled  over;  hut  now 
it  it  pc>:*§ible  you  doo*t  see  what  interest  that  ctmatlk  of  a 
eitifug^r  has  ?  ** 
'  What  phrases  I " 

"In  humbugging  yon  on  that  point  T 
^  h  h  a  whole  voc4*buhtry  IIP* 
^  Blame  the  things  and  the  people^  not  me  madam,  since  I 

tit  eall  both  by  I  heir  true  names*" 

^Whicli  if  not  so  polite  as  to  call  them  by  other  names,  is 

Bore  *icientific,"  suggested  St.  Aubin* 

**  Madam,  pmy  »ee  the  thing  as  it  is,  and  If  yoii  lof  ist  on 

^elegant  ph raises,  well  then  :  Beaiirepaire   is  a  dying  kid  that 

all  Llie  little  ravens  aliout  here  are  feeding  on,  and  all  the 

lai^ger  vnltarest  or  Perrins,  are  scheming  to  cairry  away  to 

their  own  nests^    The  estate  of  Beaurepaire  Is  the  cream  of 

the  disiricti     The  first  baron  knew  how  to  choose  land ;  per- 


*  Be  tak«i  the  words  ont  of  mj 
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hflpsi  be  took  tlie  one  bit  of  soil  on  which  he  found  something 
growing  by  the  mere  force  of  nature,  all  being  alike  uncul- 
tivated in  that  barbai'oas  time  :  it  b  a  rich  clay  watered  by 
half  a  doian  brooks.  Ah  I  if  jou  could  farm  it  yourself,  as 
my  unck^  does  hid,  yon  might  be  wealthy  in  spite  of  iti  en- 
cuinbnmL'es*" 

"  Farm  it  ourselves  I  Is  he  mad?  " 

**  No,  madam ;  it  ia  not  I  who  am  mad.  Why  if  you  go 
to  that  it  requires  no  skill  to  deal  with  meadow  laiid^  ea- 
pecially  such  land  as  yours,  in  which  the  grass  Bpringi  of 
itself.  ^Fmidit  hutnofacilem  victunijmthunm  ttUuSj  doctor. 
There  I  wiU  back  Jacintba  to  farm  it  for  you,  without  spoil- 
ing the  dinner*  She  has  more  intelligence  than  meudow 
land  asks.  In  that  case  your  income  would  be  twelve  thous- 
and fnme*  a-yean  The  very  idea  makes  you  ill.  Well  I 
withdraw  it:  and  there  go  seven  thousand  francs  per  annum; 
but  the  three  thousand  fi-ancs  I  must  and  will  force  upon  you 
for  the  young  ladies'  sake ;  and  justice's  and  common  sense's 
—do  you  consent?  but  monsieur,  the  baroness  is  ill — she 
does  not  answer  me  !  her  lips  are  colourless !  Oh  what  have 
I  done  ?  I  have  killed  her  by  my  brusquerie" 

"  It  is  nothing  my  child,"  said  the  baroness  faintly :  "  too 
much  trouble — too  much  grief" — and  she  was  sinking  back 
in  her  chair,  but  Laure's  arm  was  already  supporting  her, 
and  Josephine  holding  salts  to  her." 

"  It  is  fatigue,"  said  the  doctor.  "  The  baroness  should 
have  retired  to  rest  earlier,  after  so  trying  a  day." 

"He  is  right  my  children.  At  my  age  ladies  cannot 
defy  their  medical  adviser  with  impunity.  Your  arm  my 
youngest,"  said  she;  and  she  retired  slowly,  leaning  upon 
Laure. 

This  little  shade  of  preference  was  a  comfort  to  Laure 
after  the  shortlived  differences  of  the  day,  and  Josephine  it 
would  seem  did  not  think  it  quite  accidental,  for  she  resisted 
her  desire  to  come  on  her  mother's  other  side,  and  only  went 
slowly  before  them  with  the  light. 
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On  the  jotin^  Inrlies'  return  th**^  were  beset  with  aoxioua 
mq«irit?s  by  P^dutiai'^L     Sl  Aubin  interrupted  tliem* 

**  They  will  not  tell  yon  the  trutb,*'  said  he,  **  perhaps  i  hey 
tlo  fiat  even  know  it.  It  is  fmrllj  fatigue,  partly  worry  t  t^ul 
these  would  nnt  kill  her  so  fast  as.  they  are  doing — if — it^ — 
be r  food  w»u  more  generous — more — more  nutritious  I  **  end 
the  doctor  groHned, 

*^  Oh !  doctor,**  cried  Laun;,  **  we  give  her  the  best  we 
have," 

^  I  know  you  do,  little  angel^  but  you  ^ve  h€r  delicacies 

^-*ho  mtuita  meat ;  you  ^vc  her  spieed  and  perfumed  slops 

— she  wauta  the  essence  of  aoup ;  and  what  are  grnpes,  and 

ap[>le^  and  peara?,  antl  peuclie^  ? — water :  what  are  jelliei  ? — 

gtk^ky  wnter,  water  and  ^i^hie-,  but  not  fibre  i  what  are  naiads  ? — 

water :  wbat  are  nearly  all  vegetables  ?  ninety  six  parts  in  tlie 

kntii]n»4  water  j  tbia  has  been  lately  proved  by  analysie  in 

Pari§,  by  a  frteod  of  mine.     Nature  la  very  cunning,  &he  dia- 

gui^e^  water  with  a  hunilred  delicious  flavours  *  anrl  then  w« 

■  fill  it  fixtd.     Farina  and  llesb,  tho^e  two  ai'e  food  i  I  be  rest 

fiTO  water,  ain  nothing.     The   baroness  is  at  an  age  when 

people  ought  to  eat  little  at  a  timej  but  often,  and  only  sov- 

I  ereign  food," 

*"  She  .^hall  have  it  from  this  day,"  cried  Edonard.    "  Let 
us  conmpirei" 
1      **  Oh,  yes^"  cried  Laure^  "  let  us  conspire  1 " 

*■  Let  U9  be  kinder  to  her  than  she  will  ever  be  to  herself. 
I  Yon  .saw  bow  prompt  she  was  to  oppose  iny  jilanifor  baflling 
I  her  enemlea  ?  Let  uh  act  without  her  knowledgic." 
"But  how?'' 

"  Let  me  Bee,    First  let  us  think  of  her  benltli."  m 

I      «  Oh,  yes  I  tbat  first  of  all.*'  | 

**Ab !  tliauk  you  Etlonnrd,"  cried  Joj^efshine  warmly, 
**Wdl    then,   we    must    begin  thus*     One  of  you  young 
i  latlied   must   a»k  to  hi±  allowed   to  manage   the  homtehold 
^^^^■l     Yott  can  nay  you  wi^h  to  prepare  yourself  ft>r  »hc 
^^PHbtl  yoD  iball  yourBeir  be   miAtreJis  of  an  establtib- 
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ment*  Perhaps,  llademoiitelle  Laure,  you  would  make  the 
proposal  ?  " 

^*  Me  !  I  shall  never  be  mistress  of  an  establishment," 
said  Laure,  doleliillf  and  pettishlj.  She  addedj  in  quite  a 
diSeretit  kejj  "I  do  not  mean  to :  I  would  not  for  the 
world" 

"  What  a  violent  disclaimer/^  said  Josephine ;  "  it  will  be 
best  for  me  to  make  the  proposal.  I  will  be  apparent  mjstreaa 
of  the  house, hut  as  Laure  ruJes  me  in  all  things?,  she  will  be 
the  real  mistress*     Will  that  meet  my  friend*9  views  ?  " 

"T^rovided  iUe  can  be  got  to  obey  me,"  wai  Edouard's 
answer.  "  May  I  ask  for  another  candle  ?  "  The  bell  was 
rang.  "Another  candle,  Jacintha." 

Meant  imej  Edouard,  too  enger  to  wail  for  anything  long, 
took  out  of  hvs  pof^ket  a  map.  and  sprefid  it  all  ov<^r  the 
table  :  Jaeintba  came  in,  and  being  tormented  with  curiosity, 
took  a  long  time  lighting  the  candle,  with  a  face  made  stolid 
for  the  occasion. 

"  Now  you  all  know  what  this  is  a  map  of?  " 

"  No  !  "  said  Laure,  "  it  is  not  France  ;  but  what  country 
it  is  I  don't  know." 

"  Oh  fie  !  Jacintha  knows  I'll  be  bound.  What  map  is  this, 
Jacintha  ?  " 

"  It  is  Italy,"  replied  Jacintha  firmly,  and  without  any  of 
that  hesitation  which  in  some  minds  accompanies  entire 
ignorance  of  a  subject 

Edouard  groaned. 

"  Well,  I  did  think  she  would  have  known  Beaurepaire 
when  she  saw  it." 

Jacintha  gave  an  incredulous  toss  of  her  head. 

**  How  can  it  be  Beaurepaire  ?  Beaurepaire  is  in  Britany, 
and  this  country  is  bigger  than  Britany.  Britany  is  down 
stairs." 

"Ah ! "  cried  Laure,  "  here  is  the  chateau  !  " 

^  Saints  preserve  us,  so  it  is  mademoiselle  I  declare,  and 
here  ia  the  park,  and  two  ladies  walking  in  it,  but  I  don't  see 
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~~mm^mivi    nevertlidess  be  is  m    oflen  there 
iiie*<l*  tiioi&elJeis"  *airl  Jactnilia  demiirel/, 
♦*  ^Vbat  an  unfortunate  omisstan  1  " 

•*  I  ain  glad  you  think  so :  it  h  eaailj  supplied,**  and  with 
Ms  pencil  he  rapidlj  inserte*!  a  male  figure  walking  with  the 
es,  and  its  body  pajiag  them  a  world  of  obsequious  a|^ 

Jadnttia  retired  with  a  grin. 

The  map  was  warmly  admired. 

**  Oh,  I  used  always  to  get  a  pme  for  ibem  %t  the  Poly- 
leclinit.%*' 

**  And  so  beautifulljf  coloured :  but  what  are  all  these 
names  ?  "  i>aJd  Josephine,  "  the  Virgin's  Coppice  ?  I  nerer 
heard  of  that." 

"Oh  I  oh!"  cried  Edouard,  "she  never  heard  of  the 
Yirgin's  Coppice — what  is  it  ?  why  it  b  a  sort  of  marsh  :  I 
allot  a  hrace  of  snipes  in  it  the  other  day*'' 

"But  you  have  not  painted  any  trees  on  it  to  show  it  is  a 
coppice," 

^'  Trees  ?  there  is  not  a  tree  in  it  and  has  not  been  this 
two  or  three  hundred  years*** 

**  Then  why  do  we  call  it  a  coppice  still  ?  ** 

*'  I  dot^'t  know :  all  1  know  is,  there  are  snipes  in  it — no 
raw* II  virtiie,'^' 

Lsiure* — **  The  Deer  Park — I  never  heard  of  that* 

Edouard  (lifting  up  his  hands). — **They  don't  know  their 
own  fields:  the  Deer  Park  is  a  ploughed  fields  not  far  from 
Dard'*  house*,  which  yon  may  behold-  Now  give  me  your 
atUtntion.'*  The  young  man  then  showed  them  the  home- 
stciuk  of  the  several  tenants,  and  pointed  out  the  Bcld»  that 
Uelong«4  to  each  ^rm,  and  the  very  character  of  the  soil  of 
each  field* 

They  gax^  at  him  in  half  slopefied  wonder,  and  at  tlie 
i  and  precision  of  his  knowledge  on  a  subject  where  they 
not  only  profountily  ignorant,  hut  had  not  even  deemed 
knorwled^  accessihtc  to  ladies  and  gentlemen*    He  concluded 
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by  aiisuring  them,  that  he  Lad  carefully  surreycd  and  valued 
every  Held  on  tbe  estate,  smd  that  the  farms  were  let  full 
forty  per  cent,  below  their  value. 

"  Now  mesdemobellea,  your  mother  has  a  dalm  upon  the 
estate  for  her  jointure,  but  you  arc  tlie  true  proprietors/' 

"Are  we?" 

**  Oh  I  gracious  fle-avena,  tliey  did  not  even  know  who 
their  estate  belonged  to.  Well,  give  me  an  autliority,  on 
this  paper,  to  act  as  your  agent,  or  we  shall  never  get  our 
forty  per  cent.  Neither  you  hot  your  mother  are  any  match 
for  tbeeic  sheep  faced  rut*tics — leeches  who  have  been  mucking 
your  blood  thij?  fifty  yeare^ — crying  hjenas  that  have  been 
moaning  and  whinJog  because  tliey  could  not  ^naw  your 
bones  as  welL" 

**  My  friend/'  said  Josephinet  "  I  would  do  thii?  with 
pleasure,  but  mamma  would  be  so  hurt,  it  is  impossible." 

"  Mademoiselle — Josephine — ^you  saw  how  your  mother 
received  my  proposals  for  her  good  and  yours.  Consider,  I 
am  strong  enough  to  defeat  your  enemies — provided  I  have 
none  but  enemies  to  battle :  but  if  I  am  to  fight  the  baroness, 
and  her  prejudices,  as  well  as  Perrin  and  the  tenants,  then 
failu/e  is  certain,  and  I  wash  my  hands  of  it." 

"  But  consider,  impetuous  boy,  we  cannot  defy  our  mother, 
whom  we  love  so." 

"  Defy  her  ?  no  I  But  you  need  not  go  and  tell  her  every 
thing  you  do." 

"  Cei-tainly  not  You  know,  doctor,  we  kept  from  her 
Bonard's  threat  till  the  danger  seemed  passed." 

"  And  we  did  well,"  cried  Laure ;  "  think  if  she  had 
known  what  was  hanging  over  her  all  that  time  ! " 

"  What  do  you  say,  doctor  ?  "  asked  Josephine. 

"  I  don't  know,  my  dear.  It  is  a  hard  alternative.  As  a 
general  rule  I  don't  like  deception." 

"  I  do  not  propose  deception,"  said  the  young  man  blush- 
ing ;  "  only  a  wise  reticence ;  and  without  this  reticence, 
this  reserve,  even  my  plan  for  improving  her  diet  must  fail." 
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"  In  Umt  case  I  lak^  the  &m  of  relketiee  en  lue.  I  ckim 
ihe  t;*Oi*t  of  honour ! "  cried  Laure  mtli  grtmt  Figitalion  and 
gHflfcnitig  ejpca. 

**  1  t'oiistint  t "  excliajjue'l  JoseijUme ;  "  tills  diild  m  youngs 

»ptire,  cmnoi  be  wrong." 

••  All  I  know  b,"  said  the  doctor^  **  that  the  more  roast 
meat  she  ha#,  and  the  le«s  worry,  the  loiigier  my  poor  frit?nd 
WiU  U?e." 

**  Ob  give  me  the  paper  Edouani,  we  will  both  auLhorine 
jQH — and  thank  you  Ibr  letting  us/* 

**Yes!  yes!  and  we  will  do  whatef-cr  he  advises  uBj** 
cried  Laure  ;  'Hhat  is  you  shiill — I'U  eee  about  it-" 

**  Aod  oh  i  doetan'*  e*ud  Jo.se phine,  *'  what  a  comfort  it  is 
to  have  »nme  one  abotit  ug  who  Las  energy  and  decision 
ftnd,  above  all,  takes  the  eoninmnd  !  ^ 

The  nex.t  d&y  Edouarvl  eatne  into  the  kitchen  find  adopted 

JaHntba  into  the  conspiracy  t  coneuhed  her  how  to  stnu^le 

it  into  the   bamuess^  and  liar  the  tenantJ  from  all 

her  for  u  while.     He  told  her  why. 

*'  CamtUh  of  tenants"    she    cried,   **  thia    then   has  he  en 

joiir  game  aU  the^e  year^i :  good — wait  till  the  next  of  you 

comes  here  pulUng  a  long  face,  crocodiles  j  I^U  tell  yon  my 

mind!" 

*•  No !  no !  any  thing  but  that  t  they  would  say  it  is 
Jaeintlm  wIlo  ke«ps  u^  from  the  baroness,  and  they  would 
write  to  her  or  try  a  do^en  aniHees  to  guin  her  ear," 

"Yon  are  right  my  lion:  I  was  stupid:  no,  it  shall  he 
diamond  rut  diamond,  TU  meet  them  wilh  a  face  as  smooth 
m  tlieir  own,  and  say  to  them — what  shall  I  say  to  tlie 
canailk  f  ** 

.Say  the  barcnesi  in  her  failing  state  &ee&  no  one  on 

iQ^  :  aay  also  that  s^he  has   made  over  th**  cor  trot  of 

rty  to  her  daughters  and  their  agent : — add  that — 

ihe  Is  dying  I " 

*•  Ymm  I  that  is  th#  botit  of  all  to  aay*  but  stay,  no — it  13 
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not  h  'erhaps  in  that  case  she  will  die,  and  I  shall 

have  li  — '*" 

"  1    >ple  don't  die  to  make  other  people's  wonls 

gotKi^  .  uld  be  too  stupid;  cut  me  forty  bunches  of 

gmpea. 

Jadr  >ked  raeful. 

**  1  It  18  not  for  me  to  deny  you." 

^*  I  ^       .  tJk  you  to  deoy  me*" 

"  IV^-^  but  forty  bunches  t " 

"  Order  from  the  mistrefls !  *'  iaid  the  young  man  pom- 
pously drawing  out  a  paper- 
It  ran  thus — 

^Jacintha^  do  whatever  Monneur  Rimers  bids  ^u  / 

"  Well,  to  be  sure.  I  say  you  have  not  lost  much  time 
my  young  monsieur.  At  least  tell  me  what  you  want  forty 
bunches  of  grapes  for  ?  " 

Before  he  could  answer  came  a  clatter,  and  a  figure  hopped 
in  with  a  crutch. 

"  Why  Dard !  a  sight  of  you  is  good  for  sore  eyes.  Who 
would  have  thought  you  could  have  got  so  far  as  tliis  ?  " 

"  I  am  going  farther  than  this.  I  am  going  down  to  the 
town  to  sell  your  grapes,  and  such  like  belly  vengeance,  and 
bring  back  grub— aha  ! " 

"  Oh,  that  is  the  game,  is  it  my  lads  ?  "  cried  Jacintha. 

**  That,  and  no  other,"  replied  Dard. 

•*  If  the  baroness  comes  to  hear  of  it  won't  you  catch  it, 
that  is  all!" 

"  But  she  never  will  hear  of  it  unless  you  tell  her." 

"Oh!  I  shan't  tell  her.  I  durstn't.  She  would  fkint 
away.  Here  is  a  down-come.  Selling  our  fruit.  Ah !  well 
a  day.     What  is  Beaurepaire  coming  to  ?  " 

"Will  you  go  and  cut  them?"  cried  Riviere,  stamping 
with  impatience. 

"  Well,  I  am  going,"  snapped  Jacintha. 
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Iia^  got  a  little  cart  €»utside^  and  lus  gmndmoth*?r*9 

"  CUixen,  if  you  will  bring  the  dampers  out  of  my  curt 
I  into  Ihc  garden,  I  will  h*-lp  \wt  cut  tlie  fmit:  it  m  all  I  am 
I  fit  for  at  the  present.  I  am  no  longer  a  man.  Behold  tiie  a 
robin  reilbreaiit,  1j  op -ping  a*lx*ut  I " 

"  We  may  as  well  be  killed  for  a  ^beep  as  a  lamb/*  ^aid 
Jfiicuitba  dolefully*  "  I  have  puUed  a  few  dozen  peaches, 
It  u  a  highway  tobbery  ;  they  would  have  rotted  on  ibe 
ti«e,  Ob  Darcl !  you  won't  ever  let  the  folka  know  where 
they  come  from  ?  " 

"  Ko,  no !  he  bas  got  his  leasoua  from  me." 

**  That  is  a  difTerent  thing  i  what  would  they  say  if  they 
knew  ?  Why,  that  we  are  at  our  last  gasp  I  Selling  our 
very  fruit  off  our  walli' ; "  and  the  comer  of  her  apron  was 
lilled  to  her  eye. 

**  You  great  baby,"  crie^l  Edouard ;  "  don't  yon  aee  this  is 
the  beginning  of  common  sense,  and  proper  economy,  and 
Will  end  In  rit!hes?'* 

D*nl  shrugged  bis  shoulders 

**  Reason  m  too  good  a  tiling  to  waste :  let  her  snivel !  '* 

"  Now  Dard,"  cried  Jacintha  cheerfully,  *'  what  I  want 

)  m&^  h  some  lard,  j^me  butterj  some  meal,  a  piece  of  veal,  a 

smalt  joint  of  mutton,  and  a  Hbit  of  beef  for  soup;  but  a 

littltj  cho<^late  would  not  be  ami^s,  our  potatoes  are  very 

I  dhortt  and  you  can  bring  up  some  whit*;  bean?^,  if  you  see 

any  good  ones." 

"  Nothing  more  than  that  wanted  ?  "  inquired  DarcL 

^  Te8.     Was  I  mad  f     Coffee  is  wanted  most  dismally  " 

**  Buy  i!  if  you  dare  I  "  cried  Riviere.  **  No,  Dard,  lliat 
is  my  affair,  and  mine  alone,*' 

Pneaently  there  was  a  fresh  anxiety.  Dard  would  bo 
recognised,  and,  by  him,  th<i  folk  would  know  out  of  what 
gmrden  cfune  his  merebandiite. 

*'A11  is  provided  for,"  said  Edouard*  **  I^i'd  embelUHh 
thyself" 
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mt  of  his  pocket  a  benrd  and  put  it  on. 
inow?" 
,ol" 

human  ?** 
^        auch  so,  ha !  ha ! — well  Beaurepaire  b  i^?e 
I  J  into  it  my  gailhrd  I " 

>  know,"  aaid  Dard,  ''  if  I  am  to  do  thia  litUe 

■..-aay,  l  must  start." 

ao  keeps  you  ?  "  waa  the  reply, 
IS  these  two  loved, 
i!jaQuard  Lad  no  sooner  embellished,  primed,  and  Rtart^d 
Dard,  by  fen  ring  with  a  pointed  stick  at  his  jackass,  wliich 
like  a  ship  was  a  good  traveller  but  a  coy  starter,  than  he 
went  round  to  all  the  tenants  with  St.  Aubin.  He  showed 
them  his  authority,  and  offered  them  leases  at  forty  per  cent, 
advance  on  the  present  rent     They  refused  to  a  man. 

It  came  out  that  most  of  them  had  been  about  to  propose 
a  reduction,  but  had  forborne  out  of  good  feeling  towards 
the  baroness.  And  that  same  feeling  would  perhaps  give 
them  the  courage  to  go  on  under  the  burden  a  year  or  two 
longer,  but  as  for  advancing  the  rent  a  sou — never  ! ! 

Others  could  not  be  got  to  take  a  grave  view  of  so  merry 
a  proposal.  They  were  all  good  humour  and  jokes,  with 
satire  underneath,  at  the  jolly  audacity  of  talking  of  raising 
the  Beaurepaire  rents:  with  one  and  all  Riviere  .was  short 
and  clear. 

"  There  is  my  card :  the  leases  await  you  at  my  house : 
you  must  come  and  sign  in  three  days  ! " 

"  And  if  I  should  happen  not  to  come  nor  sign  either,  my 
little  monsieur  ?  " 

"  In  that  case  a  writ  of  ejectment  will  be  served  on  you 
before  sunset  of  the  third  day.     Adieu  !  " 

"All  th3  better  f)r  me,"  sang  out  one  as  Edouard  re- 
tired. 

The  doctor  was  much  discouraged. 

"  This  universal  consent  surely  goes  to  prove " 
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"  That  the  J  hAve  a  cotninon  interest  in  decemng,** 
^  You  ana  very  young  to  think  so  ill  of  tnrn/' 
*'  I  have  been  moniim  Iti  a  goreniinent  offit*e.     Ah !  mon- 
^teur  1  have  m^n  men  too  in'4tr  i  I  left  the  Polyiechnre  with 
iUuiioQS  about  honesty  and  sinet'rity  amoag  men — ^puff  tbey 
art!  gone." 

**  AfB  the  J  ?  then  act!ur5ed  he  the  hour  you  ever  saw  a 
government  office-" 

**  No»  no ;  but  for  my  experience  nnder  govern meu I  I 
fthotiltl  Dot  be  m  fiharp,  and  if  1  was  not  sharp  I  could  not 
serve  oiir  sacred  eauae/^ 

**  StiU  at  yoar  age  to  hare  lost  all  confidence  in  men  and 
womeit !  *' 

"  1  bt-g  yowr  pardon,"  cried  the  mi?iinrhropist  eagerly,  **  not 

in  womtfii;  tbey  have  none  of  die  vicea  of  men;  no  selli<h- 

ne&^  no  heartbi^negs.     I  me  m  them  tome  little  tendency 

to  fib— I  mean  in  tiie  nneducated  ones!  hut  dear  me»  iheir 

fihfi  ar*i  ?o  innot'ent,     Women !  I  we  n»en  are  not  worthy  to 

fihaj-e  the  cartli  with  them*" 

^_The  ti«X'tor  smiled*     For  the  last  thirty  or  forty  years  he 

Hp  no  longer  heeji  able  to  see  thb  prodigious  diirerence  he- 

Tween  the  iexee* 

"  And  can  all  these  honest  male  faces  be  deceiving  ns  ?  ** 
asked  he. 

"  What  ?  because  they  are  round  1     I  too,  nued  lo  picture 

to  myseli'  a  iiharper  with  a  ahiirp  face— eyes  dose  together — 

foxy;  but    1   H^m   tonnd   your   true   Tartuftl*   h  the   round 

TiKaged  or  s^quiu'e  fttced  fellow.     He  i^enms  a  lump  of  can- 

I  dour:  he  u  a  razor  keen  nnd  reinon»e1e8i.     There  are  no 

L^JBtter  aetor?!  in  the   Thtmtre  J^n^ah  than  these  frank  pea- 

^flU.     You  will  see,     Gowl  bye ;  1  miij^t  run  to  the  town 

ibr  draft'*  of  Icage*,  Moelui  coffee^  and  writsi  of  frjucMuent/' 

There  were  in  tlie  little  town  in  question  two  notaries, 
Ferriu  and   Picard^  on  good   terms  with  each  other  out-* 

^Klwugh  jroang  «od  impeluoua,  aad  sabject  to  guats  of 
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Td  was  not  &o  stiallow  as  to  despise  an  enemy 
knew  nothing,  but  that  he  was  a  lawyer*  No. 
nself — **  We  have  a  notary  against  ua,  I  must 
,"  He  went  to  Picard,  and  began  by  request- 
w«  %w  up  seven  agreeinenbi  for  leases,  and  to  have 

f  u  iT  four  writs  of  ejectment.     Having  thus  pro- 

ed  ., no  y  doing  ae     d  bufiine^  with  Jiim,  be 

^uij  cautiously  lo  hint  at  the     iier  notary's   eiunity  to 
aurepatre. 

■  You  surprise  me,"  said  Piear  "  I  reaU^  think  yon  must 
mistaken.  Monsieur  Perrin  re&  all  to  that  family.  It 
was  the  baron  who  launched  hi  How  otWu  have  I  seen 
him,  when  a  boy,  hold  the  barou  a  bor^e,  tmd  be  rewai'ded 
by  a  silver  coin.  Oh  I  no,  Monsieur  Perrin  is  a  man  that 
beai-s  a  fair  character:  I  Ciinnot  believe  this  of  hi tn." 

This  defence  of  his  competitor  looked  so  like  master  asp 
in  his  basket  of  figs,  that  Edouard  hesitated  no  longer,  but 
gave  him  the  general  features  of  the  case,  and  went  by  rapid 
gradations  into  a  towering  passion. 
Picard  proposed  to  him  to  be  cooL 

"  I  cannot,"  said  he,  **  enter  into  your  feud  with  Perrin  for 
the  best  of  all  reasons :  I  do  business  with  him." 
Edouard  looked  blank. 
"  He  is  also  a  respectable  man." 
Edouard  looked  blanker. 

"  But,  on  the  other  hand,  you  are  now  my  client,  monsieur, 
and  he  is  not  my  client.     You  understand?" 

"  Perfectly,"  said  Edouard.  "  You  are  an  honest  man,"  he 
cried,  not  stopping  to  pick  his  epithets,  and  seized  the  notary's 
hand,  and  shook  it :  it  let  itself  be  shaken,  and  was  in  that 
and  other  respects  like  cold  jelly.  Its  owner  invited  him  to 
tell  the  whole  story. 

"Never  have  any  reserves  with  your  notary,"  said  he 
severely ;  "  that  is  the  grand  folly  of  clients :  and  then  they 
come  and  blame  us  if  we  make  a  mistake ;  they  forget  that 
it  is  they  who  mislead  us." 
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tlm  I  he  me  hv  mBi*  to  tepid.     He  dwelt  on  iln^  jiIkjcq- 
iitiab!e  practise  of  eliuul-s  lill  Edouiu'd  found  out  thai  lawyers 
^  li»e  wai^l  UM»(i  people  livmg. 
lut  who  h  tiot  that  ? 

The  J  put  their  heads  togetherj  and  Edotaard  Jbu-nd  what 
ao  advantage  hb  new  Mead's  coolaesi,  and  comiuand  of 
temper  gave  him,  and  he  vowed  to  ally  Im  own  energy  to 
the  Dotajj's  cold  bloods 

When  he  was  gone,  Picard  went  mto  bla  clerk^s  room  and 
guve  him  an  order  to  draw  up  agreements  for  leases,  leaving 
bknJLB  for  ^the  aamee  :  then  he  added^ — 

*^  What  do  }'ou  think  ?  The  rascal  h  sehenUDg  to  get  hold 
of  Beaurepaire  now/* 

**  Is  it  possible  ?  But  it  is  just  like  him,"  said  the  clerk* 
**  But  I'll  put  a  epoke  in  hb  wheel,*'  said  Picard, 
4o&ephine  wna  now  household  queen  at  Be^urepaire  i 
Lao  re  viceroy  over  her.  This  young  lady  was  bom  to  com* 
tnantL,  and  Naltire  prevailed  over  seniority.  Therein  K'ature 
wai»  i-e warded  by  the  approbation,  the  warm  approbation,  of 
Monsieur  Edowai-d  Riviere.  That  young  statesman  elected 
himaelf  prim©  minister  to  the  lady-lieutenant;  and  so  great 
WHS  his  dr^ference  to  her  judgment,  even  on  pointg  where  she 
was  unfatbomablj  igiiomnt^  that  be  was  for  ever  seeking 
grave  conferenc^g  with  lier. 

The  leading  tnaxim^  with  them  all  was  that  the  baroness 

wmm  on  no  account  to  be  worried  or  alarmed,  nor  her  preju- 

dtoc0  shocked  :   where  these  stood  between   her  owu  i^jm* 

^  Aril  and  her  fHends'  plans  for  that  comforl^  the  governing 

powera  made  a  little  detour  and  evaded  cotlisions  witii  Lhem. 

Foir  inslnnce,  the  baroness  would  never  have  consented  to 

aell  a  Beaurepaire  grai>e.     She  would  have  starved  sooner, 

I  or  Uv<wl  on  the  grapes  j  if  diarrbiVing  can  bo  called  living* 

I  So  when  t^he  demanded  of  Queen  Josephine  how  ibej^e  came 

an  influx  of  beeft  mutton,  and  ve4*l   into  the  chateau* 

u tenant  Laure  explained  that  Edouard  had  begg*>d  Jose- 

phini*  to  give  him  some  fruit  that  was  rotting  on  the  walls, 

and  ahe  had  eoiu^nted. 
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"It  »  mam  ma  that  these  govermnent  officers  inter- 

ige  c  lies  with  the  tradcjsiieople.  So  he  made  presents 
of  Tniit  I  3se  he  deak  with,  and  they  sent  him  in  return — 
ho !  he !—  ^cimem  of  thdr  several  arts.  And  he  never 
diues  at  i  now,  but  always  here.     So  he  sent  them  over, 

and  do  i  know  I  think  it  ia  m  well  he  didj  for  that  boy 
eata  lik*  lo.        ne  ? 

**  Yes  love,"  saitt  *  ihin**-  WTiat  did  you  Bay  dear  ? 
I  was  fiill  of  my  thouj     s,  m      '^-'  bodinga.*' 

^  Then  what  right  had  y^t  y  *  yes  ? ' " 

"  Becsause  it  was  you  wl  led  to  me  my  sister." 

"  No,  no,  no  [  it  h  your  nai  say  that  silliest  of  worde — 

that  is  why." 

The  baroness  took  no  notice  of  this  byetalk* 

^^^  I  should  not  like  him  not  to  have  enough,"  said  she  with 
some  hesitation. 

In  short  Doctors  Laure  and  Josephine  so  gilded  the  meat 
pills  that  the  baroness  swallowed  them,  and  was  none  the 
worse  for  them,  actually ! 

Another  day  dead  chickens  flooded  the  larder. 

"  Oh,  mamma,  come  and  see  what  the  tenants  have  sent 
us!" 

"  The  good  souls  !  and  these  are  the  people  whose  rents  he 
talked  of  raising." 

"  Who  minds  what  he  says  mamma — a  young  madman." 

Another  fine  day  it  rained  eggs.  These  too  were  fathered 
upon  the  tenants. 

Hope  then  to  escape  false  accusations  ! ! 

In  these  and  many  other  ways  they  beguiled  the  old  lady 
for  her  good.  The  baroness  was  not  to  see  or  hear  anything 
but  what  she  would  like  to  see  and  hear. 

"  Do  not  deceive  her  unnecessarily.  But  deceive  her 
rather  than  thwart  or  vex  her." 

This  was  the  leading  maxim  of  the  new  Queen-craft  and 
all  played  their  part  to  perfection — none  better  than  Jacintha, 
who,  besides  a  ready  invention  and  an  oily  tongue,  possessed 
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in  an  eminent  degree  the  vuUus  clausus  of  the  Latins — voUo 
Sdolto  of  their  descendants :  in  English,  a  close  face.  And 
though  they  entered  on  this  game  with  hesitation,  yet  they 
soon  warmed  in  it  The  new  guile  was  charming.  To  de- 
fraud a  beloved  one  of  discomfort — to  cheat  her  into  a  good 
opinion  of  all  she  wished  to  think  well  of — to  throw  a  veil, 
a  silver  tissue  of  innocent  fibs,  between  her  and  trouble — to 
smuggle  sovereign  food  into  her  mouth  and  more  sovereign 
hope  into  her  heart  Pious  frauds  I  and  you  know  many  a 
holy  man  has  justified  these  in  writings  dedicated  to  the 
Church,  and  practised  them  for  the  love  of  God  and  the  good 
of  man. 

The    baroness's  health,  strength,  and  spirits  improved 
visibly. 


[  the  tlurd  day  a  tenant  r  on  RiTierGr  hemm'd  and 

if  and  prepared  to  draw  nt,  but  converging,  lines 

cumvallation  round  the  suujc^^t  of  Kent 
..lyiere  cut  the  process  short 

••  I  am  a  public  man,  and  have  no  time  to  waste  in  verbiag©- 
On  that  table  is  a  seven  years'  lease,  with  blanks ;  you  can 
sign  it  at  forty  per  cent,  increased  rent,  or,  by  paying  a  bonus 
of  one  thousand  francs,  at  thirty  per  cent" 

The  man  attempted  to  remonstrate. 

Riviere  cut  him  dead  short  this  time. 

The  farmer  then  lowered  his  voice. 

"  I  have  got  a  thousand  francs  in  my  pocket,"  said  he. 

"  Oh  !  you  prefer  the  thirty  per  cent  and  the  bonus.  Very 
well." 

"  That  is  not  what  I  mean.  You  and  I  might  do  better 
than  that  We  will  say  nothing  about  a  bonus ;  you  shall 
clap  on  ten  per  cent,  to  show  your  zeal  to  the  landlord,  and 
this"  lowering  his  voice,  " will  be  for  you,  and  no  questions 
asked." 

Riviere's  first  impulse  was  to  hit  him;  the  next  was  to 
laugh  at  him,  which  he  accordingly  did. 

"  My  man,"  said  he,  "  you  must  be  very  much  in  love  with 
dishonesty.  Now^  listen :  if  I  report  that  little  proposal  of 
yours  at  Beaurepaire,  you  will  never  get  a  lease  upon  any 
terms." 

"  But  you  won't !  you  won't ! " 
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*  Won't  T?  if  you  doo^t  come  to  book  in  ^^e  miDuten  I 

I  will  r 

**  Give  mp  Um,  and  I  will  see  atiout  it  ?  " 
**  Humph  ?  I  doiJ*t  Bee  what  you  want  willi  ten  minutes — 
\hu%  take  them/* 

The  fajiner  retired,  and  very  soon  after  voices  were  heard 
and  heavy  feet,  and  in  came  four  farmers. 

Riviere  grinned-  Ko.  1  had  been  secretly  a  deputation* 
The  111  tie  lot  Imd  been  all  under  the  window,  waiting  iill  the 
agent  should  have  taken  the  bribe,  and  made  them  all  right 
with  Beaurepaire^  But  when  No,  1  came  down  with  his 
hair  ^timding  on  end,  to  leU  them  that  he  had  fallen  in  with 
&  mongler,  a  being  nn known,  fabulous,  incredible,  an  agent 
that  would  not  swindle  bis  master^  tliey  sueeumbed  asi  (he 
liravest  spirits  must,  even  Muchethi  before  ihe  supernatural. 
I  They  came  Up  stairs,  and  sorrowfully  biuckled  downj 
only  No.  1  put  In  a  hope  that  they  were  not  to  be  treated 
worse  than  iho^e  who  hud  not  come  to  him  at  all 
I      «  Certably  not  " 

I      **  Because  two  or  three  are  gone  to  the  chateau.^ 
**They  shull  gain  nothing  by  that" 

"  Bot  tpt  *aid  why  plague  the  baroness :  she  Is  old.     She 
10  at  death '?  door*     Lazily  she  baa  got  an  bonest  agent ;  let 
I  US  go  to  him." 

L^J,  B. — They  had  all  been  at  the  chateau ;  but  Jacrntha 
Hb  fooled  the  loT, 

I      Kivivng  opened  a  door  and  beckoned.      Out  popped  M* 
I  Piauir$  clerk  p  brisk  and  smiling, 
I      **  You  havtj  got  tlie  write  in  your  pocket-" 
I      **  Seven  of  them,  roonsieur*"  ^ 

The  fanners  looked  at  one  another*  S 

I       "The  moment  we  have  settled  theise  leases,  run  up  to  til£ 
I  cbatetiu,  and,  if  yon  ciiich  any  fiumers  prowling  ahoul,  servit 
I  them^be !  bcs  I  Now  meH^ieurs.** 

A  ruiiiling  of  parchm«*nts — a  cru.^ihtng  of  pens  to  death  on 
the  table  to  see  what  ih**j  would  t^tand  on  paper- — a  (nit ring 
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out  of  tongues  to  write  well — a  writing  ill — a  looking  at  fba 
work  ui\er  it  was  done—a  wrt^iuibuig  out  of  bugs  of  silver 
from  lUe  brcecliefi  pocket  Uke  molars  from  the  jawb — n  sigh- 
log — &  making  of  bows — a  clattering  down  the  stair— a 
dying  awajr  of  feel  and  voices — ^and  notliing  was  lefl  but  th<a 
four  money  bags  diipei'sed  at  intervals  over  the  floorr  and 
the  states ma£i  dancing  a  Sarabiind  among  them* 
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CHAPTER  XT. 


Tn^DlSO  coikIocL     Bat  ^ixtj  jenrs  ago  when  a  in  an  waa 
I  boy  be  wa^  young.     And  bedded  tbe  gaitlurd  wa*  not 
iti  tht*  L«le  of  fogs- 
Stieh  rt;lri:\aticiiiB  ar^  brief  wUh  busy  raeu*    In  finotlifr  five 
minfiiPs  h^  WH3  ofl*  to  the  chateau,     Tie  went  tlift  ^horicst 
way  acro^'i  the  park,  and  as  he  drew  near  the  little  giitt%  lo  1 
Ple^a^ancc  was  full  of  people*     He   was   soon  among 
W^m.     Besid**9  the  dcfrctor  und  the  two  young  ladies  there 
ere  ibree  fai'mers  und  two  fanners*  wives.     Failings  in  their 
jletnpts  to  mB  the  baroness,  and  belie'ping  Janinthas  story 
lihfi  never  came  down  stairSj  but  employed  he  reel  f  on 
second  floor  in  pioys  offices  and  in  depsirting  thij?  life, 
b»y  hud  bi^cn  sore  puzzled  what  to  do :  but  mtching  a  ?ight 
the  yoytig  Indiei?!  going  out  for  a  walk  they  had  boldly 
shed  into  the  Plea?ance  and  intercepted  fhem,  and  told 
tm  the  liile  of  iJieir  wrongs  so  glibly  and  with  such  heartl- 
and uniformity  of  opinion,  and  in  tones  so  mellow  and 
avtnctfjg,  that  both  the  ladies  and  the  doctor  inclined  to 
eir  view. 
"  We  will  talk  to  Monslenr  Biviere,"  said  Josephine  kindly 

•  ttU !  here  he  ia," 
I  ^  Ye«,  here  I  am.     I  thoaght  I  should  find  yon  here  goc^d 

plf*.  Well  have  you  piped  your  tune?  are  you  over- 
lrdetic?d  wUb  rent  already?  is  your  part  of  the  estate  eold 
pd  #ourt  and  doi^s  it  lie  low  i&c.  <&c,  &c*  &c.  &c.  &c,  eh?' 

•  Ye^r  cried  Laure,  **  they  have.     La  1  '* 
I  **  And  it  k  too  true  monsieur/* 

-"  Too  true,*' 
10 
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"Jacques  PiroU"  cried  Edotiard  sremly,  »*  kit  market  day 
yoti  broke  n  bottle  of  wiiiej  I  use  your  own  phrase,  with  the 
mflji  who  bought  your  calves," 

'*  Well,  monsieur,  was  that  a  sin  ?  '* 

**  When  you  bad  broken  that,  and  spilled  the  wine  mlo 
your  gullet,  you  broke  another." 

*'  And  that  is  what  brings  you  home  from  market  tbe  fuce 
red  and  the  tongue  stuttering/'  cackled  Pirot's  wife,  thrra 
present* 

*'  Silence  1 "  eried  Edouard.  "  When  th€  wine  i£  iQp  the 
truth  cornea  out,  even  of  a  farmer.  You  bmgged  that 
Grapinet  had  offered  you  fifteen  hundred  frtmost  to  ehiusge 
farms  whb  him,  and  that  you  had  lauglied  in  his  face/' 

**  Do  not  believe  it  mademott^Ue ;  it  k  not  true-" 

**  Liar  I  1  heard  you.  You  tt^o  wf  ri^  ilK^rfs  Tletnuirfin, 
drank  and  truthful — two  events  that  happen  to  you  once' a 
week — thanks  to  Bacchus,  not  to  Rennacon.  You  boasted 
that  Braconnier  had  offered  to  change  with  you  and  give  you 
two  thousand  francs." 

"  I  lied  I  I  lied ! "  cried  Rennacon  eagerly. 

**  Unjust  to  thyself  I  it  was  thy  half  hour  for  speaking  the 
truth." 

•*  Now  mademoiselle,  deign  to  cast  your  eyes  on  these 
parchments.  These  are  leases.  Grapinet  and  Pepin  and 
Braconnier  have  just  signed ;  their  rent  is  advanced  thirty 
per  cent" 

General  exclamation  of  the  doctor  and  ladies. 

Looks  of  surprise  and  dismay  from  the  others. 

"  For  which  favour " 

"  He  calls  that  a  favour." 

"They  have  just  paid  me  one  thousand  francs  apieoe^ 
Ton,  by  your  own  showing,  can  pay  me  two  thousand  fire 
hundred  francs  instead  of  a  thousand.  Now  I  will  make  m 
bargain  with  you.  Sign  similar  leases  here  in  three  minateSi 
and  I  will  let  you  off  for  one  thousand  francs  each  ;  besitat^c^ 
And  I  will  have  two  thousand  francs." 
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^  I  will  not  jsign  at  all,  for  one." 

•*  Nor  I." 

**  Nor  I." 

Chorus  of  women — 

**  We  will  sign  away  our  lives  sooner." 

Edouard  shouted — 

"  Jacintha — Jacintha ! " 

Jadntha  i^ipeared  with  suspicious  celerity  the  distance 
from  the  kitchen  to  the  Pleasance  considered. 

**  Fetch  me  a  good  pen  and  some  ink." 

"  But  they  say  they  will  not  sign,"  said  Laure. 

*'  They  will  sign  mademoiselle.  Monsieur  Chose,  approach 
— serve  the  ejectments." 

The  clerk,  who  had  just  arrived,  but  stood  aloof,  drew  out 
three  slips  of  stamped  paper,  and  made  three  steps  for- 
ward. 

The  effect  was  like  a  pistol  presented  at  each  head.  The 
whole  party  set  up  their  throats — 

"  Wait  a  moment,  for  Heaven's  sake  !  Mademoiselle,  it 
is  for  you  to  speak.  This  is  to  usurp  your  place.  Do  not 
let  them  persecute  honest  men,  who  have  paid  their  rent 
faithfully  they  and  their  forbears  to  you  and  yours  in  quiet 
times  and  troubled  times,  in  good  harvests  and  bad  harvests." 

**  Messieurs,"  replied  Josephine,  **  M.  Riviere,  my  good 
friend,  has  deigned  to  act  as  our  agent.  It  would  be  little 
delicate  on  my  part  were  I,  after  the  trouble  he  has  taken, 
to  interfere  with  his  proceedings.  Settle  tlien  this  aifair 
with  him,  who  appears  to  understand  your  sentiments, 
whereas  my  sister  and  I  we  do  not  understand  you."  And 
she  withdrew  quietly  a  little  way  like  an  angel  gently  evading 
moral  pitch. 

**  Are  you  satisfied  ?  is  every  door  shut  ?  here  is  Jacintha  I 
In  one  word,  will  you  sign  or  will  you  not  sign  ?  " 

Jacintha,  with  characteristic  promptitude,  took  Riviere's 
part,  without  knowing  what  it  was  about. 

**0h  they  will  sign  it  fast  enough,"  she  cried.     "  Come  to 
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the  Bcrat^h,  my  Tnasfera  J  "  cried  she  che«rful1y»  and  held  oat 
II  pen* 

^Mon  Dmti  /  mon  Dieu  !  mon  Dimt  /  but  where  are  w# 
to  find  a  thousand  francs  ?  "  cried  one. 

^\Mon  DitUr!  mon  Dieuf  man  J}ieu/  in  your  left  haml 
breeches*  pocket,"  said  Riviere  laughing, 

*'  I  see  it  bulge j"  screamed  Jacintha, 

Three  hands  went  by  a  foolish  impulse  to  three  bree^has' 
pocketa^  to  hide  the  ewelling.     It  was  too  late* 

^AU&n^ !  "  eried  Jacintha  like  a  merry  t  mm  pet,  ** 
forth  five  frank  pieceis  1  *' 

**  It  is  a  sorcerer  then  ! "  cried  one  of  the  women. 

**-  No  madiira/'  said  Riviere  politely,  *'  it  is  only  an  ob- 
server. You  left  your  dens  armed  at  all  points.  Tlie  first 
game  wii<i  to  come  here  and  throw  dust  in  mademoiselie'a 
eyes.  Had  you  failed  there  the  thousand  francs  was  to  bribe 
me  to  swindle  my  principals." 

"  Decidedly  he  is  a  sorcerer  I  My  good  monsieur,  say  no 
more.     We  sign." 

"  They  sign,"  said  the  doctor,  "  it  is  incredible."  And  he 
joined  the  ladies,  who  were  walking  slowly  up  and  down 
the  Pleasance,  abstaining  upon  a  principle  of  delicacy  from 
interfering  with  Edouard,  but,  as  may  well  be  supposed, 
keenly  though  furtively  attentive. 

When  the  farmers  had  signed.  Riviere  signed  the 
duplicates. 

"  Are  we  not  to  have  your  name  to  it  mademoiselle  !  ** 
asked  a  farmer. 

Josephine  moved  toward  Riviere  thinking  he  might  re- 
quire her. 

"  No ! "  he  cried  haughtily.  "/  have  got  her  name  on 
this  authority,  but  my  name  is  good  enough  for  you.  She 
shall  not  sign,  and  you  shall  not  speak  to  her.  You  may 
look  at  her :  that  is  no  small  thing.  Good  !  you  have  looked 
at  her.     Now  decamp  rogues  and  jades." 

jThej  went  off  muttering.     They  felt  deeply  wronged. 


WHITE   LIES.  221 

Each  a  shade  more  so  than  the  other.     Rennacon  vented  the 
general  sentiment  of  ill  usage  thus — 

"  Cursed  be  interlopers !  Another  year  or  two  and  I 
should  have  put  aside  enough  to  buy  my  farm :  it  will  take 
me  ten  years  at  this  rate." 

<<  Come  Jacintha,  hold  your  apron  for  the  bags :  lock  them 
in  one  of  your  cupboards.     Away  with  you." 

Then  his  friends  all  came  round  Edouard,  and  shook  his 
hand  warmly,  and  thanked  him  with  glistening  eyes  again, 
and  again,  and  again,  Laure  and  alL 

Now  this  young  gentleman  was  so  formed,  that  if  one  did 
not  see  his  merit  he  swelled  with  bumptiousness  like  a  pea- 
cock, but  if  one  praised  him  too  much,  sti-aightway  he  com- 
pared himself  with  his  beau  tdealy  his  model,  say  the  Cheva- 
lier Bayard,  and  turned  modest  and  shame-faced :  so  now  he 
hung  his  head  and  stammered  as  they  ehowered  praise  and 
admiration  on  him.  And  this  was  pleasing  and  pretty 
by  contrast  with  his  late  tremendous  arrogance  and  rude- 
ness. 

It  struck  them  all. 

"No  more  words,"  said  Josephine,  "they  make  him 
blush.  I  crown  him.  Run  Laure,  and  bring  me  some  bay 
leaves." 

"  No !  mesdemoiselles !  no !  there  is  more  work  to  be  done 
before  I  dare  triumph.  I  must  take  your  money  down  to 
the  town,  and  pay  that  creditor  off.  Then  my  heart  will  be 
at  ease  about  you  all,  and  then  I  confess  I  should  like  to 
wear  a  crown — for  half  an  hour." 

"  Come  back  to  supper,  Edouard,  and  wear  it." 

**  O !  thank  you." 

"  There  he  goes  without  being  measured,  the  giddy  child. 
Take  off  your  hat,  monsieur." 

Then  there  was  a  mysterious  gliding  of  soft  palm-*  and 
delicate  lingers  about  his  brow  and  head,  and  the  latter  was 
announced  toHi)e  measured.     And  oh !  reader,  what  bothera- 
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tioii  might  he  saved  if  every  man  was  measurf*4  before  ft 
Citjwn  was  ckppod  on  him  !     He  b  for  a  hat/* 

*'  They  can  measure  the  ouLnide  "  s^aid  the  doctor  aaucily  f 
**  lht.'ir  art  goes  so  far,** 

Edouard  ran  off. 

**  lie  quits  us  every  minute,"  said  Laure  to  Josephine ; 
**  th«t  h  why  I  detest  him.*' 

"  You  don*t  deteat  him,"  objected  the  doctorj  aa  gravely  ai 
if  bt^  was  announcing  a  fact  in  physic^-, 

**  That  b  why  I  like  him  then,"  said  eaueebox. 

Edouard  rao  to  Jacintha  for  two  out  of  the  ihree  money 
bags*  look  them  home,  convt^rted  tlie  six  thousand  fmncs 
into  bank  paper  (not  af?.signats)  and  pelted  down  to  the  town. 

He  went  at  once  to  his  notary  to  ask  him  what  forni-^  were 
to  ^^f  '^<in>[flM  wrtli  in  discharging  the  creditor.  To  thij 
question,  asked  with  eagerness  and  agitation,  the  notary  an- 
swered with  perfect  coolness — 

"  The  thing  to  do  now  is  to  take  the  money  to  the  mayor. 
Perhaps  you  had  better  go  to  him  at  once  :  on  your  return  I 
have  something  to  say  to  you." 

Edouard  ran  to  the  Mairie ;  in  front  of  it  he  found  some 
forty  or  fifty  idlers  collected,  and  gaping  at  a  placard  on  the 
wall. 

Edouard's  eye  followed  theirs  carelessly,  and  saw  a  sight 
that  turned  him  cold,  and  took  the  pith  out  of  his  body. 

A  great  staring  notice,  the  paste  behind  which  was  scarce 
dry,  glared  him  in  the  face. 

"For  sale.  The  lands  op  Beaurepaire,  with  thr 
chateau  and  other*  the  buildings  messuages  and 
tenements. 

"  At  the  REQUISITION  OP  JaCQUES  BoNARD,  CREDITOR. 
By   ORDER   OP   THE    DIRECTORY, 

"Armand,  Mayor." 
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This  was  the  brightest  afternoon  Beaurepaire  had  seen 
ibr  jears.    These  young  women  whose  lives  had  so  few 
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ilejjjfd   thciiwuiv^a    tbe    lux  my   of    telling   llieir 

the  fjHttiiily  triumplu     Uiia<*lfish  and   irinucc'Ut  ibcy 

pt  so  siUTed  n  jjleuaiiirt^  frutn  tlieir  iVji'iid* 

im  tliau|;1i  tlieir  wordw  wen?  guiiiNlciit  tJi*J»«'  bipd-lika  tioies 

lirigbt  gbtdives  wenj  free,  luu!   iihirped  and   beamed  in 

)  wiiJi   llieir  ht^rli,    Tlieir  very  breath  was  perfunted 

and  b (»))<?. 

Ill  the  liajx)iie*ta  foJt  herself  breathing  a  ligbterj  brighter, 

more  miisKvil  air.     She  i?aid^"Are  better  days  in  st4r)re, 

children  ?    For  today,  I  know  not  how  or  why,  the  cloud 

k^  heavy  oa  as  all*" 
'  80  it  doca  munima,"  cried  Lftitre.   ^  I  smile  at  Jofiephine, 
J/j*t?l>hiim  sinileA  at  me,  and  neither  of  us  have  tlie  hn&t 
why — have  we,  my  elder  ?  aod  here  ia  your  coffeo, 
r,  dtuu*  mmnmuJ'* 

^  Good !  and  what  an  ai-oma  this  haa  too^  today  1  and  a 
roor  ?  if  this  is  from  Arabia,  what  I  have  been  drinking 
>  tiMjiilii^  mmi  have  been  a  nearer  neighbouri  I  thhik/' 

L«-t  me  ta^t<->  mamma,"  said  Lauie.     She  tasted  and  was 
II ndtjrs truck.     She  took  occasion  to  draw  Josephine  into  the 
part  of  the  mom.    "  Some  one  has  been  drugging  ray 
Bee— it  taj^tes  of  Mocha — was  it  you,  love  ? — ^tmitre*t*,  I 

I  ? — tcH  m«?  dear" 
l^  No.     Gue^," 
'  That  h  enough,  the  imp  !  I     Flh'* 

'  I  would,"  replied  Jo^phine.     **  He  said  to  mc,  '  Tilnr 
noi!*«Jle  Lr*ure  di^ct'ives  her  mother :  let  us  deceive  her* 
lold  him  I  would  betrwy  him,  and  I  tiave  kept  my  wonL** 
|**ye3»  aAur  cUeatmg  me:    double  traitreas  M    km  me, 
lick  !  qnli-k  ! !  " 


[Bupj>er  wa^  r*^ady.     No  Edoiiard. 

\Hh  crowii  of  hity  leaves  was  on  the  table:  but  no  Ed* 
They  were  beginntng  to  fear  he  woald  not  t?omi*  at 
wh<?ft  he  arrived  m  haste,  imd  sank  into  a  chair,  fatigued 
by  a  limg  day'#  work,  partly  by  ihe  amotions  he  bad 
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passed  through.  Through  all  this  peeped  an  air  of  ielf* 
content 

*'  Forgive  mtj,  madftm — ^it  ha^  heeii  a  long  thxy" 

"  Repos6  yourself,  monsieurj"  said  the  baroness  cere* 
mouiousl^.  She  was  not  best  pleased  at  his  making  LimeeLf 
so  at  home.  "Or  rather  let  us  offer  jou  something  lo 
reator©  you." 

"  l^othiDg,  madam,  but  a  tumbler  of  wine  with  a  little 
water — thank  you,  madam*  Me^dames,  great  events  have 
occurred  sbce  I  left  you." 

**  Oh,  tell !  telll  "  Eyea,  bright  m  sword  blades  in  th« 
aun^  with  interej^t  and  curioBity,  were  fastened  on  him,  and 
their  lovelf  proprietors  held  their  breath  to  hear  him* 

He  glanced  round  with  secret  satiefaetion,  pau&edj  relished 
their  curiosity ,  and  then  began  his  story. 

He  told  them  how  he  rode  down  to  tlie  town,  and  went  to 
his  notary :  here  he  explained  that,  being  at  war  with  a 
notary,  he  had  been  compelled  in  common  prudence  to  enlist 
a  notary ;  and  his  notary  had  sent  him  to  the  Mairie,  and 
there  he  had  seen  a  placard  offering  the  chateau  and  lands 
of  Beaurepaire  for  sale. 

«  Oh  !  Heaven  !  oh  Edouard  !  " 

"  Be  calm — there,  I  meant  to  keep  you  a  moment  or  two 
in  suspense,  but  I  have  not  the  heart.  I  went  into  the 
Mairie  :  I  saw  the  mayor :  it  was  Bonard's  doing,  set  on,  of 
course,  by  Perrin :  I  paid  your  six  thousand  francs  into  the 
mayor's  hands  for  Bonard.  Flere,  ladies,  is  the  mayor's 
receipt ;  from  that  moment  Beaurepaire  was  yours  again, 
and  that  accursed  placard  mine.  I  tore  it  down  before  all 
the  crowd  ;  they  cheered  me." 

"  Heaven  bless  them  ! "  cried  the  doctor. 

**  Dard  was  there  in  his  donkey  cart :  he  put  his  cap  on 
his  crutch,  and  waved  it  in  the  air,  and  cried — *  Long  live 
the  Baroness  and  the  Demoiselles  de  Beaurepaire:'  and 
they  all  joined — aha  ! — well,  as  I  made  ray  way  through  the 
crowd,  who  should  I  run  against  but  Perrin." 
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**  Thi-  t>i*.-e4^.^  of  the  placard  were  in  my  hand ;   I  hurtcd 
em  with  all  my  foi'ce  into  the  rtnimd's  fiice/* 
•  Oh  ffhu  good  boj  I  '* 
•*  II  WM  the  act  of  a  yoimg  mtttu" 
**  '  iirht,  tiiofiHieur;  I  aiti  almost  gorry  T  did  it*" 

I   Edooarilt"  cried  the  bapcmef«3|  risings  the  leari 
her  ^-jeft,  **  I  scaretdy  understand  all  you  are  doing,  and 
done  for  ws :   but  thU  I   coropteheud^  Umt  you  are  tL 
iiy  yoonj*  man :  and  that  I  liave  not  till  now  bad  tho 
Bfeeernmetit  to  me  all  your  value  t " 
**Oh,  madam,  do  not   fip^?ak   to   me   so:    it   makes  mfl 
asbaioed :  let  me  continue  mj  story." 

•*  Y*?s !    but   firgl   tell   me,  thb   six  ibousand  franca — oh,  ^ 
how  my  hfart  beni&  I    ob^  iny  ciiildrea^  how  noar  niin  we 
|1uive  Iviicn— «L  (leur  1  ob  dear  !  " 

'Be^ur  taammii,  do  not  treruble:  it  ig  all  our  own,  tbankii  to 
I  guardian  angel/'  said  Josephine,  "  Edouard,  I  think  our 
^SPirr  wijbes  to  learn  ht>w  we  eamc  to  have  flo  mudi  money*** 
**  Hliat,  have  ygu  not  told  her  ?  ^ 

**  No  I  Laure  laid  jou  should  liav©  that  pleasure :  it  v/m 
four  right/' 

'*  Ah  I  lUank  you,  Bf ademoiselle  Laiire,"  cried  the  young 
nan  Vf^ry  warmly,     **  ^Indam,  the   tenants  paid   you   Pev^n 
|tboU!«and  franee  to  day  for  leases  at  a  rent  rai^^ed  thirl y  pir 
enU  from  this*  dtnj/* 
'  Lowered*  my  child,  you  mean  " 
**  l^'o  thank  you^  raised/* 
**  la  it  p04«jble  ? — the  good  creatures  t  \  ^ 
«  Eb  ?  all  I  humph  I  yes  1 " 
**  But  L^  it  really  true  ?     Can  thie  be  troc  ?  ** 

'  .   holds   a   thouKind    franca    at    your   disposal, 
tbb  receipt  i^  your  vout'her  for  the  other  si ic 
flhoiisand  ;  and  the  leases  signed  are  in  the  house/' 

♦*And  Il4e5*e  are  the  pcopb  you  had  hjird  thonffht^  of, 
I  moniiieur/' 
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**  See  how  unjust  1  was  M  !  '* 

"*  Did  Ihej  volutJteer  all  this  ?  *' 

**  Nor  cxactlj.  It  was  proposed  to  tliem,  and  withm  tbree 
days^ '' 

"  They  fell  into  it  ?  " 

"  They  fell  into  it.'* 

**  May  Heaven  reward  them  !  " 

"Humph  I" 
k**A5  they  deserve." 

*  Amen  1  amen  ! "  *  * 

"  Such  aetion;^  do  the  heart  good  as  well  as  the  house.  I 
cannot  but  be  aff'ecled  hy  the  sympathy  of  theae  humble 
people,  who  have  known  how  to  show  their  good  feeliog,  aod 
may  I  venture  to  say  their  gratitude." 

"  Call  it  by  any  fine  name  yoti  please^  madam  ;  they  will 
not  contradict  you." 

"Their  gratitude,  then,  at  a  moment  when  it  was  so 
needed.  Afler  all,  the  world  is  not  so  ill.  I  seem  to  have 
gone  back  to  the  days  of  my  youth,  when  such  things  were 
common.  Ah  !  how  happy  I  am  I  and  how  much  I  thank 
you  for  it,  my  young  friend." 

Riviere  hung  his  head. 

"  May  I  continue  my  story  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,"  cried  Laure,  "  pray,  go  on.  I  guess  you  went 
next  to  the  honest  notary." 

"The  what??!I" 

"  The  notary  that  is  on  our  side." 

"  I  did,  and  what  do  you  think  his  news  was  ?  That  for 
two  days  past  Perrin  had  been  at  him  to  lend  him  money 
upon  Beaurepaire." 

"  And  he  did  not  turn  him  out  of  the  room  ?  " 

"  No ;  he  spoke  him  fair." 

"  But  I  thought  he  was  our  friend." 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort.  He  is  our  notary.  Perhaps  all 
the  better  servant  for  having  no  heart,  and  therefore  no 
temper.     He  had  been  very  civil  to  Perrin,  had  promised  to 
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gf:l  hi  III  Ehe  rrnjney,  and  sa  wa?  keep  Id  g  him  from 
*»l7*tnli*iii?.     Oil  I    \hh  glat'ier  gave  ine  wiM^r  juivicc 
(feeh  and  hloocl  eo*ild  have  given.     I  iim  iieTiT  five 
ninates  wiih  Pic^rd^  but  I  imjiu^  away  ired  and  wiser.** 
Liture. — **And  wickeder/' 

Edouard^  (with  &ublitne  indifierence,) — -"  Clearly,  lie 
^cl — '  I  bave  a  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  franco  ;  I  will 
!iid  yon  them  on  Beunrepaire.  Go  to  some  othei'  capitnllst 
^r  n  siniUar  sura*  Tba  total  will  pay  all  tbe  debtd.  Capi- 
lists  will  not  refuse  yon  :  for  observei  this  rise  in  the  rents 
^m  the  mx  thousand  iiunc^  you  have  paid  off  iilter^^  the  face 
tbe  security  and  leaver  a  fair  margin.  Get  the  money 
rhild  I  amude  Perrin  wkb  fake  hopes/  Here  was  a  stmke 
|>oliey  beyond  poor  little  Edouanl  Riviere  to  have  in* 
runted*  Notary  cut  notary  \  I  So  to-morrow  I  ride  to  Coai- 
uaudant  Raynal  for  a  week's  leave  of  absentT-.  and  ihe  next 
ay  I  ride  to  my  uncle,  and  beg  him  to  lend  a  hundred  and 
venty  thons^and  fnincs  on  Beau  re  pa  ire.  He  can  do  it  if  he 
kea.  Yet  his  estate  h  scatrce  half  so  large  as  your^,  artfl 
fat  half  so  rkh,  but  he  has  never  let  anyone  share  it  with 
*  1*11  have  no  go-between/  says  he,  •  to  impovcriib  its 
otb/  "^ 
*^  Both  whoia  ?  ** 

**  Self  and  soil — ha  1  ha !  *  The  soil  ia  always  grateful/ 
iy«  tny  «rjcle-«'  makes  you  a  return  in  exact  proportion  to 
rhat  you  beslow  on  it  in  the  way  of  manure  and  labour— 
men  don^t,'  Sajs  he,  '  the  man  that  has  got  one  hantl  in 
l^our  pcx^ket  shakes  the  other  fi?t  in  your  face;  the  man  that 
>  ^t  both  handB  in  your  pocket  spits  in  your  face/  Ask- 
'^e  of  you,  madam,  for  iiuoting  my  nnele,  who  i§ 
■  id  ^hr^wd^  but  bitle  polished.  He  m  also  a  bit  of  a 
fil*ittnttirope,  and  has  coloured  me:  thk  you  must  have 
bj*erved/' 
*'  Bui  if  he  is  misanthmpe,  Mon^t^ieur  Edouard,  he  will  mil 
Sjrmpvnhizf  wiih  us — will  he  not  despise  us,  who  buv<*  *o 
aijtmanu^ed  Beaurt*paire  ?  " 


ns 


WOITE   LISS* 


«  Permit  me,  Josephine,*'  said  the  doctan  "  Kutoml  hi^ 
tory  steps  io  here,  and  teaches  hy  me^  its  moulhpi^o^** 
aliem  1  A  misanthrope  hates  all  mankind,  but  ii  kiotl  to  i 
cverybcMly — generally  too  kind*  A  philanthrope  loves  di^ 
whole  human  race,  bat  dislikes  his  wifcj  bis  mother,  hhi 
brotlierf  and  hb  friends  and  acquaintancej.  Misanthrope  ia 
the  potato — rough  and  repulsive  outride,  but  good  to  the 
core.  Philanthrope  ia  a  peach — hi&  manner  all  velvet  imd 
bloonif  and  his  words  sweet  juice,  but  hie  heart  of  hearts  a 
stone*  Let  me  read  philaothrope'a  book,  and  fail  inio  the 
hands  of  misanLliro}>e*" 

**  He  is  right,  ladies*  My  uncle  will  say  plenty  of  biting 
words,  whjcb,  by  the  bye,  will  not  hart  you,  who  will  not 
hear  them — only  me*  He  will  la^h  us  and  lend  u«  th« 
naonf-y,  iinil  Beaurepmre  will  be  free :  and  I  shall  have  had 
Bome  little  hand  in  it — hurrah  !  " 

"  Some  little  hand  in  it,  good  angel  that  Heaven  has  sent 
OS ! "  said  Josephine. 

Then  came  a  delicious  hour  to  Edouard  Riviere.  Young 
and  old  poured  out  their  glowing  thanks  and  praises  upon 
him  till  his  cheeks  burned  like  fire. 

Josephine. — ^^And  besides,  he  raises  our  spirits  so:  does 
he  not,  my  mother  ?  Now,  is  not  the  house  changed  of  late, 
doctor  ?     I  appeal  to  you." 

St  Aubin. — "  I  offer  a  frigid  explanation.  Among  the 
feats  of  science  is  the  infusion  of  blood.  I  have  seen  it  done. 
Boiling  blood  from  the  veins  of  the  healthy  and  the  young  is 
injected  into  old  or  languid  vessels.  The  effect  is  magicaL 
Well,  Beaurepaire  was  old  and  languishing.  Life's  warm 
current  entered  it  with  Edouard ;  its  languid  pulses  beat, 
and  its  system  swells  and  throbs,  and  its  heart  is  warm  o&oe 
more,  and  leaps  with  the  blood  of  youth,  and  dances  in  the 
sunshine  of  hope :  I  also  am  young  again,  like  all  the  rest. 
Madam  the  Baroness,  gavottans  ! — ^}'ou  and  I — tra  la  la  la 
lah,  tia  la  la  la  lah  1 " 

Lflure. — ^^  Ha  I  ha  I  ha  I     Down  with  science,  doctor." 
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St.  Aubin. — ^  Wliat  impiety  I  Some  one  will  say,  down 
with  young  ladies  next." 

Laure. — ^  No !  That  would  be  punishing  themselves. 
Hear  ray  solution  of  the  mysteiy.  Inj<}ction  of  blood  and  in- 
fusion there  is  none.  Monsieur  is  nothing  more  or  less  than 
a  merry  imp  that  has  broken  into  paradise." 

Josephine. — "  The  fine  paradise  that  it  was  before  the  imp 
came.  No :  it  is  that  a  man  has  come  among  a  parcel  of 
weak  women,  and  put  spirit  into  them." 

St.  Aubin. — ^^Also  into  an  old  useless  dreamer  worth  but 
little." 

Josephine. — *^  Fie  then  I  It  was  you  who  read  him  at 
sight.     We  babble  and  he  remains  uncrowned." 

Edouard. — ^  No !  no !  There  are  no  more  Kings  in 
France  I " 

Josephine. — '*  Excuse  me,  there  is  the  King  of  Hearts  I 
And  we  are  going  to  crown  him.  Come,  Laure.  Mamma, 
since  monsieur  has  become  diifident,  would  it  be  very  wrong 
of  us  to  use  force  just  a  little  ?  " 

"  No,  provided  monsieur  permits  it,"  said  the  baroness 
with  some  hesitation. 

Laughter  like  a  chime  of  bells  followed  this  speech,  and  to 
that  sweet  music  Riviere,  spite  of  his  mock  dissent,  was 
crowned.  And  in  that  magic  circlet  the  young  Apollo's 
beauty  shone  out  bright  as  a  star. 

The  green  crown  set  off  the  rich  chesnut  hair,  the  shapely 
head,  the  rich  glowing  cheek,  and  the  delicate  white  brow. 
Blushes  mantled  on  his  face,  and  triumph  beamed  in  his 
ardent  eyes.     He  adorned  his  crown  in  turn. 

" Is  it  permitted  to  be  so  handsome  as  that?"  inquired  the 
baroness  with  astonishment. 

**And  to  be  as  good  as  pretty  ?  "  cried  Josephine. 

Whilst  he  thus  sat  in  well  earned  triumph,  central  pearl 
Bet  round  by  loving  eyes  and  happy  faces  that  lie  had  made 
shine.  Jacintha  came  in  and  gave  him  a  letter. 

**  Dard  brought  it  up  from  the  town."  said  she. 
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EdotiflH,  after  asking  permission,  opened  the  !ette: 
tlie  bright  ooloitr  ebbed  from  his  cheek* 

*'  No  ill  news,  I  trust  I "  Fnid  the  baxonesa  kindly.  **  No 
relation,  na  fnend '* 

"  No,  mail  am,"  8«id  the  young  man,  "  Nothings  serioii* ; 
a  tem|X)rai7  annoyance*  Do  not  let  it  dbturb  your  happi- 
ness for  a  moment***  And  with  these  words  ho  dl^misdcd 
the  subject,  and  was  yery  gay  and  rather  louder  tlian 
before. 

Boon  after  he  took  hiB  leave.  He  went  into  the  kitch^^n, 
andf  after  a  few  earnest  words  with  Jaemtlia,  went  ifit{>  Uie 
stabte  and  gave  his  horse  a  feed. 

Tln2  bartiness  retirt^d  to  re^t.  In  taking  leave  of  them  till, 
ghc  kissed  Laure  with  more  tbau  usual  warmth,  and  putting 
her  out  at  arm*s  l*^iigthj  examined  her,  then  kissed  her 
again. 

"  Stay  doctor,"  said  Josephine,  who  was  about  to  retire 
too.     "  What  is  it  ?     What  can  it  be  ?  " 

"  Some  family  matter,"  he  said. 

"  No  I  no !  Did  you  not  see  what  a  struggle  the  poor  boy 
went  through  the  moment  he  read  it ;  he  took  off  his  crown 
too,  and  sighed,  oh  so  sadly,  as  he  laid  it  down." 

"  Mademoiselle,"  said  Jacintha  softly  at  the  door,  "  may 
he  come  in  ?  " 

«  Yes  !— yes  I " 

Edouard  came  sadly. 

"  Is  she  gone  to  bed  happy  ?  " 

"  Yes  dear !  thanks  to  you,  and  we  will  be  firm.  Keep 
nothing  from  us." 

Edouard  just  gave  her  the  letter,  and  leaned  his  head 
sorrowfully  on  his  hand. 

They  all  read  it  together.    It  was  from  Pi  card.    Perrin,  it 
lieems,  had  already  purchased  one  of  the  claims  on  Beaure- 
paire,  value  sixty  thousand  francs,  and  now  demanded  in  his 
own  name  the  sale  of  the  property,  upon  the  general  order ' 
from  the  directory.     The  mayor  had   consented   and  the*^ 
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tiffiche  was  even  now  in  the  printer's  hands.  The  letter 
continued — 

**  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  you  insulted  Perrin,  at  this  stage 
of  tJie  btisiness.  Had  you  consulted  us  on  this  pointy  we 
should  have  advised  you  not  to  take  any  steps  of  that  sort 
until  after  the  estate  should  he  absolutely  safe.  We  think  he 
miut  have  followed  you  to  our  place  and  so  learned  that  you 
cure  our  client  in  this  mattery  for  he  has  sent  a  line  to  say  he 
will  not  trouile  us,  but  wiU  get  the  money  elsewhere^ 

**That  is  what  cuts  me  to  the  heart!"  cried  Edouard. 
^  It  is  I  who  ruin  jou  after  all.  Oh  !  how  hard  it  is  for  a 
young  man  to  be  wise  ! " 

The  girls  came  and  sat  beside  Edouard,  and,  without 
speaking,  glided  each  a  kind  hand  into  his.  The  doctor 
finished  the  letter. 

But  if  you  wiU  send  me  down  the  new  leases  in  a  parcel^ 
we  shall  perhaps  be  able  to  put  a  spoke  in  his  wheel  still; 
meantime,  we  advise  you  to  lose  no  time  in  raising  a  hundred 
and  twenty  thousand  francs.  We  renew  our  offer  of  a 
similar  sum :  but  you  must  give  us  three  days^  notice. 

"  Good  bye  then." 

"  Stay  a  little  longer." 

"  No !  I  am  miserable  till  I  repair  mj  folly." 

"  We  will  comfort  you." 

"  Nothing  can  comfort  me,  but  repairing  the  ill  I  have 
done." 

"  The  ill  you  have  done.  But  for  you,  all  would  have 
been  over  long  ago  I " 

"  Thank  you  for  saying  that-^oh !  thank  you  :  will  you 
see  me  off.     I  feel  a  little  daunted — for  the  moment  ?  " 

**  Poor  boy,  yes,  we  will  see  you  off." 

Tliey  went  down  with  him.  lie  brought  his  horse  round, 
and  they  walked  together  to  the  garden  gate  in  silence. 

As  he  put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup,  Josephine  murmured : 
*  Do  not  vex  yourself  little  heart.  Sleep  well  tonight  after 
all  jour  fatigues,  and  come  to  us  early  in  the  morning." 
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Edouard  checked  bis  liorse^  ivhu  waut^  to  start ;  mwj 
tyriiiM^  in  ilie  sadiUe  cried  out  with  lurprUe — **  Why  wii 
do  ym4  tLink  I  fUii  going  ?  '* 

*'  1  Umw  to  be  sure," 

*'  Home  ?    wLilu    Beaurepaire    is   in   peril ;    deep    wliikj 
Beaiimfiaire  is  in  peril,     Wlmt  I  don't  you  see  I  am  gQu 
U)  my  uiide,  twenty  leagues  from  here/' 

**  Yett  but  not  now." 

*^  What  ?  fling  away  half  a  day ! — no  not  an  hour,  not  «1 
minute — the  enemy  h  too  keen,  the  &takt  ia  too  great*** 

^  But  thmk  Ed— Monsieur  Kdcmard,"  said  Laure, 
are  so  tired*" 

"  I  was*     But  I  am  not  DOw," 

"But  mon  Dleu !  you  will  kill  yourself — one  ihwt 
tmvel  on  Lotsebadt  in  the  diirk  hy  night," 

^*  Mademoiselle,  the  night  and  the  day  are  all  one  ta  ft 
man  when  he  can  serve  those  he  loves."  With  the  very 
words  his  impatient  heel  pricked  the  willing  horse,  who 
started  forward,  striking  fire  in  the  nigh{  from  the  8tOBCi8 
with  his  iron  heels,  that  a  moment  after  rang  clear  and  sharp 
down  the  road.  They  listened  to  the  sounds  as  they  strockt 
and  echoed  along,  and  then  rang  fainter  and  fainter,  and 
fainter,  in  the  still  night.  When  at  last  they  could  hear 
^  him  no  more,  they  went  slowly  and  sadly  back  to  the  chateau. 
Laure  was  in  tears. 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

The  French  leagae  in  those  days  was  longer  than  now  ; 
it  was  full  three  miles  English.  Edouard  baited  his  horse 
twenty  miles  from  Beaurepaire :  he  then  rode  the  other  forty 
miles  judiciously,  but  without  a  halt. 

He  reached  his  uncle's  at  three  in  the  morning :  put  his 
horse  in  the  stable,  and  not  to  disturb  the  inmates,  got  in  by 
the  kitchen  window,  which  he  found  lefl  open  as  in  the 
golden  age :  the  kitchen  fire  was  smouldering ;  he  made  it 
up,  and  dropped  asleep  on  a  chair  as  hard — as  hard  as  a 
philanthropist's  heart,  doctor.  He  seemed  to  have  been 
scarce  a  minute  asleep,  when  Red  Indians  screeching  all 
around  woke  him  with  a  start,  and  there  stood  his  uncle's 
housekeeper,  who  screamed  again  at  his  jumping  up,  but 
died  away  into  an  uncertain  quaver,  and  from  that  rose 
ere$cendo  to  a  warm  welcome. 

"  But  saints  defend  us,  how  you  frightened  me  ! " 

^  You  had  your  revenge.  I  thought  a  legion  of  fiends 
were  yelling  right  into  my  ear.     My  uncle — ^is  he  up  ?  " 

^  Your  uncle  !     What  don't  you  know  ?  " 

"No!  how  should  I  know ?  What  is  the  matter?  Oh! 
Heaven,  he  is  dead  !  '* 

*'  Dead  ?  No  !  Would  he  die  like  that,  without  settling 
his  affairs  ?     No,  but  he  is  gone." 

*•  Where?" 

"  We  don't  know.  Took  one  shirt,  a  razor,  and  a  comb, 
and  off  without  a  word — just  like  him." 

Edouard  groaned. 

*'  When  did  he  go  ?  " 
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"  Yesterday,  nt  noon  " 

EdouanI  svrore> 

^  Oh  1  don't  vex  joiirself  like  that  Master  Edouard.*! 

*'  But  Mar  the  it  is  life  and  death.     I  shall  go  miidl 
ahall  gt5  mad  1 " 

"  No,  doo't  je — don*t  jB  j  bless  you  I  he  will  come  bttc 
before  long," 

"  80  he  wiil  Marthe  j  he  must  be  back  to-daj — be  tool 
but  one  shirt/' 

*'  Hum  !"  said  Mai^he  doubtfijlly,  **  that  does  not  foUov 
I  liavo  seen  him  wear  a  shirt  a  good  deal  more  tban  a  day  J 

Edouard  walked  up  and  down  the  kitchen  in  greal  ngjit 
tion.     To  spirits  of  his  kind  to  bo  compelled  to  be 
and  wait  for  others,  unnble  to  do  any  thing  for  theniselr«^ 
U  their  worst  torture  ;  it  ia  fever  plus  pariily^is* 

The  good  woman  soothed  him  and  ooaxed  him. 

"  Have  a  cup  of  coffee.  See — I  have  warmed  it,  mid 
the  milk  and  alL" 

"  Thank  you  my  good  Marthe.  I  have  the  appetite  of  n 
wolf." 

<'  And  after  that  go  to  bed,  and  the  moment  your  node 
comes  I  will  wake  you." 

"Ah!  thank  you  good  Marthe.  Oh!  yes;  bed  by  all 
means.  Better  be  asleep  than  twiddling  one's  thumbs 
awake." 

So  Marthe  got  him  to  bed ;  and  once  there,  Nature  pre* 
vailed,  and  he  slept  twelve  hours  at  a  stretch. 

Just  at  sunset  he  awoke,  and  took  it  for  sunrise.  He 
dressed  himself  hastily  and  came  down.  His  uncle  had  not 
arrived.  He  did  not  know  what  on  earth  to  do.  He  had  a 
presentiment  that  while  his  hands  were  tied  the  enemy  was 
working. 

"  And  if  not,"  said  he,  "  why  then  chance  is  robbing  me 
of  the  advantage  zeal  ought  to  be  gaining  me." 

"  Wait  till  to-morrow,"  said  Marthe ;  "  if  he  does  not 
come  I  shall  have  a  letter." 
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Edouard  sat  down  and  wrote  a  line  to  Doctor  St.  Aubin, 
telling  him  his  ill-luck,  and  begging  the  doctor  to  send  down 
the  leases  to  Picard,  as  he  had  requested. 

"  Picard  is  wiser  than  I  am,"  said  he. 

The  morning  came — ^no  letter.  Then  Edouard  had  an- 
other anxiety — he  was  away  from  his  post  Commandant 
Raynal  was  a  Tartar.  He  had  better  ride  over  and  ask  for 
a  week's  leave  of  absence ;  and  now  was  the  time  to  do  it 
On  his  return  perhaps  his  uncle  would  be  at  home. 

"  Yes !  Ill  saddle  Mirabeau  and  ride  over,  then  I  shall  not 
be  twiddlmg  my  thumbs  all  day." 

Commandant  Kaynal  lived  about  half  way  between  his 
uncle's  farm  and  Beaurepaire. 

As  Edouard  came  in  sight  of  the  house  a  dun  pony  was 
standing  voluntarily  by  the  door,  and  presently  the  notary 
issued  forth,  got  into  the  saddle,  and  ambled  towards  Edouard. 
Edouard  felt  a  chill  at  sight  of  him,  but  this  was  soon  fol- 
lowed by  a  burning  heat  and  a  raging  desire  to  go  at  him 
like  the  whirlwind,  and  ride  both  him  and  his  beast  of  a  pony 
into  the  dust 

"  He  was  obliged  to  keep  saying  to  himself,  *  wait  a  day  or 
two,  wait  a  day  or  two,'  and  did  not  trust  himself  to  look  at 
the  man  as  they  passed  one  another." 

The  other  looked  at  him  though,  through  his  half  open  lids, 
a  glance  of  bitter  malignity.  Meeting  his  enemy  so  suddenly 
and  at  his  commandant's  house  discomposed  Edouard  greatly, 
peqdexed  him  greatly. 

*'  Can  these  notaries  divine  one's  very  plans  before  they 
are  formed,"  said  he  to  himself,  "can  these  pnictised  villains? 
— ^no.  He  has  come  here  simply  to  do  me  some  general  mis- 
chief:  to  set  my  commandant  against  me  :  he  has  timed  the 
attack  well,  now  that  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  him,  and  he  such 
a  disciplinarian." 

Edouard  came  bf*fore  Raynal  despondently,  and  after  the 
usual  greeting  said — 

"  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  you  commandant." 
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**  Spcsik ! "  rung  out  the  commanclaBt 

''A  sJim-i  Imvi*  of  absenc^j  ?" 

** Humph  I" 

**  On  presaiDg  affairs  :  oh,  monsieur,  do  not  refuse  me?" 

**  Who  teUs  jou  that  1  shall  refuse  you  f*  '^  ai^kiad  the 
inancknt  roughly- 

"  No  one  monsieur,  but  I  have  enemies  ;  and  T  fearei]  oiii| 
of  them  might  have  Uitely  maligned  me  behind  tny  hack." 

•*  Ciilzen  Riviere,"  replied  the  other  sternly^  "  if  a  man 
ctune  to  me  to  ac<^u^e  any  one  of  my  officers  b€hmd  ht^  Utck| 
I   should    s^ond   for   thaL   officer    and  &ay  to   his  aocoH*!^ 
*  Now  tliere  is  the  man,  look  him  in  the  face  and  my 
Bay;'' 

**I  was  a  fool/'  cried  the  young  man:  "my  noble 
mandant  ** 

"  Enough  ! "  said  the  commandant  rudely.  "  Nobody  has 
ever  said  a  word  against  you  in  my  hearing.  It  is  true,"  he 
added  satirically,  "  veiy  few  have  ever  mentioned  you  at  alL" 

"My  name  has  not  been  mentioned  to  you  to-day  com- 
mandant ?  " 

"  No  ! — halt  1 "  cried  the  exact  soldier,  "  except  by  the 
servant  who  announced  you.  Read  that  dispatch  while  I 
give  an  order  outside  ?  " 

£douai*d  read  the  dispatch  and  the  blood  rushed  to  his 
brow  at  one  sentence  in*  it : — "  Edouard  Riviere  is  active 
zealous  and  punctual.  In  six  months  more  you  can  safely 
promote  him."  This  was  all :  but  not  a  creature  besides  was 
praised  at  all. 

The  commandant  returned. 

"  Oh  commandant,  what  goodness !  *' 

"  Citizen,  I  rose  from  the  ranks — how  ? — ^guess  I " 

"  By  valour,  by  chivalry,  by  Spart " 

"  Gammon  ! — by  minding  my  business :  there  is  the  riddle 
key:  and  that  is  why  my  eye  is  on  those  who  mind  their 
business — you  are  one :  I  have  praised  you  for  it — so  now, 
how  many  days  do  you  want  to  waste  ?     Speak." 
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**  A  fi*w.  a  veiy  few.** 

**  Are  jc  in  love  ?     That  15  eoougli — you  are — ^more  fool . 

j^cu     l»  il  to  go  HJ'ter  her  you  fall  to  tlie  r<[?ur?" 

••  No  iudeed  eomiujuj  riant." 

I  **  Look  loe  in  die  Tnce  I     There  are  but  iwo  men  hi  the 

ttfUl — the   man   who  keeps  hh  worrl,  and  the  man  who 

li*  it.     The  fir^t  is  nn  hone«ri  man,  the  sectmtl  h  a  liur, 

waiting  to  be  a  thief:  if  it  i^  to  run  ai\er  a  girl  take  a 

;  3  ftoything  else,  a  fortuight.     No !  no  thanks  1     I  have 

bt  titn*!  for  chit  chaL     JMarch/* 

Etlotiaril  rcxie  away  in  triumph, 

•^Lopg  live  tiie  C<invmiincknt  Raynal!*'  he  shout**tl,    "  fTe 

I  Doi  fleAh  and  blood.    He  is  nwUi\  i  bt?  rings,  loud  and  true. 

wonla  are  not  wordj,  they  are  notps  of  &onie  golden 

jLfid  after  being  with  him  five  minuttss,  one  feitla 

ing  all  the  nolariea  on  earth*" 

H<?  rc4*i?hed  hh  uncle's  place. 

^  Not  <!ome  home,  Master  Edouard,** 

Tiie  cold  fit  fell  on  him. 

Thc^  next  morning  came  a  letter  from  hjfl  unclfit  dai< 

Edoiiard  wa«  ready  to  tear  hia  hair, 

"  (jf>nr  to  Paris  with  one  shirt !     Wlio  cotdd  foresee  a  hu-  ' 

ban  i-K'atun;  going  from  any  place  btit  Biccitre  to  the  capital 

tht.'  world  with  on(*  shirt !     Order  my  horse,  Marthe.     He 

-Itim  il*  I  doptJOfte,  after  the  first  week.     That  will  be  a 

iiment  to  the  eapital — tea  thotisaod  devils  1     I  shall  go 

Ortler  my  horse." 

••  Wli«!re  are  you  going  my  young  monsieur  ?  " 

'^To  Paris.     Equip  me;  lend  me  a  shIrL     He  has  one 

rhaalie  not?'* 

Itantie  did  not  even  deign  to  notice  this  skit 
**Biit  ht  is  coming  home  !^ — he  is  coming  homel"  sbt 
^ed  ?  **  yo*i  don*L  read  the  letter.*' 
••Trtie :   he  is  coming  home  today  or  tomorrow.     Heaven 
Exre,  how  these   old  men  talk  I  m  if  today  and  tomorrowi 
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were  ihe  same  thing,  or  aojr  Uung  Jike  the  nain^  ihing,    I 
fihall  ride  lo  Paris." 

"  Then  you  will  miss  hbn  on  the  ttiad/' 

"  Give  rne  paper  and  uik,  Marlhe,  I  will  write  ktien  afl 
day-     Ah  !  how  nnluckj  I  am  !  '* 

Ha  wrote  a  long  leUc^r  to  8l  Aubin^  teJIiiig  him  nil  hf*  had 
do0e  and  suffered*  He  wix)t43  also  lo  the  notary,  i^onjuring 
him  again  to  wateh  the  interests  of  lioanrepaire  kf*frnly  whfla 
hti  sliould  be  away.  Then  he  got  his  hor^e  and  gHlh^|iMl 
round  and  round  hiii  unde'a  paddock^  and  siuffered  the  t^ 
tnrea  that  sluggish  spirits  never  fe^l  aiid  CHnnol  rmlUvw 
Tlie  next  afternoon— oh  joyl^ — hfa  uncle's  burly  form  ap- 
peared, and  gave  him  a  hearty  weleome. 

The  poor  boy  wanted  to  open  bis  buainc^B  at  or»ci\  hut  bi 
saw  there  was  no  chance  of  hii  being  listened  tOj  till  a  good 
score  of  farm  questions  had  been  put  and  anifwei'^d- 

In  the  evening  he  got  his  uncle  to  himself  and  told  him 
his  story,  and  begged  his  uncle  to  advance  the  two  hundred 
and  forty  thousand  francs  on  mortgage. 

His  uncle  received  the  proposal  coldly.  "  I  don't  see  mj 
way  to  it  Edouard,"  said  he.  "  I  must  draw  my  money  oat 
of  the  public  funds,  and  they  are  rising  fast.  No ;  I  can't 
do  it," 

Edouard  implored  his  uncle  not  to  look  on  it  in  that  ligbty 
but  as  a  benevolent  action,  that  would  be  attended  with  leas 
loss  than  actions  of  such  merit  usually  are. 

"  But  why  should  I  lose  a  sou  for  those  aristocrats  ?  ** 

"  If  you  knew  them — ^but  you  do  not,  my  uncle  :  do  it  for 
me  ! — for  me  whose  heart  is  tied  to  them  for  ever !  " 

"  Pheugh !  Well  look  here  Edouard,  if  you  have  really 
been  fool  enough  to  fall  in  love  there,  and  have  a  mind  to 
play  Georges  Dandin,  1*11  find  you  some  money  for  the  part; 
but  I  can't  afford  so  much  as  this,  and  I  wash  my  hands  of 
your  aristos." 

^  Enough  my  uncle.  I  have  not  then  a  friend  in  the 
world  but  those  whom  you  call  aristos." 
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^  You  are  an  ungrateful  boj.  It  is  I  who  have  no  friend : 
and  I  thought  he  came  to  see  me  out  of  love :  old  fool !  it 
was  for  money,  like  all  the  rest." 

^  You  insult  me  my  uncle.  But  you  have  the  right.  I 
do  not  answer.     I  go  away." 

^  Go  to  all  the  devils  my  nephew ! " 

Edouard  was  interrupted  on  his  way  to  the  stables  by  old 
Marthe. 

''No  my  young  monsieur,  you  do  not  leave  us  like 
that" 

"He  insulted  me  Marthe." 

*^  Ah  bah  !  he  insults  me  three  times  a  week,  and  I  him 
for  that  matter :  but  we  don't  part  any  the  more  for  that. 
He  shall  apologise.  Above  all,  he  shall  lend  your  aristocrats 
the  money.     It  won't  ruin  us." 

^  Why  Marthe,  you  must  have  listened." 

"  Parbieu  !  and  a  good  thing  too.  You  keep  quiet.  You 
will  see  he  has  had  his  bark,  and  there  is  not  much  bite  in 
him  poor  man,  though  he  thinks  he  is  full  of  it." 

"  Oh !  my  good  Marthe  I  know  his  character,  and  that  he 
is  good  at  bottom,  but  to  come  here  and  wait,  and  wait,  and 
lose  days  when  every  hour  was  gold,  and  then  to  be  denied. 
Mon  Dieu  !  where  should  I  come  for  help  but  to  my  mother's 
brother  ?  Alas !  I  have  no  other  kindred ! " 

Marthe  prevailed  on  him  to  stay. 

This  done,  she  went  and  attacked  her  master. 

"  Are  you  content  ?  "  asked  she  calmly,  dusting  a  cliair,  or 
pretending  ta     "  He  weeps." 

«  Who  weeps  ?  " 

•*  Our  guest— our  nephew — our  pretty  child." 

•*  AH  the  worse  for  him.  You  don't  know  then — he  in- 
salted  me." 

"  To  whom  do  you  tell  that  ?     I  was  at  the  key-hole." 

«Ugh!" 

**  The  boot  is  on  the  other  leg  ;  it  is  you  who  treated  him 
cruelly.     He  weeps,  and  he  is  going  away." 
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**  Going  ?  Where  ?  " 

"  Do  I  know  ?  Where  jon  bade  him  go  1 11 ! !!" 

*■  Thut  gives  me  pain,  ihttt  he  should  go  like  that.** 

"  I   knew   it  would,  our  master,  bo   I  stopped   hiiUs 
against  his  will.** 

*'  You  did  well ;  that  w^ill  be  worth  a  new  gown  to  ^ 
What  did  you  aay  to  him  ?  " 

**I  said — *  You  must  not  take  things  to  heart  lile  tJiat| 
our  master  is  a  vile  temper * " 

«  Ye  lied  I  " 

*'  *  But  he  has  a  good  hearts'  " 

**  Yoa  sjjoke  the  truth  ;  1  am  too  good." 

**  *  He  M  your  mothers  brother/  said  I, '  and  thougll  ] 
a  little  wicked  he  doe^  not  hate  you  at  the  bottom, 
with  UB,  and  don't  talk  about  money/  said  I,  '  that,  nettles 
him.*  For  all  that,  master,  I  could  not  help  thinking  to  my- 
self, we  are  old,  and  we  can't  take  our  money  away  with  us : 
our  time  will  soon  come  when  we  must  go  away  as  bare  as 
we  came." 

"  That  is  true  confound  it ! " 

"  As  for  my  dirt  of  money,  and  I  have  rolled  up  a  good 
bit  in  your  service,  for  you  know  you  were  never  stingy  to 
me/" 

"  Because  I  never  caught  you  robbing  me,  you  old  jade  I " 

"  I  shall  let  him  have  that  any  way." 

"  If  you  dare  to  say  such  a  word  to  him  I'll  wring  your 
neck  round  ;  who  are  you  to  come  with  your  three  coiBS  be- 
tween my  sister's  son  and  me  ;  be  off  and  cook  the  dinner." 

"  I  go,  our  master." 

Uncle  and  nephew  met  at  dinner :  and  nephew  afler  his 
rebuff  talked  anything  but  money.  After  dinner,  which 
Marthe  took  care  should  be  much  to  his  taste,  the  old  man 
Leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and  said  with  a  good  humour  large 
as  the  ocean — 

"  Now  nephew  about  this  little  affair  of  yours  ?    Now  ii^ 
the  time  to  come  to  a  man  for  money  ;  after  dinner  I  feel 
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like  doing  anything,  however  foolish,  to  make  all  the  world 
happy  before  I  die." 

Edouard  finding  him  in  this  humour,  told  the  story  of 
Beaurepaire  more  fully,  and  laid  bare  his  own  feelings  to  an 
auditor  who,  partly  for  good  humour,  partly  remorse,  ex- 
hibited an  almost  ludicrous  amount  of  sympathy,  real  or 
factitious,  with  every  sentiment,  however  delicate,  Edouard 
exhibited  to  him. 

He  concluded  by  vowing  they  should  have  the  money  if 
the  security  was  sound :  "  and  it  must  be,"  said  he,  "  because 
the  rents  are  raised,  and  you  have  paid  off  one  of  the  mort- 
gages.    How  long  can  you  give  me  ?  " 

"  Oh  I  my  dear  uncle,  we  have  a  deadly  enemy.  Time  is 
gold  too." 

^  Let  OS  see :  tomorrow  is  market  day,  and  the  next  day  is 
the  fair." 

Edouard  sighed. 

**  The  day  after — we  will  see  about  it" 

Edouard  groaned. 

**  I  mean  we  will  go  down  to  the  Mairie  in  my  cabriolet." 

«AhI" 

"  And  the  money  in  our  pocket." 

"  Ah !  let  me  embrace  you  my  uncle." 

Thus  a  term  was  put  to  Edouard's  anxieties.  In  three 
days  his  uncle  would  be  the  sole  creditor  of  Beaurepaire. 
Still  he  could  not  help  counting  the  hours,  and  he  did  not 
really  feel  safe  till  Thursday  evening  came,  and  his  uncle 
ahowed  him  an  apoplectic  pocketbook,  and  ordered  his  Nor- 
man horse,  a  beast  of  singular  power  and  bottom,  to  be  fed 
early  for  the  journey. 

The  youth  was  in  a  delicious  reverie  :  the  old  man  calmly 
smoking  his  pipe :  when  Marthe  brought  a  letter  in  that  the 
postman  had  just  left.  It  was  written  in  a  lady's  hand.  His 
heart  throbbed :  Marthe  watched  him  with  a  smile,  and  found 
f  an  excuse  for  hanging  about.  He  opened  it — his  eye  went 
like  lightning  to  the  signature. 
11 
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Laare  Agko  Rose  de  BeaurepaiTie. 

Tlie  Bweet  name  was  on  its  way  to  his  eag«)r  \\p%  ^li(?n  hfi  I 
caught  eight  of  a  word  or  two  above  it  that  struck  him  like } 
»ome  icy  dagger.     He  read  and  the  colour  left,  his  very  Upa* 
He  sat  with  the  letter,  and  seemed  a  man  turned  Into  stone, 
aU  but  his  quivering  lip,  and  the  trembling  bands  that  i 
that  dear  handwriting. 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 


KoTAET  read  notary*     The  pieties  of  that  placard  flung 
,  P*?rriii'i&  face  were  a  revelation  as  well  as  an  offrontr 
He  made  iiiquine*:,  and  soon  learned  the  atategmao  was 
the  cbanij>ion  of  Bejiurepalre  and  aL*o  a  tilient  of  PiiranL 
lifting  the  two  together,  he  suspected  his  rival  had  been 
aying  with  hltUw     **  Fieard  is  plajing  that  young  niJTiati*a 
%,"*  bM  he.     *"  Perhaps  means  to  lend  him  his  money 
isteftd  of  me,'*     His  PUBpicionii  went  no  farther, 
Btit  the  Hi^rl  d«T  a  jjo^sip  told  him  the  Beaurepaire  tenants 

!>een  scn^wed  up  thirty  pegs. 
Ho  saw  at  once  the  conserjuences  to  the  estate.     His  ven- 
na&  would  esi:!a|je  him  m  well  as  his  prize* 
He  took  a  cpiiek  resolution  and  acted  upon  it. 
He  nxle  li>  Comnmndanl  RaynaL 

Thai  officer,  it  maj  be  rememberer^  had  months  ago  giren 

HI  a  eom mission  to  buy  an  t'stute^     He  had  hevn  looking 

It  far  one  for  him  evcff  since,  but  unluckily  he  had  not  heen 

ble  to  iirid  a  bad  enotigli  one  to  puit.    An  agent  liK>ks  not  to 

;  emplfiyer*f  interi?J3t,  hut  hi$  own.     The  small  nominal  per 

tfitage  h«  reeeiTes  k  a  mere  blind.     He  would  not  give  you 

lie  detriment  of  his  judgment  for  a  paltry  fiye  per  cent,. 

^rom  a  pianoforte  to  a  Imase,  and  down  again  to  that  most 

deftpii^ed  property,  an  author*^  creation,  agency  h  an  organ- 

aed  ttw^indle. 

Perrin  had  hta  eye  on  Beanrepaire  when  Raynal  ilt^t  gave 

thr  eommisf^ion  :  but  h*^  never  fur  a  momeiit  imeudi-d  lo 

It  hw  employer  such  a  Urgain  a*  that.     He  waft  waiting  till 
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some  one  should  ha^e  an  estate  to  sell  worth  one  huudp 
and  eighty  thousand  franca.  He  would  have  gone  to  ibis 
man  and  said,  "  Now  if  I  get  you  your  money,  five  per  c^\L 
comes  to  me  of  course."  This  being  assented  to,  he  would 
have  kept  qniet  a  while:  then  he  would  have  eome  back, 
and  saidt  *'  I  ciin  get  you  a  customer,  but  you  mast  ask  iwo 
.  hundred  and  fifty  ihotisand  francs — ^the  odd  seventy  Ihouaaud 
over  your  price  is  for  me.'' 

Thia  is  the  prmeiple  of  agency  as  practised  in  France,  in 
England,  and  above  all  in  Poland,  where  an  apple  can*t 
chaoge  hands  without  an  Israelite  to  come  between  the  two 
silly  natives,  and  pasa  it  serosa  after  peeling  it  thick-  But 
neither  in  France,  England^  nor  Poland^  was  the  principle 
in  all  its  branches  better  understood  thiui  by  this  worUiy 
notary. 

And  to  those  principles  he  was  now  for  the  first  time  about 
to  be  a  traitor.  Behold  him  jogging  along  on  the  dun  pony, 
to  give  his  principal  the  best  bargain  in  the  country  side. 

A  sharp  pang  of  remorse  shot  through  him  at  the  thought: 
but  he  never  wavered.  Fortunately  for  himself  he  was  not 
all  one  vice.  He  was  vindictive,  as  well  as  grinding ;  was 
capable  of  sacrificing  not  his  interest  perhaps,  but  a  per  cent- 
age  on  it,  to  revenge.  When  we  are  bent  on  doing  a  thing 
we  find  reasons  of  all  sorts.  He  said  to  himself — "  I  shall 
be  his  steward,  his  agent;  he  is  a  soldier — ^never  there — 
perhaps  get  knocked  on  the  head — die  intestate — aha  ?  "  In 
short  a  vista  of  possible  consequences. 

Raynal  cut  short  the  notary's  glowing  description  of  the 
unrivalled  bargain  he  had  with  unexampled  zeal  and  fidelity 
secured  him. 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  We  must  go  together  to  the  mayor,  at  Santenoy  ?  " 

«  Good." 

"  How  many  days  shall  you  require  to  get  your  money 
from  your  bankers  f  " 

"  My  bankers  ?  it  is  all  in  my  knapsack." 
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^*«AJit  tfien  we  can  settle  ihis  initDediai^Iv*" 
'  No  I  we  ca«*i  J  (jublie  business  first,  private  afterwarda,** 
t  consulted  a  cortL     **  Tomorrow  after  one  o'clock  I'm  free 
Lbc  »t  Snnteiioy  wt  tliree — will  Ibat  do  ? " 
•^  Ye§  in  on  sic  I  If.'' 

'  Get  evta-ytldng  reatlj — I  will  ride  down  bj  tliree*     How 
lief  I  money  ?  " 

^  Alxjtii  two  hundred  and  fifty  tUousand  franca/' 
**I  did  not  nsk  you  about  bow  mueh  !  "  said  the  prectftiaii, 
»  I  siiid  bow  much  ?  never  mind,  I'll  bring  enough.  Good 
day," 

Next  day  at  a  quarter  before  three  Ferrb  was  parading 
fome  atiJtiety  before  the  Ma  trie.  Just  at  the  stroke  of 
|iree  up  cluttered  tlie  eoiuinandmit  in  fnll  unitbrtn  ;  off  bis 
Bir»e  in  a  moment,  and  got  a  boy  to  hold  it.  He  gave  Per- 
iwo  hundred  and  fifty  thouHand  fnuic*»  and  sent  him  to 
fce  Miiirie  to  buy  Bemirvpnjre  whilr  be  went  to  inspect  a 
[tall  barrack  (bat  wa^  building  in  Ib*.^  town  of  Saiitenoy, 
r«nin  went  in  and  !ind  audience  of  tfre  may  on  and  an- 
j^uDci^d  a  purchaser  of  Beaurcpaire  :  the  roayoi"'s  counts 
nee  IclL  He  loitered  about  j  was  a  long  tune  finding  this 
iiftent  and  that  i  at  las^t  be  &aidj  *•  have  you  got  the 
Qneyr* 

Ces!**  faid  the  notjiry,  "Iwo  hundred  and  Mly  thousand 

Here  they  are/' 
fje  mayor  |>otiered  al:H>nt  again ;  found  a  paper :  put  on 
!spet'tiide.s*     ThiU  is  not  llie  price/'  siiid  he,  **  tbo  estate 
[  worth  two  brjndr^.'d  and  ninety  five  thonsand  InuvcM? " 
*^  How  am  that  be  monsieur  ?  two  hundred  and  fifty  tlioua- 
Bd  ii^  the  lignite  on  your  plueard/' 
**  So  it  is/*  «dd   the   tnayor  apologetically,     "  I   ought  to 
ivc  altered  it*     The  onlt^r  fixim  llie  dirrelory  mentions  no 
It  ia  conceivi*d  in  general  tenna :  the  estate  is  to  be 
6r  a  certain  ttuin*  over  and  alx)vc  the  capital  of  the 
[nt  twenty  seven  years'  purchase.     Since  I  put  up  that 
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placard  the  rents  have  been  mised :  ha  evidence  of  which 
lease  a  have  been  sent  over  to  me*  Here  thej  are, 
you  profKJse  to  purehfise  you  are  at  Jiberty  to  inspect  lh«fn« 
Fqf  two  bu mired  and  ninelj  five  thousand  one  hundred  And 
forty  franco,  the  cluiteau  and  estate  are  yotirs, 

**  This  is  Picard,"  said  Perrin  spitefully. 

Tbe  mayor  affected  not  to  hear  him.  Perrin  went  out  to 
tell  this  rebuff  to  Rayoal.  He  found  him  iaspccting  the  bar* 
mek,  lie  explained  the  matter,  and  excused  himBelf,  Huow- 
hig  ibe  btatne  on  the  Mayor,  who  not  heiiig  a  mail  of  busi- 
ness  allowed  a  placard  with  fake  figurea  to  stand  upon  hk 
walL 

"  Well  but,"  said  Baynal,  **  since  it  turns  out  to  be  worth 
two  hundred  and  ninety  ^ve  thouaand  one  hundred  and  tbrty 
franco,  instead  of  two  hundred  and  fiAy  thousand  francs,  all 
the  better  for  me  :  it  is  only  paying  the  odd  money.** 

"  But  where  are  we  to  get  it  ?  1  would  lend  it  you  tomor- 
row, but  tomorrow  may  be  too  late.** 

"  Oh !  I  have  got  another  fifty  thousand  fi'ancs  in  my  pock- 
et,** said  the  other  coolly.  "  I  brought  all  I  have  got ;  you 
did  not  seem  very  clear  how  much  we  should  want.'* 

"  Come  to  the  mayor  monsieur  at  once !  **  cried  the  exult- 
ing notary :  "  make  haste  or  he  w^ill  pretend  it  is  after  office 
hours." 

When  the  commandant  entered  epaulet  on  shoulder,  sword 
clanking,  and  laid  down  the  wliole  purchase  money  demand- 
ed, the  mayor  made  no  further  resistance. 

He  was  personally  acquainted  with  Raynal :  admired  him, 
stood  in  awe  of  him,  and  of  the  sw  ord  whose  power  he  repre- 
sented. As  for  Raynal,  he  bought  the  property  he  had 
never  seen  much  as  you  buy  a  hot  roll  across  a  counter. 

From  this  moment  the  ancient  lands,  timber,  chateau,  fish- 
ponds, manorial  and  baronial  rights  in  abeyance,  and  the  oak 
tree  that  was  older  than  the  family  itself,  belonged  to  a 
soldier  who  had  risen  from  the  ranks,  and  to  the  heirs  of  his 
plebeian  body. 
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['P  to  nighi^  eh  ?  ** 
&[:  t :  and  ihea  smiled  :  here  wns  a  man  who 

atrwD  eren  hb  i^engeance* 

I  «!xpiuitied  to  liiin  that  he  cc*n)A  not  il<^ep  at  his  own 
till  lie  hAil  turned  hit*  lodg^^i-s  out.     The  kw  requires 
ftt  we  serve  a  iioiico  on  them. 
^  Let  ui?  go  and  serve  it  then." 
"But  tt  IS  not  even  cimvirn  op," 
"  Dmw  it  up." 

**  And  then  it  hm  to  be  engro^eiL" 
••  Engroftft  it.     Ill  wait  here." 

^  But  it  must  be  served  before  noon  of  the  day  it  is  sensed 
»** 

*^  HBC-T'T-^-r-e  1 1  dog  of  a  law  !  that  can't  do  a  t?iingle  thiiig 

^iihuut  liiilf  a  doxen  tirclirainariei**     The  "bajoiiet  ibr  ever. 

TcU,  let  me  see*     One  of  my  officers  lives  near  at  band. 

is  absetxt  on  leiive*     Do  you  know  him  ?     His  name  ia 

liTiere," 

•*  I  know  Inm  by  sight" 

**Ill  lake  posijession  of  hk  quarters  for  the  night:  Mi 
adhwly  knows  me/* 
'  Yifs !  ye?  !    cried  the  notat*y ,"  hifi  eyes  ghtteriog  with 
atifi«*d  miilice.     **  Why  he  live^  dose  to  the  chateau/* 
**  Good !  then  we  can  sidly  out  on  it  in  the  morning.** 
**  Yes  !  coramaiidiini — -yes  I     You  have  bright  ideas,  that 
i  the  plaee  to  sully  from,^  and  he  chuckled  fiendishly.    "  At 
:'QW  I  call  on  you  :  and  we  take  possession  of  your 


-  80  be  it  I  at  ten.     Good  day.     I  must  go  h&ck  to  the 
irrndts  and  spur  the  workraen.'* 
Aa  the  commandant  went  to  the  barracks  be  thought  to 

jm:4i»|f — ^*  *  My  property/  tho^e  words  have  a  fine  sound, 
liey  ought  too  r  *:oH  one  hundred  and  Miy  thousand  franco 
^  piece.  By  Sl  Deni^  I  am  u  fortunate  man  I  there  are  not 
ay  soldiers  of  my  age  that  can  say  *  my  property,*  esped- 
'  ioLdi^ni  that  have  carried  a  knapsack.     How  proud  my 


I 


late- 

l  to 


„er  would  he  I  Ab  !  that  spoils  it  all.  She  wiB 
me  on  the  hearth.  It  would  be  her  new  house : 
house*  It  wiil  only  be  mine,  AUonx!  I. 
I  cur  to  whine.  Wc  eaii*t  have  everytlimg, 
irst  lo  whom  pros  pent  y  has  come  a  year  or  so 
shall  not  be  the  lajsL     Her  dream  of  panidi^ 


i  house  in  the 
tked  un  ihe  pavemeut  as 
.men,  before  riding  up  ti 


Duty  ! "  and  the  sword 
alked  sharply  to  sp!ir  the 
iiarters  for  the  night. 


WaiTl   tiIBB« 


ut^ 


CHAPTER  XVHL 
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M  Edouard's  departiire,  Josepliiae  de  Beaufepaire 
id^  and  wdgbed  down  witii  presentrments, 
"  My  friend,"  said  slie  to  St,  Aubin,  "  I  feel  a^  I  think 
•oldier^  muet  feel  who  know  the  eoemy  b  UDdermiutng  them ; 
mo  danger  oa  the  surface:  notMng  that  can  be  seen,  met, 
baffled,  attacked,  or  evaded.     In  dailj  peril,  M  the  more 
rrilile  that  it  imitates  perfect  serenitj,  thej  await  the  fatal 
ich.'* 
You  exaggerate/*  repEed  St,  Aubln,  sootliinglj.     **  We 
hare  a  fraeitd  still  more  zealoua  and  active  thau  our  enemy  ; 
believe  me  your  depression  m  really  caused  by  hit  abseace : 
re  all  miss  the  contact  of  that  young  heroic  spiiit — ^we  are 
body,  and  he  ita  soul/' 

Josepliine   was   silent,   for   she  said   to    herself — ^*  Why 
uM  1  dash  these  spirits  ?    they  are  so  happy  and  con- 
lent," 

So  ufter  tJmt  she  remained  alone  in  her  mosingg.    Edouard 

liad  animated  Laurc  and   St.   Aubin   with  a  courage   that 

ithjtood  the  fears  caused  by  the  notary's  last  blow. 

Am  tor  the  Baroness,  she  wa^  like  a  fading  plant  revived 

ghowers  and  sun*     The  system  they  pursued  with  her, 

hich  Edouard  dubbed  reticence,  made   her  a  happy  old 

woinati,     Bhe  was  albw^ed  to  &ee  her  own  champion's  la£i 

(ve,  and  then  the  curtain  wa^  dropped^     This  then  was  to 

tlie  who!©  face  of  affairs:    her  rents  raised,  the  only 

hmUh  crdiilor  she  kntsw  of  paid  off;  a  tUousaiid  franca  in  the 

hooaOt  and  an  ardent  youth  with  the  lace  of  an  angtd  aildml 

hgr  fataily  and  her  heart.     Slmll  I  own  that  even  Juicy 
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tt  i         u^abian  coffee  c50-openiLed  whh  Dobler  incident/ to 
^  gustain  her  ? — bo  I     This   refined   lad j  was  aU 

d^-        /ourself  Mrs*  Reader  I 

It  was  a  balmy  moming  though  late  in  th€  year:  Jo- 

^hine  and  Laure  had  breakfasted,  and  were  walking  slowlj 

the  south  terrace,  bj  or^         je  of  physician*     Keceiit 

nts  had  brought  St*  Auhir  s  down  out  of  the  ebuds. 

attention  being  fairly  ai  d  to  all  sublunary  afiairs 

I  his  beatj  he  now  Buperini^         .  tlie  health  of  the  entire 

ramily  with  extraordinary  sev 

Not  being  an    apothecary  drugs   to  seU,  right  or 

wrong,  or  a  physician  in  leagi  th  a  retailer  of  drugs,  be 

prescribed  to  each  of  these  three  ladies  every  dry  day,  and 
to  the  younger  ones  every  day,  a  draught  of  morn i up:  air. 
He  was  now  waiting  in  the  ball  to  give  the  baroness  bis  arm 
as  soon  as  she  should  come  down. 

"  What  a  delicious  morning  Josephine  !  the  dear  doctor  is 
right,  the  morning  is  really  a  good  time  to  walk,  the  air 
seems  perfumed. 

"  Yes  Laura,  let  us  enjoy  our  home  as  much  as  we  can, 
since  any  day  we  may  lose  it." 

"  Now  are  you  going  to  begin  ? — such  idle  fears.  The 
estate  is  for  sale,  but  money  is  scarce.  Who  can  find  such  a 
quantity  of  it  all  in  a  moment  ?  Clearly  it  must  be  some 
one  who  loves  us." 

"  Or  some  one  who  hates  us." 

"  Oh  !  love  is  stronger  than  hate." 

"In  you." 

"  In  everybody.     Here  is  mamma ! — here's  mamma !  " 

Then — how  you  young  people  of  an  unceremonious  age 
would  have  laughed — the  Demoiselles  de  Beaurepaire,  inas- 
much as  this  was  their  mother's  first  appearance,  lowered 
their  fair  heads  at  the  same  time  like  young  poplars  bowing 
to  the  wind,  and  so  waited  reverently  till  she  had  slightly 
lifled  her  hands,  and  said— ^ 


wnirn  li£s. 


sai 


*Gisd  hhm  you  my  djildreu  I  " 

It  wm  done  in  a  mamt  nt  on  Ijoth  eidfts,  bat  was  fWl  of 
grace  aofl  pit*tj  and  tlje  clmnn  ol  ancient  manners. 

*'  How  h  om-  d^'ar  mother'a  health  tlais  uiamlag  ? "   m- 
i|iiiretj  Jo^f  pUine. 

^  Tow  mu^t  ask  monaieur  ;  lie  hns  become  tyrannitml*  and 
rhvtU  me  to  Um  e  an  opinion  on  audi  {loints.** 
**  Tlie  baroness  h  well  me^demoiseUes,  btit  sbo  will  be  Lei- 
II   she  bos  taken   mj  pi'e<cnption^oue  turn  before 
I  find  two  draugbts  of  yon  know  wbnl/' 
"  iVHmpH»  since  you  know  everyihing  dix'tor,  yon  will  tell 
ne  how  mainma  slept?"  inqtiired  Laurc  a  little  pertly* 
**  Sbe  slept  well»  if  she  ICKjk  wLut  1  gave  hevJ* 
•*  Bot  did  she  take  what  you  gaire  her? — ha  I  bal    Yoa 
^doa^t  knov?/' 

Wk  <■  To  aficetlain  that  I  must  feel  her  pulse." 
^H    ^  I  sb*pt  Lanre^  and  I  am  sorry  I  did**^ 
^f    **  lii|,'rafe  I  "  sfiid  the  doeU»r. 

"  For  I  Urcjuned.  doctor,  and  it  wa^  an  Ugly  dream*  1  waa J 
rith  you  ail  in  the  garden  ;  on  tbit  very  spot,  or  near  it*  Butl 
wm  not  at  thia  time  of  year,  for  I  wa&  admiring  my  flowers 
my  old  friendjs  the  trees,  and  the  birds  were  sin^ng  with 
ibeir  mighu     Suddenly  a  loud  clock  struck.     I  do  not 
what  hour,  but  it  strutJt  a  great  many  times.     In  a 
tent  llower^^  trees,  eky^  and  ibo  light  of  day  were  gone. 
I  looked — I  could  see  no  more  my  beloved  dwelling  nor  mjj 
en*ri  eye».     Sbfill  I  tell  ytm  what  it  means  ?  "  said  the 
idy  gravely-     *'  It  means  tiiat  I  wa**  dead.     An  ugly 
earn  my  children — an  ugly  dream.     Again^  had  it  come  a 
lioTith  agv — but  now  all  b  «o  bright  and  hopeful^  I  wbh  to 
ay  with  my  darlings  a  little  longer/* 

**Jt  Wtt5  only  a  dreatn,  dear  mother,**  cried  Josephine  gaily- 
t*  See — ^bere  is  yonr  terrace  and  your  chateau.*' 
**Aiid  here  are  your  danghters,"  gsiiid  Laare ;  and  tljcy  botli  J 
»  dme  to  her  to  put  their  ej^isteucc  out  of  doubt- 
bert!  is  your  iitilbful  though  usele^  old  friend." 
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It  madam  1 ''  and  Jacinthn  curtaeyed  to  aadi  hdj 

}ias  turned  the  conToisatioii  a^eeably,     I  was 
gi  you  alL" 

-I  ficiu.       escribe  breakfast  madam  and  oblivioe  of  idle 
ama  will  walk  half  an  hour  more  young  Jrttlica*" 

be  nisiGTs  looiL  eeyeral  tu  silence.     Laure  wm  tlt€ 

Buperstitioiis  ytm  an  ister  " 

1  ^  1  have  said  nothing/* 
No  i  but  you  look  volui  1  believe  in   our   joufig 

imau  more  than  in  our  d^  her'a  di'eams/* 

^  He  will  do  all  he  can.  yea  I — ^I  think  with  you- 

His  enei^y,  his  spiriu  will  deiea.  ^jr  enemy.*' 

"  Of  course  tliey  will  Josepliine.  I  am  f^lad  you  bejrin  to 
look  at  things  as  they  are.  See  how  our  mother's  health  and 
spirits  are  improving  ;  no  wonder,  since  everything  now  is 
bright — and  here  comes  Jacintha  in  a  wonderful  hurry — 
manmia  wants  us.  No ;  how  white  she  is— oh  Josephine 
there  is  something  the  matter !    Manuna  is  HI — her  di-eam ! " 

"  Hush  i  hush  !  hush  ! "  cried  Jacintha  who  came  towards 
them  !  wringing  her  hands.  "  Oh,  mesdemoiselles— oh,  mes- 
demoiselles — the  chateau  !— oh  don't  let  my  poor  mistress 
know — it  will  kill  her.  Oh  what  shall  I  do?  what  shall 
I  do?" 

"  Be  calm  Laure — ^be  calm  Jacintha,"  said  Josephine 
trembling  all  over  except  her  voice.  **  Now  one  word— oh  ! 
my  presentiments  ! — Beaurepaire  !  " 

Jacintha  clasped  her  hands  and  burst  out  sobbing. 

"  It  is  sold,"  said  Josephine.  "  Heaven  give  me  wisdom, 
what  shall  I  do  ?  quick  girl,  who  to  ?  to  that  man — to 
Perrin  ?  " 

"  To  a  stranger,  to  an  officer,  a  grand  officer.  Dard  told 
me  the  very  name,  cursed  be  it." 

"A  Bonapartist !  Then  we  are  ruined.  I  have  killed  my 
own  mother." 
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**Ko!  GO  I  my  sUter — &he  will  faint" 
**XoI  Laiire.    ThiB  is  no  tim*j  ibr  weiikiiesd.     Come  to 
Ei<?  Plea^ance,     There  is  water  there*     I  lore  my  mother  I 
lovo  my  mother  I " 

Slie  weiii  ^vith  tottering  steps  towards  the  pool  m  the 

i  PleaNaocet  but  turning  the  corner  she,  started  bade  with  a 

Dttvul^ive  cry  and  her  momenmry  feebleneae  left  her  direcUy ; 

Cfouched  aguinst  the  wall  and  gripped  ihe  aneient  comer 

rtone  with  her  lender  hand  till  it  powdered,  atid  ghe  spied 

I  dilating  eye  into  the  Ple.asaiiC!ei  Laure  and  Jiit^iiUhit  [lant- 

Hug  bt-hind  her*     Two  men  stood  with  their  backs  turned  to 

\ih*ir  looking  at  the  oak  tree :  one  an  officer  in  full  unitbrm,  the 

pother  the  human  snake  Perrin.     Though  the  soldier  s  back 

I  turned^  hL^  ofl*- handed  peremptory  maimer  told  her  he 

I  iiisf»i*etiiig  Ihe  place  sl&  it^  master, 

*The  baroness  \  tlie  baron eas  I  '*  cried  JacintLa  with  hor- 

They  looked  votmd,  imd  the  baroness  was  at  their  very 

"  What  is  it  ?  *'  cried  she  gaily. 
,**  j^Joihing  mamma  1 " 
^  Let  me  see  this  nothing  ?  *' 
'They  glanced  at  one  another  and,  idJe  m  the  attempt  was^ 
tie  hat^it  of  frpfiring  her  prevailed,  and  they  tjuug  cheniseWes 
reen  her  and  the  blow^, 
'Joseph me  is  not  well  my  mother*     She  wants  to  go  in*** 

I  grrlii  faced  the  baroness. 
**  Te^»  if  my  mother  will  go  with  inc/*  said  Josephine, 
**  Jadnlh%''  aaid  the  baroness,  ^4etch  Blonssieur  Su  Auhtn. 
Tlldre  1  have  sent  lier  away>    So  now  tell  me  why  do  yoii 
l^rivc  me  hack  in  this  way  ?  '* 
*^  Did  t  ?  I  was  not  aware*** 

'Childreti,  something  baa   happened,'*  and  sh©   looked 
fpoin  one  to  the  other, 
l^tDamma,  do  mt  go  that  way :  ihem  are  itrangers  in 

•*  Let  roe  0de — ^I  tell  you  1  will  see*    So  there  are.     In- 
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eolenta  1  Call  Jacintha,  that  I  may  order  these  people  out  of 
my  premises/^ 

"Mother,  for  HeaYen's  sake,*'  cried  Josephine,  "be 
calm." 

**  Be  calm  when  impertbent  intraders  oome  into  my 
garden  f  " 

"  Mother — they  are  not  intruders " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  They  have  a  rJght  to  be  in  our  Fleasanee  " 

**  Jo&ephine  !  Laure  !  oh  I  my  heart !  " 

"  Yes  mother  I  that  officer  has  bought  the  chateau." 

**  It  is  im  [possible !  ffc  wa^  to  buy  it  for  us — there  is  some 
iniBtake — what  man  would  kill  a  poor  old  woman  like  me  J 
I  iwill  speak  to  thia  monsieur ;  he  wears  a  sword.  Soldiers 
do  not  trample  on  women*    Ah  !  that  man/' 

The  notary  attracted  by  her  voice,  came  towards  her,  a 
paper  in  his  hand. 

Raynal  coolly  inspected  the  tree,  and  tapped  it  with  his 
scabbard,  and  left  Perrin  to  do  the  dirty  work. 

The  notary  took  off  his  hat,  and,  with  a  malignant  affecta- 
tion of  respect,  presented  the  baroness  with  a  paper. 

The  poor  old  thing  took  it  with  a  curtsey,  the  effect  of 
habit,  and  read  it  to  her  daughters  as  well  as  her  emotion 
permitted  and  the  language  which  was  as  new  to  her  as  the 
dialect  of  Cat  Island  to  Columbus. 

'^  Jean  Raynal,  domiciUd  by  rights  and  lodging  in  fact 
at  the  Chateau  of  Beaurepaire,  acting  by  the  pursuit  and  rfr/t- 
gence  of  Master  Perrin,  notary;  I  Guillaume  Le  Chras^ 
bailiff,  give  notice  to  Josephine  Aglae  St.  Croix  de  Beaure- 
paire,  cominonly  called  the  Baroness  de  Beaurepaire,  having 
no  known  place  of  abode " 

«  Oh ! " 
"  but  lodging  wrongfully  at  the  said  Chateau  of  Beaurepaire 
that  she  is  warned  to  decamp  within  twenty  four  hours ^ 

"  To  decamp !     Ah  !  Dieu  ! " 
^^ failing  which,  that  she  will  be  thereto  enforced  in  the  manner 
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ease  made  and  ftor^ii^  with  the  aid  of  aU  tht 
ud  agenin  of  the  puldtv  force.^* 
**  Ab  !  no  me&sieurs,  pray  do  Dot  use  force.  I  am  friglit- 
tied  enough  alreadji  Mon  iHeu!  I  did  not  know  I  waa 
Ding  anything  wrong,  I  liave  been  here  thirty  years.  But 
Qce  Beaurepaire  is  sold,  I  comprehend  perfectly  that  I 
fcust  go»  It  k  just.  Ai  you  say,  I  am  not  in  mj  own 
onse*  I  wiM  go,  messieur^s,  Whither  shall  I  go  my 
hilclren  ?  The  house  where  you  were  born  to  me  is  our*  no 
bnger.  Excuse  me^  gentlemen — ^this  is  nothing  to  you, 
Ah !  !?tr,  you  haTe  revenged  yourself  on  two  weak  women — 
ay  God  forgive  jou  !  In  twenty  four  hours !  yes !  in 
rcaty  four  boars  the  BaroneBS  de  Beaarepaire  will  trouble 
I  one  more  in  tbis  world*'* 

Tlje  notary  turned  on  hia  heel*     The  poor  baroness,  all 
bo^  pride  the  iron  law,  with  its  iron  gripe,  had  crushed 
titii  dismay  and  terror,  appealed  to  him* 

**  Oh  sir  I  send  me  from  ibe  house,  but  not  from  the  soil 
where  my  Henri  m  laid  I  is  there  not  in  all  this  donniin  a 
ner  where  she  who  was  its  mistress  may  lie  down  and 
*  I     Where  b  the  new  baron  that  I  may  ask  the  favour  of 

on  my  koees  ?  '* 
She   turned  towards   Kaynal,  and   seemed   to  be  going 
bim  with  outstretched  arms.     But  Laure  checked . 
rith  fervour^ — 

**0h  mamma  do  not  lower  youreelfl    Ask  nothing  of 
llieM   wreKibes!      l^et  us   lose   all,    but   Bot  forget   our- 

Tiie  baroness  bad  not  her  daughter's  spirit*    Her  rery  ^ 

ftwon  tottered   under  this  blow.    Josephine  supported  her, 

ud   the  next  moment   St.  Aubin   came  out   and   hastened 

her  ^ide.     Her  bead  fell  back ;  what  little  stnmgth  she 

failed   her.      She  was   hall^  lifted   half  kd   into   the 


Com  man  da  nt  Rnynal  wat?  amazed  at  all  thia. 
«  What  tb«  deuce  Is  the  matter?"  «^d  he. 
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«  ;d  the  notarf .    "  We  are  used  to  tbese  litde 

im  not,"  replied  the  soldier,  **You  aeTer  told 
luvvwaa  to  be  all  this  fuBs/' 

•*Wh>t  doe^  it  matter  to  you  monsieur — ^the  house  is 
,^ur&.  Tomorrow  at  this  time  I  will  meet  you  here^  and  we 
ill  take  actual  possession.  ^ 

"  Good  day."  ^ 

The  soldier  strode  np  m  (ni   tiie  PJeasance.      H* 

twisted  hia  mou^t^Lches,  mutt  Iftd  ^^pmiid^^  and  waa  til 

at  ease*  ^^ 

Aeeustomed  to  mareh  gs  t%  town  and  see  the  regi- 

ment  that  wai*  there  before  ma  ig  gaily  out,  or  vice  vend, 
and  to  strike  tents  twice  a  quaiier  at  lea^t,  he  wa^  little 
prepared  for  such  a  scene  m  this*  True,  he  did  not  hear 
the  baronesses  words,  but  more  than  one  tone  of  sharp  distress 
reached  him  where  he  stood,  and  the  action  of  the  whole 
scene  was  so  expressive  there  was  little  need  of  words. 
He  saw  the  notice  given — the  dismay  it  caused,  and  the 
old  lady  turn  imploringly  towards  him  with  a  speaking 
gesture,  and  above  all  he  saw  her  carried  away,  half  fainting, 
her  hands  clasped,  her  reverend  face  pale.  He  was  not  a 
man  of  quick  sensibilities.  He  did  not  thoroughly  take  the 
scene  in :  it  grew  upon  him  afterwards. 

"  Confound  it,"  thought  he,  "  I  am  the  proprietor.  They 
all  say  so.  Instead  of  which  I  feel  like  a  thief — like  a 
butcher.  Fancy  anyone  getting  so  fond  of  a  place  as  all 
this." 

Presently  it  occurred  to  him  that  the  shortness  of  the 
notice  must  have  a  great  deal  to  do  with  their  dis- 
tress. 

"  What  an  ass  that  Perrin  is  not  to  tell  me  the  house  was 
full  of  women.  But  these  notaries  comprehend  nothing  save 
law  :  women  can't  '  Left  should-der — forward— quick- 
march  ! — like  us :  they  have  such  piles  of  baggage,  they 
never  can  strike  tents  when  the  order  comes.     Perhaps  if 
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fw^re  to  give  them  twenty  four  days  uidtead  of  lioura  ?^ 

WHh  thi*  the  eommaiidfltit  fell  iutci  a  bixiwn  slutly,  a  rare 
bmg  for  him,  who  had  ^  little  time  and  so  much  viork, 
pfow  each  of  u^  hm  Im  atLkudc  of  brown  study,  Otie 
tttH  alxrtit  the  room  like  hyeim  fri  his  dt^n :  niiother  stands 
[il*?ly  wilJt  folded  arms  (tbis  one  seldom  thinks  to  the  pur- 
e) :  another  sits  cross  leg<!;ed,  brow^  lowered  ;  another 
tost  |int  hh  head  into  his  hftmJ,  mid  so  keep  it  up  to  think- 
bg  murk  :  anoiber  mu&t  twiddle  a  bit  of  titring^  or  a  key — 
at  him  this,  he  can  liutt^h  an  epic-  This  commandant 
i  draw  bittjiclf  up  very  straight,  and  walk  six  paces  and 
rery  slowly  till  the  problem  wm  solved :  there — ^I  will 
►  frank — lie  had  done  a  good  deal  of  sentinel  woik  ;  and 
Bch  ib  I  lie  force  of  early  habits*  thai  when  he  wa^i  not  busy, 
[ily  thinking,  hk  body  gtill  slipped   back   to  Its  original 

Whilst  he  was  guarding  the  old  oak  tree,  for  all  the  world 

if  it  Jmd  been  the  gtite  of  the  Tutleriea  or  the  barracks, 
isephine  de  Beau  repair  e  came  suddenly  out  from  tlie  house 
nd  ertxHsed  the  Plea^iance ;  her  hair  was  in  disorder,  her 
tr  wild  I  she  passed  swiftly  mto  the  [mrk. 
Ow  Kaynal  wa?  puzzling  himself  how  to  let  ihe  family 
now  tbi:y  need  not  i»ack  up  their  caps  and  laces  in  twenty 
bur  hour,^.  The  notary  was  gone,  and  he  did  not  like  to 
Btifr  the  house* 

^  It  ig  theirfi  for  four  and  twenty  hours/*  said  he,  **  and  I 
bould  be  like  the  black  do^  in  their  eyes  if  I  went  in,"  So 
hen  he  cjinght  sight  of  Josephine  he  said,  ^*  Ah*  this  will 

here  is  one  of  them.  111  tell  her  !  '* 

He  followed  her  aeeordingly  into  the  park:  but  it  was 

c»t  so  eiLsy  to  ralch  her^ — &he  flew.     ^*  Want  my  cavalry  to 

Dtne    up  wiih  lhi»^  one/*  muttered    RriynaL      He  took  his 

bhnrd  in  hi$  left  hand  and  ran  after  her :  she  wa«t  how- 

•'■■  ytivih  in   adviince  of  him  when  she  entered 

caig  which   is   not  new  to  us,  though    it  was 
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80  tc  J-    He  came  up  and  had  hla  foat  on  tli6  very 

0ten   _  in  wheu   he  was   arrt^ated   by  that   he   heard 

r 

ne  was  praying  aloud  :  praying  to  the  Virgin  with 

lis  fwivi  sobii  and  ali  her  soul  i  wrestling  so  in  prayer  with 

lead  saint  as  by  a  strange  peryerslty  men  caimot  or  will 

t  wrestle  with  Him,  who  a  m  hear  a  million  pray  era 

it  onee  from  a  million  d  laoes^  can  realise  and  be 

ouched  with  a  Bense  oi  'a  infirmities  in  a  way  no 

single  aauit  with  hi  a  partial  ence  of  tbem  ean  rcali:£e 

and  be  touched  by  them — '  asked  bu upended  the  Inwt 

of  nature  that  had  taken  ^er^s  only  son,  and  *be  a 

widow — who  wept  at  huma^  7  while  the  eyes  of  all  die 

great  gainti  tlmt  stood  around  it  and  Him  were  dry- 

Th4?  jfoldi(?r  stood,  his  right  foot  on  the  steil  and  ha3 
sword  in  his  left  hand,  transfixed :  listening  gravely  to  the 
agony  of  prayer  the  innocent  young  creature  poured  forth 
within. 

"  Oh  Mother  of  God !  hear  me  :  it  is  for  my  mother's  life* 
She  will  die — she  will  die  !  You  know  she  cannot  live  if 
she  is  taken  away  from  her  house  and  from  this  holy  place 
where  she  prays  to  you  this  many  years.  Oh  Queen  of 
Heaven !  put  out  your  hand  to  us  unfortunates !  Virgin, 
hear  a  virgin  ! — ^mother,  listen  to  a  child  who  prays  for  her 
mother's  life !  The  doctor  says  she  will  not  live  away  from 
here.  She  is  too  old  to  wander  over  the  world.  Let  them 
drive  us  forth :  we  are  young,  but  not  her,  mother,  oh  not 
her  !  Forgive  the  cruel  men  that  do  this  thing ! — they  are 
like  those  who  crucified  your  son — they  know  not  what  they 
are  doing.  But  you.  Queen  of  Heaven,  you  know  all ;  and, 
sweet  mother,  if  you  have  kind  sentiments  towards  me  the 
poor  Josephine,  oh !  show  them  now :  for  you  know  it  was  I 
who  insulted  that  wicked  notary,  and  it  is  out  of  hatred  to 
me  he  has  sold  our  beloved  house  to  a  hard  stranger.  Look 
down  on  me,  a  child  who  loves  her  mother,  yet  will  destroy 
her  unless  you  pity  me  and  help  me.     Oh  I  my  God,  what 
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knU  I  say  ?— wliiit  shall  I  do?  mercjl  mercy  I  for  tn^T  pooff^ 

ttother,  for  me  I  ** 
Here  her  pmy^^r  wa^  braken  by  sobs* 
Tlie  soldier  withdrew  bis  foot  quietly-     Thought  he^  **  ft 
hardlj  the  part  of  a  man  to  U8ti*n  to  this  |jo*>r  girl ;  be^idea 
have   heard  cfjough :  her  words  knock  aguiuat  niy  bre^iist 

i>ne  t  let  mo  rt^flect*"     And  he  marched  slowly  to  ajid  fto 

efore  the  chapel,  upright  m  a  dart  «&d  stifl"  m  a  rarargd, 
Jo^pbine*s  voice  wm  he:ird  again  in  prayer* 
llayiial  looked  at  lu^  watcli*     *'  She  does  not  finish^"  eai^l 
be  quabtly. 
Josephine  little  thought  who  was  her  sentinel  before  the  . 

Kchapeb     She  came  to  the  door  at  lajt^  and  thero  he  was  J 
marching  biirkntHilfl  and  forward:*  upright  and  stiiF*     She 
^i^ii  a  taint  scrtnim  and  drew  back  with  a  sbiidder* 
Not  being  ver^  quick  at  mterpreling  emotion*  Rayoal 
notirjed  her  alarm  hiii  not  her  repugnance :  he  saluted  her 
with  miUiarv  priH^i.^ion  hy  toui^hiug  bi*  cap  aa  only  a  soldier 
Ji* 
'  A  word  witli  you  mailemoiseUe  J " 
With  me  mons^ieur  ?  what  can  jou  have  to  say  to  me?  '^ 
nd  j4h<?  began  to  tremble. 

*  Dun\  be  frightened  I "  said  Baynal,  in  a  tone  not  veiy^ 
ta^suring*     **  I  phipo^e  an  armbtice^ — a  confei'encei** 
**I  am  at  your  di.<po?Hl  monsieur/*  ^aid  Jo^epbine,  a<i9um- 
r  a   ealmiie-ii  that  wa«   belied  by  the  long  swell  of  hci 
living  bosouu 
Ton  mmt  not  be  afi-md  of  mo,  my  yoting  hidy — there  is ' 
ilotbtng  Id  be  afraid  of/*  •' 

"  No,  mon-Nieur ;  I  am  not  frighten^ — ^not  mtieh  frightened 

— bul  jmi  aiTJ  a  stranger  to  me — and ** 

"  And  an  nietay.** 

••  W«  have  no  riglit  to  bate  you  sir.     You  did  not  know 

You  just  wanted  im  esmte  I  siippose^ — and — oh ! " 

**  Let  QB  come  to  the  point,  since  I  am  a  man  of  few 
(rords-** 
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My  molbeT  may  miss  me.*' 
poelrion  on  the  tiauk  when  the  notaiy  delivered 


*  1  smi  old  womaa^i  distreaa," 

■^  All !  5ieur," 

"And         aid   lo   myself- 
begins  onluckily/  " 

"It  was  kind  even   to 


\  Beaurepftire  camp^gn 
lat    m^ch  for  our  feel- 


followed  to  say  &  word  to 
Eitened  while  you  prayed 
lerlike  triek  you  will  say. 


"  When  you  came  flying 
I*     I  could  Dot  catch  yoi 
TO  the  Virgin.     Tlmt  was  not 
I  con  fees  it," 

"  I  am  not  angry  monsieur,  and  you  heard  nothing  T  blu^h 
for." 

"  No  !  by  St.  Denis — quite  the  contrary.  Well — to  the 
point.     Young  lady,  you  love  your  mother  !  " 

"  What  has  she  on  earth  but  her  children's  love  ?  " 

"  Young  lady,  I  had  a  mother ;  I  loved  her,  my  young 
lady.  She  promised  me  faithfully  not  to  die  till  I  should  be 
a  colonel — and  she  went  and  died  before  I  was  a  commandant 
even  ;  just  before  too." 

"  Then  I  pity  you,"  murmured  Josephine. 

"  She  pities  me  !  What  a  wonderful  thing  a  word  is ! 
No  one  has  been  able  to  find  the  right  word  to  say  to  me 
till  today.  '  Ah !  bah  I  *  says  one.  '  Old  people  will  die,' 
says  another." 

"  Oh  ! " 

"  '  Take  a  young  on^and  forget  her !  *  that  is  the  favourite 
cry  of  all,  mademoiselle." 

"  Certainly  a  person  of  monsieur's  merit  need  never  want 
a  young  woman,  but  that  is  very  different — it  is  wicked  to 
talk  80." 

"  For  all  that  you  are  the  only  one  that  has  said — *  I  pity 
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pity  yoa  1  '*  repeateii  Jo^epbme^  her  s^oft  ptirple  eye 
^liiDiDg  to  dwell  on  him  iu^tfjiiid  oi^  turning  tmm  Inro. 
•*  Shall  I  tell  jou  »l>out  hifr  antl  nje>"  said  Hayntil  eagerly* 
**  I  fihall  be  honoured,"  smd  Josephine  politely* 
Then  he  told  her  all  about  bow  he  had  vexed  her  whvn 
I  was  a  boy,  and  gone  for  a  soldier  though  ijhe  was  all  for 
mid  bow  he  had  been  the  more  anxious  to  see  her 
eajoy  hie  hooours  aod  success. 

♦*  Aiid  mademoiselle/*  said  he  appealingly^  **  I  he  day  tliia 
fipanlette  was  pnt  on  my  e^houlder  in  Italy,  ehe  died  in 
Paris.  Ah  !  how  could  yon  have  the  heajrt  to  do  that  my 
oM  woman  ?  " 

The  soldier'a  tnouBtache  quiveredj  and  be  turned  away 
brusque [yt  and  took  several  step3.     Then  he  cjuue  back  to 
Josephine, 
^  Monsieur,"  said  she  tenderly,  "  she  would  have  lived  if 
could,   to   please  yoUj  not  herself^it   is   I    who   tell 
so/' 
"  I  beheve  it,"  cried  Raynal,  a  light  breaking  in  on  him : 
■*how  cmi  you  read  my  mother  ?  you  never  saw  her  T* 
**  Ferhsps  I  see  her  in  her  sod.** 
The  puri*le  eye  had  not  been  idle  all  this  time. 
**  You  are  wonderfully  quick/'  said  Kajnal,  looking  at  her 
^th  more  and  more  suqiriise — **and  what  is  the  matter?" 
wcphine^fl  eye^  were  thick  with  tears^     "  What  ?  you  are 
bthin  fin  inch  of  erying  for  my  mother — you  who  have  your 
ouble  at  ibb  hour.** 
lonsieur,  our  situationa  are  bo  alike  I  may  well  spare 
Qc  little  sysiipatby  lor  your  miafortune*^* 

you  my  good  young  hidy^  well  then  while  you 
^ng  to  tlie  ViI^n^  I  was  saying  a  word  or  two  for 
by  part  to  her  who  is  no  more  " 
*'Ahr 

«  Oh  !  it  was  nothing  beautiful  like  the  things  you  said  to 

ttt^r.     Can  I  turn  phra^ies  ?  no !     I  mw  h^r  lieiand  her 

'  in  the  Eue  Quiocampoix :  for  she  is  a  woman  of  thti 
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people  IS  jxiy  mother.  I  saw  myaelf  come  to  tlie  odier  mie 
of  the  counter,  ajid  I  said — *  Look  here  mother,  hei^  is  Utd 
devil  to  pay  about  this  new  house.  Here  is  the  old  wcnuiin 
talks  of  dying  if  we  take  her  fi-om  her  home,  and  the  youo* 
Ttne  weeps  and  prays  to  all  the  saints  in  Paradiise.  What 
shall  wc  do — eh  ?  Then  ray  old  woman  said  to  me,  *  Jean 
you  are  a  soldier,  a  sort  of  vagabond,  though  not  by  my  wiiL 
But  at  le^ast,  be  what  you  are  I  What  do  you  want  with  a 
house  in  Fmnce  ?  you  who  are  always  in  a  tent  in  Italy  or 
Austria,  or  who  knows  where  ?  Have  you  the  courage  to 
give  honeat  folk  so  much  pain  for  a  caprtce  ?  your  tine  chaleMi 
isn't  worth  it  my  lad,  it  is  I  who  teU  you  so.  Come  now/  - 
says  she,  *  the  lady  is  of  my  age  say  you,  and  I  can't  ke*p  ^ 
your  fine  bouse,  because  God  hm  willed  it  otherwise :  m 
give  her  my  place  :  so  then  you  can  fancy  it  is  me  yon  have 
set  down  at  your  hearth  :  that  will  warm  your  heart  up  a  bit, 
little  scamp,  go  to,'  said  my  old  woman  in  her  rough  way. 
She  was  not  well  bred  like  you  mademoiselle.  A  woman 
of  the  people — Bue  QuincampotxJ* 

"  She  was  a  woman  of  God's  own  making,"  cried  Josephine, 
the  tears  now  running  down  her  cheeks. 

"  That  she  was !  so  between  her  and  me  it  is  settled — 
what  are  you  crying  for  now  ?  why  you  have  won  the  day : 
the  field  is  yours  :  your  mother  and  you  remain — I  decamp.** 
He  whipped  his  scabbard  up  with  his  left  hand  and  was  off 
probably  for  years,  perhaps  for  ever,  if  Josephine  had  not 
stopped  him. 

"  But  monsieur,  what  am  I  to  think  ?  what  am  I  to  hope  ? 
it  is  impossible  that  in  this  short  interview — and  we  must 
not  forget  what  is  due  to  you.    You  have  bought  the  estate." 

"  True  I  well,  we  will  talk  of  that  tomorrow :  the  house 
today — that  was  the  bayonet  thrust  to  the  old  woman." 

"  Ah  !  yes  !  but  monsieur  ! " 

"  Silence  in  the  ranks ! "  cried  he  sharply,  "  mind  I  am 
more  used  to  command  than  listen  in  this  district ! " 

**  Monsieur,  I  will  obey  you,"  said  Josephine  a  little  flut- 
tered 
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ciiecked  her  alami.  "  The  order  is  that  )?ou  rtiti 
put  the  fA4  Imlf^  heurt  jit  rest*  Tell  her  ihut  i?ht! 
ay  live  aiid  die  here  for  Jean  Eayrml :  above  aU  tell  her 
out  the  oH  woman  in  the  Rm  Quimampoij: :  only  put  it 
I  your  own  channiiig^  phmsei,  yotj  know/* 
**  Heaven  tbrbid  !  I  go,  GcmI  ble>^  you  Monsieur  Baynal  I  ** 
"  Are  yon  going  ?  '*  said  he  peremptorily, 
<•  Oh  yes  1 "  and  »he  durttfd  towai*da  the  chateau. 
Now  when  &he  ha<l  taken  three  steps  she  paused,  and 
|i!i»ed  irresolute.  She  UTnied  and  in  a  moment  phe  had 
Itded  to  Haynal  again  and  had  taken  his  band  bt'fure  ho 
1  hinder  ber,  and  pre4^s4?d  two  velvet  hps  on  it*  and  was 
'  agaitit  her  cheeks  &carlet  at  what  «he  had  done,  and 
pr  wei  f*y€^  Wnmmg  with  joy.  She  skimmed  the  gras^  like 
,  kpwiog — you  would  have  taken  her  at  this  moment  for 
arct  or  ft>^  Yirgil's  CatniUa :  at  the  gate  she  turned  an 
at  and  clasped  her  hand.^  together,  to  show  Raynal  &be 
him  ngHin^  thfm  darted  into  the  hou^e. 
"Aha!  my  gaillardtr  said  he  as  he  watched  her  fly, 
*  behold  you  changed  a  little  since  you  came  out/*  He  was 
»ocin  on  the  high  road  marching  down  to  the  town  at  a  great 
Ite,  '  '    '     •     _%  and  thus  ran  his  thoughts — 

»*^  1  ,  —you  are  ri^ht  my  old  woman.     My 

a*i  w*arm  as  a  toagt.     Long  live  the  five  franc 
And  tJiey  pretend  money   cannot   make  a  fellow 
ppy-    They  lie  !  It  Is  that  they  dwi't  know  how  to  spend  it ! 
"'Gootl  Heavens !  one  o'clock  I  a  whole  morning  gone  talking/* 

Meantime  at  the  chateau,  a^  still  liefuJl^  m  emergenciee 
Dd  Iriab,  the  ma-ter  i?pirit  came  out  and  took  it^  real  plae*** 
Loturo  wa8  now  the  iiii*^tr€S#  of  Beaurepaire, 
She  sift  Jantvthfi,  and  Dard,  and  the  doctor,  to  park  up 
rery  thing  of  value  in  the  house. 

<*  Do  it  tJiii  inainenti*'  she  cried  ;  "  once  tfiat  notiiry  gt-la 
»jon  of  iIk'  lioiwe  it  will  Ih?  tix*  Inte." 
p  h«Te  wc  1  he  right  ?  *'  a^ked  Ht.  Aubin, 
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"Do  It,"  was  the  sharp  reply,  '*  Enough  of  follj 
helplessntisa*  We  have  tixiled  awaj  house  and  lands : 
moveabl&3  shaU  not  foMow  them/' 

Havmg  set  the  others  to  wurk,  flhe  wrote  a  ba.stj  Vmt^  to 
Riviere  to  tell  him  the  chateau  and  lunda  ivere  ^old»  and  uiih 
ihi.^  letttT  she  rati  herstdt'  to  Bigot*B  auberge,  the  nearest  pu&l 
offiecj  and  then  she  ran  baek  to  comfort  her  mother. 

The  baron  esi  was  seated  in  her  arm  eh  air,  moanmg  and 
wringing  her  handsj  and  Luure  was  nursing  and  soothing  her, 
and  bathtng  her  temples  with  her  last  dropof  ffl»<  de  Coiogn^^ 
and  tiding  in  vain  to  j>ut  some  of  her  own  coui-age  into  hen 
when  in  cnme  Josephine  radiant  with  happiness,  crying  *"  jo)* ! 
joy  !  joy  !  "  and  told  her  strange  tale  much  as  1  have  toM  it, 
witb  this  exception,  that  she  related  her  own  share  in  it  briefty 
and  coldly,  inid  was  more  eloquent  than  I  about  the  strange 
soldier's  goodness,  and  the  interest  her  mother  had  awakened 
in  his  heart.  And  she  told  about  the  old  woman  in  the  Rue 
Quincampoix,  her  rugged  phrases,  and  her  noble  tender 
heart :  and  she  ascribed  all  to  the  Virgin. 

"  Heaven  is  on  our  side  my  mother.    Courage  my  mother ! " 

The  baroness,  deaf  to  Laure,  brightened  up  directly  at 
Josephine's  news,  and  her  glowing  face  as  she  knelt  before 
her  mother  pouring  the  good  news,  and  hope,  and  comfort, 
point  blank  into  her  face,  as  well  as  her  heart.  But  Laure 
chilled  them  both. 

"  It  is  a  generous  offer,"  said  she  ;  "  but  one  %ve  cannot 
accept." 

"  Not  accept  it,"  cried  the  baroness  with  dismay. 

"  We  cannot  live  under  so  great  an  obligation.  Is  all  the 
generosity  to  be  on  the  side  of  this  Bonapartist — we  are  then 
noble  in  name  only.  What  would  our  father  have  said  to 
such  a  proposal  ?  " 

Josephine  hung  her  head.     The  baroness  groaned. 

"  No  !  my  iJother,  let  house  and  land  go,  but  honour  and 
true  nobility  remain." 

"  What  shall  I  do  ?  you  are  cruel  to  me  my  daughter." 
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*  MamaiV  cned  the  eiitliiigiai^tie  girl,  "  we  need  depemi 
I  no  one.     Jo&epdme  and  I  have  youtb  and  spirit^  and  you 

Bti-e  money*** 

*'  We  have  no  money-     We  are  beggars  1 " 

**  We  hav^e  a  hundred  tliousaiid  francs  ]  " 

**A  hundred  thousand  franca?    Are  you  mad?" 

**  No  mamma  i  our  debts  were  two  hundred  and  twenty 
five  thousand  fiijne.*?.     But  the  estate,  owing  to  the  increaiie 
'  the  ri?nts,  has  sold  for  two  hundred  and  ninety  five  thoti- 
i.nd  franc**" 

*•  How  can  you  know  what  it  sold  for  ?  ** 

"Edoward**  letter  told  us  his  notary  would  not  let  it  go  for 
Seventy  thousand  franco   therefore  of  the   purcha^^a 
money  is  our^.     And  we  have  moveables  worth  thirty  tliou- 

nd  frftfifs-  With  a  portion  of  this  money,  if  you  will  permit 
6e,  I  will  rake  a  farm.     By  the  bye,  there  are  one  thousand 

nes  in  the  houi^e  too." 
A  farm  t "  shrieked  the  baroness. 

**  Edou{ird*s  uncle  has  a  farm,  and  we  have  had  reajurte 

him  for  help," 

**  Ah  I  hi?hold  the  key  of  the  enigma,"  gatd  the  baroness 
fttirieaily,     "  it  is  the  child's  lover  who  has  been  speaking 

us  ail  ih^  time,  not  herself-     A  farm  hou^e !  1  prefer  the 

**  Belter  a  farm  house  tlian  an  almii  hou^e^"  cried  Laure, 
^though   that  alms  house  were  palace  implead  of  chateau!" 

Josephine  winced  and  held  up  her  han<l  deprecattngly* 

The  baron eis*  paled  ;  it  was  a  terrible  stroke  of  language 
to  come  from  her  daughter* 

She  said  sternly — 

"  There  i%  no  answer  to  that.  We  were  bom  nobles,  let 
OS  die  farmers  t  only  permit  me  to  die  the  ftmL" 

*  Forgive  me  my  mother,"  said  Laure  kneeling.     *'  I  was 
ong— Ht  ifl  for  me  to  obey  you^ — not  to  dictate,     I  speak  no 

And,  at^ijr  kisaing  her  mother  and  Josephine,  &be 
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**  The  moment  tliey  have  a  lover  he  detaches  their  hearts 
from  their  poor  old  molheri  She  is  not  to  me  now  what  my 
Josephine  is/' 

**  Mamma,  she  h  my  superior,  I  see  it  more  and  more 
every  day.  She  h  proud :  she  is  just-  She  looks  at  both 
sides.  Your  poor  Josephine  is  too  apt  to  iee  only  those  ehe 
loves ! " 

^  And  that  is  the  daughter  for  me  1  ^'  cried  the  baroness 
opening  her  arms  wide  to  her, 

Josephine  nestled  to  her,  and  soothed  her  all  day,  and  kept 
tellmg  her  Heaven  was  oa  their  eide^  and  she  fkhoiild  never 
have  to  leave  Beaurepaire. 

"  Let  me  temporize,"  thought  Josephine,  **  and  keep  her 
happy :  that  is  the  first  consideration/* 

The  next  morning  when  they  were  at  breakfast,  in  came 
Jacintha  to  say  the  officer  was  in  the  dining  room  and  wanted 
to  speak  with  the  young  lady  he  talked  to  yesterday.  Jo- 
sephine rose  and  went  to  him. 

"  Well  mademoiselle,"  said  he  gaily,  "  the  old  woman  was 
right.  Here  I  have  just  got  my  oixlers  to  march  :  to  leave 
France  in  a  month.  A  pretty  business  it  would  have  been 
if  I  had  turned  your  mother  out.  So  you  see  there  is  nothing 
to  hinder  you  from  living  here.'* 

"  In  your  house  monsieur  ?  " 

"  Why  not  ?     Are  you  too  proud  ?  " 

"  Forgive  us !  It  is  a  fault  that  should  not  survive  our 
fortunes." 

"  Well  but— yesterday." 

"  I  have  reflected.     I  was  unjust." 

"  If  such  an  offer  was  made  to  my  mother,  instead  of 
yours,  I  should  not  be  too  proud  to  take  it ;  but  it  seems  you 
belong  to  the  nobility.  Now  I  rose  from  the  ranks  ;  so  I 
have  no  right  to  be  proud." 

Raynal  said  this  inadvertently,  and  in  good  faith.  But  the 
quicker  Josephine  read  it  satirically  and  ironically.  She 
coloured  up. 
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f  I  tmye  offended  yoo.     It  was  as  i 
6om  my  lufewHw  us  from  your  mt^riu" 
There  wn^  a  pause. 

"  Oh  I  your  delicacy  does  not  iurprise  me  neither.     I  c 
jjuderiutnd  it-*' 

**  I  am  sure  you  can." 
AjioUier  paug€* 

•^  Confouud  tt  '*  roared  Raj-nal  augrUy,  **  why  did  I  go  and 
ay  die  house?     I  didn't  want  iC* 

.  *t  Soroe  other  would  have  bought  it,  some  one  more  severe, 

D^Asiderate^  thaa  you  monsieur*    I  beg  you  to  believa 

It  b  a  g:reat  eomrort  to  us  not  to  be  removed  with  an 

[jij  hitnd  fmm  fo  beloved  a  piat*e." 

There   wjis   another  silence.     Rayiml  was  puzzled.     He 

setitiuelltd    Britany    as    rejjre-seated    by  a   bad    map   ibat 

hung  on  die  wall.     Josephine  oyed  hint  fbrtively^  in  i^ecret 

aBKiety^  as  be  mart»hed  to  and  fpr>^ 

AU  this  time  she  bad  been  saying  what  she  feh  she  ought 
to  iay,  ID  hopes  that  the  mau  would  do  his  part,  and  pooh 
t>b  her,  and  carry  out  his  sebeme  for  her  good  in  spite  of 
tee  lb — her  tongue  rather.  For  u*  decline  the  thing  we 
f  and  go  not  only  get  it  but  liavc  it  fbri^ed  upon  us;  the 
i  of  having  it  plus  the  credit  of  i^f using  it,  k  deli- 
0U5  :  is  it  not  meddames  ?  and  well  worth  rbking  all  Jbr : 
I  it  not  mesdaine^  ? 
Now  Baynal  wa^  a  man — ^a  creature  not  accustomed  lo 
disguise  it*  wi^be?*  and  therefore  apt  to  nminterpret  such  as 
do :  above  all  he  was  an  honest  man*  A  word  from  him  waa 
a  thing,  the  e^act  thing  he  meant.  So  he  took  for  granted 
Josephine  waa  saying  exactly  what  she  meant|  and  she  non- 
plusaed  him* 
When  she  saw  her  lueeesSr  she  wished  she  had  declined 
ftre  fjiinlly,  and  the  interview  wai*  to  recommence, 
f fad  it  rcronimcnced»  *he  would  have  done  just  the  «»iae 
frer  iigtun  :  it  was  not  in  her  hlwitl  to  do  any  other*  Lucidly 
aynal's  brown  study  resulted  in  a  fresh  idea- 
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"I  have  it,**  said  he,  "this  must  be  settled  by  a  diiixi 
party,  a  mutual  friend,  sotae  one  more  skiliul  than  I,  and 
who  can  arrange  this  trifle  so  as  not  to  shock  your  delicacy, 
I  am  no  diplomatist-" 

Baynal  interrupted  himself  by  saddenly  opening  a  window 
and  shouting — 

"  Hallo  I  come  here — you  are  wanted/' 

Josephine  almost  screamed — "  What  are  you  doing  mon- 
sieur ;  that  is  our  enemy,  our  bitterest  enemy.  He  only  sold 
you  the  estate  to  spite  us,  not  for  the  love  of  yon.  I  bad — 
he  had — we  mortified  bis  vanity.  It  waa  not  our  fault — be 
is  a  viper.  Ob  I  sir  pray  be  on  your  guard  agaimt  hia 
counsels." 

These  wortis  spoken  with  great  fire  and  earnestness, 
carried  conviction,  and  when  the  notary  came  in,  the  con- 
trast between  the  invitation  that  brought  him  and  the  recep- 
tion that  met  him  twenty  seconds  after  was  droll. 

Perrin  started  at  sight  of  Josephine,  and  Raynal  hardly 
knew  what  to  say  to  him.  Whilst  he  hesitated  the  notary, 
little  suspecting  what  had  occurred,  began — 

"  So  you  have  taken  possession  monsieur.  These  military 
men  are  prompt,  are  they  not  mademoiselle  ?  " 

*'  Do  not  speak  to  me  monsieur,"   said  Josephine  quietly. 

"  Why  not?     We  ought  to  entertain  our  guests." 

"  Mademoiselle  is  at  home,"  said  Raynal  sternly  ;  "  address 
her  with  rfespect,  or  she  will  perhaps  order  you  out.'* 

"  She  is  very  capable  monsieur,"  said  the  notary,  "  but 
luckily  she  has  no  one  to  order." 

"  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  said  Raynal. 

The  notary  looked  round  uneasily,  expecting  to  see  young 
Riviere.     He  turned  the  conversation. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  said  he  in  a  mere  tone  of  business,  "  it  is 
ray  duty  as  M.  Raynal's  agent  to  inform  you,  that  whatever 
moveables  you  have  removed  are  yours ;  those  that  we  find 
in  the  house  upon  entering  are  ours ; "  and  he  grinned. 

''And  as  we  are  not  going  to  enter  for  a  week  or  two,  if  at 
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jou  will  have  plenty  of  time  to  sMft  yoor  cliairs  and 
Ic^/*  {!j£  plained  RaynriL 

Mon>i\mtv"  &md  ihe  notary,  *•  really  I  do  not  undea^ 
ud  you.  Have  I  done  arjjtbing  to  merit  tUU?  Have 
eerved  you  so  ill  ilmi  you  withdraw  your  confidence  from 
le  ?  '' 

"  No,"  eaid  Raynal,  **  but  you  exceed  your  powers  my  lad* 
I  commimd — you  obey." 

**  So  be  it  monsieur.     What  are  your  orders,  and  wliat  on 
earth  b  the  meaning  of  all  thid  ?  " 

**  The  meaning  Ls  thia,     I  want  mademoiselle  and  her  fam- 
fo  stay  here  while  I  go  to  Egypt  with  the  First  Con^iul* 
iulemoisselle  makes  difficulties — it  offends  ber  delicacy." 
"  Coraedie  !  " 

**  Thcmgli  lier  mothers  life  depends  on  her  staying  here*" 
**Corot?dier* 

**  Iler  pnde  is  Hke  to  be  too  much  for  her  alfectioo,*' 
'•  Fiiree  I '' 

**  I  pitched  upon  you  to  reconcile  the  two." 
**Then  you  pitdied  upon  the  wrong  man/*  said  Perrin 
bluntly*     He  added  ob»equiou&ly>    **  I  am  too  much  your 
wrnir 

liaynal  frowned* 

'^  1  will  never  abet  you  in  such  a  Bin*  She  has  been  talk- 
g  you  over  no  doubt ;  but  you  have  a  friend,  an  Ulyj^ses, 
who  is  deaf  to  ihe  syren  s  voice*  1  will  be  no  party  to  sueh 
tran^aelton*  I  will  not  co-operate  to  humbug  my  Mend 
d  rub  him  of  his  rights*" 

^^Then  be  off«  that 'a  ti  good  soul|  and  send  me  a  more 
commodating  notjirj^" 

**  A  more  accummodating  notary!"  ecreamed  Perrrn,  stung 

madne««  by  thiii  rejiroarh^     **  There  is  not  a  more  aeeom- 

todaiing   notary   in  Eurtipe.     Ungmteful  man !  is  tlii«  the 

turn  for  all  iny  ic^al,  my  int^egnty,  my  unielfishneis  ?     X& 

aiuilher  agent  in  the  world  who  would  liave  let  stteh  m 

a&  Beaurepaire  fail  into  your  hand^  F    Oh  I  it  e^rvoa 
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me  right  for  deyiatiDg  from  the  roles  of  business,  Kend  me 
another  agent — d1i  IN!" 

The  honest  soldier  was  confused.  The  lawyer's  eloquence 
overpowered  him.  He  ft^lt  guilty*  Jo^phine  saw  Iji&s  sim* 
pHcity  and  made  a  cut  witb  a.  woman' j»  two  edgt^d  sword. 

«  Monsieur,"  said  she  coldly,  ^  do  you  not  j&ee  it  it*  an  affair 
of  money.  This  is  a  way  of  saying  pay  me  double  the  usual 
charge!"  . 

"And  m  pay  him  double!"  cried  Raynid  catching  the 
idea ;  "  don't  be  alarmed,  111  pay  you  birndsomely/'' 

"  And  my  zeal — my  devotion  ?  " 

"  Put  *em  in  figuref^  my  lad." 

«  And  my  prob ?  " 

"Add  it  up!" 

"  And  my  integ— ?  " 

"  Add  them  all  together — and  don't  bother  nie." 

"  1  see  !  1  see  !  my  2^oor  soldier.  Xou  are  no  match  for  a 
woman's  tongue." 

*'  Nor  a  notary's  1     Go  to  h ,  and  send  in  your  bill," 

roared  the  soldier  in  a  fury.  "  Well,  will  you  go,  or  must  1" 
— and  he  marched  at  him. 

The  notary  scuttled  out,  with  something  between  a  snarl 
and  a  squeak. 

Josephine  hid  her  face  in  her  hands. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  Crying  again  ?  Well  it 
is  you  for  crying." 

"  Me  !  monsieur.  I  never  cry — hardly.  No !  I  hid  my 
face  because — he  !  he  ! " 

"Haw!  haw!" 

"  You  frightened  me,  monsieur,"  said  Josephhie,  suddenly 
assuming  a  small  reproachful  air.  '*  1  was  afraid  you  would 
beat  him." 

"  No  !  no  !  a  good  soldier  never  leathers  a  civilian,  if  he 
can  possibly  help  it — it  looks  so  bad  ;  and  before  a  lady  ! 
You  must  not  think  I  know  nothing." 

*^  I  would  have  forgiven  you  monsieur,"  said  Josephine, 
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ith  tendar  benigiutj,  aod  tomething  like  a  little  sun  dancai 
I  lier  t^ye- 

•*  Now  tDttdenioiaeUej  since  ray  fiiead  bas  proved  a  pig?  it 
i  yodr  tprHi     Cligose  you  a  friend." 
**  We  have  but  one  fit,  and  he  is  so  young.     Ah )  how  stu- 
[)id  1  am.    You  know  hitn !     Motiiiietir  is  doublless  the  com- 
nandaot  of  whom  I  once  heard  him  spe^  with  such  adxnira- 
fclon^ — hb  name  is  Eiviere — Edouard  Riviere,** 
•*  Know  him  !  be  is  my  best  officer  i  out  and  out," 
"  Ab  I  I  am  ^  glad*     Would  it  be  derogatory  ou  the  part 
of  monMeur  to  admit  one  so  young  and  in  a  eubordinate 
position  ?  " 

^  Ab,  bab  !  Ic  i^  not  I  who  makes  difficuldee :  it  is  you. 
Riviere  be  it  But  where  ia  be  ?  for  I  have  given  tbe  young 
dog  leave  of  absence," 

I  ^^  He  is  at  a  fm^mboose  near  R^nnes,  at  his  uncle'a." 
'  **  Well  I  am  going  borne,  I  will  i^unU  him  a  note.  We 
wlQ  confer,  and  we  vi  iU  arrange  this  migbty  affair.  My  gen- 
eml  would  seule  a  kingdom  in  the  timi^  we  take.  Meantime 
tell  tlie  old  hidy  to  pluck  up  spirit.  My  mother  used  to  eay, 
*  a  fiiiot  heart  makes  its  own  troubles/  " 
**  Ob»  what  a  wise  saying  I " 
*^  Say  we  are  none  of  us  dead  yet,  nor  like  to  be,  ; 

floiselle  let  me  hear  yon  eay  courage  ?  " 
^  Courage!" 

^  Yea  1  only  juBl  six  times  ai  loud  and  beartyj '  Courage/  " 
**  How  gtKKi  hn  11*,  *  Cour-age  I'-^lbere  !  " 
**  Good !  on  that  behold  me  gone."    Chnk,  clank,  dank, 
clink,  clatter^  cktter,  clank, 

Josephine  eame  into  tlie  saloon  radiant 
"  Well !  well !  "  waa  the  cry* 
*"  lilanima,  he  offered  us  the  home  again :  I  declined  Xaure 
— Oh,  yes  I  decUned  firmly*" 

*  Are  yon  mad  my  poor  Josephine/*  cried  the  baronesfl  in 
aay. 
iXio  mamma ;  then  be  propo^d  to  refer  all  tbia  to  a  tbird 
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person,  and  he  tried  Monsieur  Pemn.  The  man  arrived 
just  in  time  to  reveal  hie  nature  and  be  dismissed  wilh 
ignominy." 

Gleneral  exulution- 

"  Then  he  \s  as  so  good  &s  to  let  me  choose  n  referee,  and 
I  chose  Edouard  Elviere." 

This  announcement  caused  a  great  sensation* 

'*  He  is  very  joung,"  demurred  the  ban)ness,  **  but  you 
know  more  of  him  than  I  do/' 

"  I  know  thisj  that  hta  will  not  let  you  be  turned  out  of 
Beaurepaire ! " 

"Then  I  shaU  love  him  weU," 

"  Is  that  a  promise  my  mother  ?  " 

"That  it  is  I" 

"A  promise  made  to  your  Josephine  before  diese  wit- 
nesses ? " 

"  A  promise  made  to  my  Josephine,"  said  she,  and  she 
looked  at  Laure. 

That  young  lady  kept  her  eyes  steadily  down  on  her  work. 

The  notaiy  went  home  gnashing  his  teeth.  His  whole 
life  of  success  was  turned  to  wormwood  this  day.  Kaynal's 
parting  commissions  rang  in  his  ear :  in  his  bitter  mood 
the  want  of  logical  sequence  in  the  two  orders  disgusted 
him. 

He  inverted  them. 

He  sent  in  a  thundering  bill  the  veiy  next  morning,  and 
postponed  the  other  commission  till  his  dying  day. 

Edouard  Riviere  was  with  difliculty  prevailed  on  to  stay 
the  rest  of  the  evening  at  his  uncle's.  Sorrow  for  his 
friends  and  mortification  at  his  own  defeat  weighed  him 
down. 

He  shook  hands  with  his  uncle,  and  flung  himself  reck- 
lessly on  his  horse :  tlie  horse  being  rather  fresh  bolted  off 
with  him  as  soon  as  he  touched  the  saddle. 
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Some  fool  had  left  a^vheel  burrow  on  his  road  :  and  jrist 

Edoutird  waj  getting  hl^  foot  into  lUc  oil"  striTiip  the  borso 
sliied  violently,  anU  threw  Edauiird  on  the  stones  of  the 
courCyurti  He  jumped  iip  ia  a  moment  and  laughed  at 
Sriarthe^s  terror;  meantime  a  farm  servant  caught  ttie  nag 
and  brought  liim  back  to  }m  work. 

When  Edouard  went  to  put  his  band  on  the  inddle,  he 
found  it  would  not  obey  him.     Wait  a  minute — my  arm  h 

e be  numbed.^* 
I  *'^Lei  me  leel"   said  the  farmer   himself,  ^'benumbed? 
fm  I  atid  no  wonder  poor  boy.     Jacques  get  on  Ms  horse  and 
ride  for  tLw  surgeon  1  " 
I  **  Are  you  mad,  uncle  ?  "  cried  Edouard,     **  I  oan*fc  spare 
my  horse,  and  I  want  no  surgeon ;  it  will  be  well  directly**' 
^  It  will  be  wor?e  hetbre  it  is  better,  my  poor  lad/' 
^^  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  uncle  :  It  is  only  numbed^ 
1^  1  it  hurts  when  I  rub  it,'* 

**  It  is  worse  than  numbed  Edouard  :  it  i&  broken ! " 
**  Broken,  undo  ?  nonsense : "  and  he  looked  at  it  In  piteous 
bewEderment,  "how  can  it   be  broken?    it  does  oot  hurt 
cept  when  I  touch  it," 

"  It  %mli  hurt:  I  know  all  about  iu     I  broke  mine  fiHeaa 

ago :  fell  off  a  haystack,^ 

Oh  how  unfortunate  I  am  I     But -I  will  go  to  Beaure- 

re  all  the  same*     1  can  have  it  mended  there,  as  well  m 


'  Too  will  go  t^  bed:  tliat  is  where  you  will  go/' 

**  III  go  to  blades  sootier/' 

The  old  man  mnde  a  sigi^al  to  his  myrmidonJ!  whom 
lirlarthe't  exdamation  had  brought  around,  and  tbur  stout 
fellow  a  took  liold  of  Edouard  by  the  legs  and  the  left  shonlder 
and  airried  him  up  stairs  t^Aging  and  kleking,  and  deposited 
him  i>ri  M  bed. 

He  began  to  leel  laint  and  that  made  him  more  reik 
ionable. 

Tbey  cut  hi**  coat  olf,  and  put  hini  in  a  loose  wrapper  and 
12  • 
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after  a  considerable  delay  the  surgeon  came  and  set  ids  arm 
skilfully,  and  behold  this  ardent  spirit  caged. 

He  chafed  and  fretted  and  retarded  his  cure.  And  oh !  be 
was  so  peevish  and  fretfuL  Passive  fortitude,  be  did  not 
know  what  it  meant 

It  was  two  days  after  hh  accident.  He  was  lying  on  his 
back  environed  by  slops  cursing  Lis  evil  fate  and  Tretting  hk 
soul  out  of  its  fleshly  prison,  when  suddenly  he  heard  a 
cheerful  trombone  sayin^^  three  worda  to  Martbe,  ihen  came 
a  clink  clank,  and  Mart  he  ushered  into  the  sick  room  tbe 
Commandant  Raynal.  The  aick  man  raiised  himself  in  lied, 
with  great  surprise  and  joy. 

^  Oh  commandant,  thi^  is  kind  to  come  and  see  your  poor 
oflacer  in  hell ! " 

"  Ah,"  cried  Raynal,  "  you  see  I  know  what  it  is.  I  have 
been  chained  down  by  the  arm,  and  the  leg,  and  all — it  is 
tiresome.'' 

"  Tiresome  !  it  is — it  is — oh  dear  commandant,  Heaven 
bless  you  for  coming ! " 

"  La !  la !  la  !     Besides  I  am  come  on  business." 

"  All  the  better.  I  have  nothing  to  do — tbat  is  what  kills 
me — but  to  eat  my  own  heart," 

"  Cannibal,  go  to.  Well  my  lad,  since  you  are  in  that 
humour,  cheer  up,  for  I  bring  you  a  job,  and  a  tough  one — 
it  has  puzzled  me." 

"  What  is  it  commandant  ?     What  is  it  ?  " 

"Well.  Do  you  know  a  house  and  a  family  called 
Beaurepaire  ?  " 

"  Do  I  know  Beaurepaire  ?  " 


WHITE    LIEB. 


2W 


CHAPTER  XIX 


•*  A  LBTTSB  for  mademoiselle*** 

«Alii" 

**  No,  not  for  you  Mademoiselle  Laure,  for  mademoiselle." 

^  MaeUmidMUe, — Before    I  coiJd  find   titm    to    wriie    to 
rqfere^f  neufi  came  in  that  he  had  jmt  broken  ku  urm^ 

I " 

"  Oh  1  oh  I  dear-— our  poor  Edouard  1 " 

Ajid  if  poor  Edouard  had  seen  the  pale  faces,  and  heard 

the  faltering  accents,  it  woold   have  recond.lt?d   hrm  to  hia 

brukerj  arm  almost.     This  hand  grcnada  the  cominandant 

1  dropped  so  coolly  among  them^  it  was  a  long  while  ere 

be  J  could  recover  from  it  enough  to  read  the  rest  of  the 

fetter  i-^ 

fid  I  rode  over  to  AtV/t,  and  found  him  on  his  back  fretting 
'  want  of  xomet/mtg  to  do,    I  told  him  the  whole  iiortf.    He 
ftdertook  the  bum  nets*    I  have  recewed  his  ieeret  ifislructioni^ 
I  iwaer  we$k  thali  be  at  hii  ^mrterg  to  clear  off  hh  arreara 
butineu^  mid  make  acquaintance  with  aH  your  famtlift 
'  they  permiL  BilTN al/' 

As  the  latter  part  of  this  letter  seemed  to  require  a  repl  j, 
the  baroness  wrote  a  polite  note,  and  JaeiDtlia  sent  Dard  to 
leave  it  tbr  the  commandant  at  Ritiere*9  lodgings.  But  firgt 
the^  all  mi  down  and  wrote  kind  and  pitying  and  soothing 
letter*  to  Edouard.  Need  I  say  these  letters  fell  upon  hina 
like  balm  ? 
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Next  week  Raynal  called  on  the  barona'^  She  received 
him  alone.  They  talked  about  Madame  BuynaL  Tlie  next 
day  he  dined  with  the  whole  party,  and  the  commandant's 
manners  were  the  opposite  of  wliat  the  baroness  had  incuU 
cated.  But  she  had  a  strong  prejudice  in  \m  favour*  Had 
her  feelings  been  the  other  way  his  brusqtierie  would  have 
Bhocked  her.  It  amused  her.  If  people's  hearts  are  with 
you,  that  for  their  heads  I  In  common  with  them  all  she 
admired  his  friink  and  manly  since nty-  He  eame  ^very  day 
for  a  week,  chatted  with  the  Uaronesa,  walked  with  the  young 
ladies,  and  when  after  work  he  came  over  in  the  eTening^ 
'Laure  used  to  cros^  examine  him :  and  out  eame  such  de- 
scriptions of  battled  and  sieges,  such  heroism  and  sneh  sim- 
plicity mixed,  as  made  the  evening  pa^  delightinUy,  On 
these  occasions  the  young  ladiee  fixed  their  jrlowin*;  eyes  oa 
him,  and  drank  in  his  character  as  well  as  his  narrative,  io 
which  were  fewer  "  I's "  than  in  any  thing  of  the  sort  you 
ever  read. 

Thus  they  made  acquaintance  and  learned  to  know  and 
esteem  him. 

Josephine  said  to  her  mother — "  Tell  me  mjimma,  are 
there  many  such  men  in  the  world  ?  " 

"  He  is  charming,"  replied  the  old  hidy,  somewhat  vaguely. 

"  He  is  a  man  of  crystal :  he  never  says  a  word  he  does 
not  mean." 

"  Why  Josephine  !  "  said  Laure,  "  have  you  not  observed 
he  always  means  more  than  he  says,  and  does  more  ?  " 

"  I  wish  I  was  like  him,"  sighed  Josephine. 

"  No  I  thank  you,"  said  the  baroness  hastily,  *'  he  is  a 
man :  a  thorough  man.  He  would  make  an  intolerable 
woman.  A  fine  life  if  one  had  a  parcel  of  women  about  one 
all  blurting  out  their  real  minds  every  moment,  and  never 
smoothing  matters." 

"  Mamma  what  a  horrid  picture  !  "  cried  Laure. 

**Josephme,"  said  the  baroness,  "you  are  the  favourite 
J  think?" 
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"  Ob  no  I  mmamH^  you  are  tbe  favourite  Ton  know/' 

**  Wt»ll  ,*  perLaps   I   am/'  and  elie  smUt^d*     '•  But  he  haa 

alreorjy  opened  the  gubjeci:  with  you,  never  with  me/' 

Jucuithft  c^jjie  in  and  ititerrtjpted  the  cooversalion  :  "Mad- 

emoiiielit?^  tJie  coimuimdant  k  ui  tbe  Pleasance," 

L^^  *'  He  would  be  glad  to  speak  to  yon." 
|H  <a  mil  come/' 

^H  **  How  droll  he  is/'  nmt\  Lsiure^  '*  fancy  his  sendifig  for  a 
^^ppuDg  kdy  like  that :  be  is  like  nobody  el&e.  Don*t  go 
Josephine  :  how  he  would  «lAre/* 

*^  My  dear  I  no  more  dare  disobey  him,  than  if  I  was  one 
of  his  soldiers." 

*'  Well  go  to  your  commandhig  officer/' 

**  He  comes  apropos.  I  was  just  going  to  tell  you  to  ask 
him  wliat  Edouard  has  pi^posed  about  Beaiirepaire  ?** 

"  I  will  try  mamma.  But  indeed  I  hope  be  will  ^penk 
firstr  for  what  else  can  he  want  me  for  ?  ** 

AAer  the  first  salutation,  there  was  a  certain  hesitation 
about  Haynal  which  Josephine  bad  never  seon  a  trace  of  in 
Irai  belbre.  80  to  put  him  at  bi§  ease  and  at  the  same  time 
please  her  motlier,  she  began — 

**  Monsieur,  has  our  firiend  Edouard  been  able  to  suggest 
any  iMng  ?  '* 

**  What,  don't  you  know  tliat  1  have  been  acting  ail  along 
upon  bis  inistructions  ?  " 

**  Ko  indeed  1  and  yon  have  not  told  us  what  he  advised  I  * 

"  Tobl  you  ?  why  of  cjsurse  not — they  were  secret  instruo- 

*'  And  do  yon  mean  to  obey  them  f  '* 

**  To  the  letter  !     I  liavc  obeyed  one  iet,  and  now  I  come 

tbe  otJjer*  and  tliere  h  the  ditfir  ulty**' 

ut  18  not  this  inverting  the  order  of  things  for  you  to 
that  boy  ?  " 
^A  man  h  no  soldier  unless  he  can  obey  as  well  m  com* 
kdf  and  10  every  thing  ft^ymebody  must  oommand.     He  h 
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very  shrewd  in  these  matters  that  hoji  and  my  odIj  ftmr  is 
that  I  shall  faJl  short  in  carrying  out  his  orders — not  frum 
want  of  good  will,  hut  of  skiil  and  eiperleoce* 

Josephine  looki^d  thorouglilj  mystified. 

"  You  see  mademobelle  it  I5  a  kind  of  warfare  I  koow 
nothing  about'' 

"It  must  be  savage  warfare   '      ?" 

"  No  1  it  is  not.  I  don*t  ki  low  to  begin :  bj  all  the 
devils  I  am  a^id  I  **  and  he  stai^ .   w'uh  surprise  at  himself* 

"  That  must  be  a  new  sensation  >  you  monsieur  I  I  think 
I  understand  you  i  you  fear  a  repulse,  you  meditate  some 
act  of  singular  delicac^y  ?*' 

^  No  I  rather  the  reverse  ! " 

"  Of  generosity  then  ?  " 

"  No,  by  St.  Denis  I  Confound  the  young  dog,  why  is  he 
not  here  to  help  me  ?  " 

"  But  after  all  you  have  only  to  carry  out  his  instructions." 

"  That  is  true  !  that  is  true  !  but  when  one  is  a  coward,  a 
poltroon." 

This  repeated  assertion  of  cowardice  on  the  part  of  the 
living  Damascus  blade  that  stood  bolt  upright  before  her 
struck  Josephine  as  so  funny  that  she  laughed  merrily. 

"  Fancy  it  is  only  a  fort  you  are  attacking  instead  of  the 
terrible  me — he  !  he  ! " 

"  Thank  you,"  cried  Raynal  warmly,  "  you  are  very  good 
to  put  in  an  encouraging  word  like  that  !  '*  and  the  soldier 
rallied  visibly.  ^'Allans !  "  he  cried,  ''  it  is  only  a  fort — 
mademoiselle ! " 

**  Monsieur  !  " 

"  Hum  !  will  you  lend  me  your  hand  a  moment  ?  " 

"  My  hand,  what  for  .^ — there,"  and  she  put  it  out  an  inch 
a  minute. 

He  took  hold  of  it. 

"A  charming  hand  !  the  hand  of  a  virtuous  woman  ?  " 

"  Yes ! "  said  Josephine,  as  cool  as  a  cucumber,  too  sub- 
limely and  absurdly  innocent  even  to  blush. 
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**  Ia  it  your  own  ?  ** 

**  Mcmaieur !  " — she  blushed  al  tlmt  I  can  teU  you. 

'*  Because  if  it  waa,  I  would  ask  jou  to  give  it  me,  Tve 
done  k ! " 

Jos^phiDe  whipped  it  o^  hh  palmt  where  it  kj  like  cream 
spilt  on  n  tjibte. 

**Ah  I  I  *ee»  too  are  not  fri*e :  you  have  a  lover?** 

'"  No  I  f»o  I  **  cried  Jotiiephiiie  in  distress,  **  I  love  nobody 
but  ray  mother  and  my  sistt^r :  T  never  sLalL" 

•*Ah !  your  mother  I  that  reminds  me.  He  told  me  to  aak 
her ;  by  Jov*?  I  think  he  told  me  to  ask  her  first,**  and  he  up 
with  his  eaibbard  and  run  off. 

Josephine  begged  him  not  to- 

*♦  I  can  save  you  the  trouble,"  iaid  she* 

**  Oh !  I  don't  mind  a  little  trouble.  My  iuBtruclions  1  my 
iDiiiructions  I ''  and  he  ran  into  the  house. 

l«aure  came  out  the  next  moment,  for  the  soldier  had  de- 
manded a  tiU  a  teie  abruptly. 

She  saw  her  sbter  walking  pensively,  and  ran  to  her. 
.  '^Ohl  Laur€,  hehasini" 

M     ''  Heaven  forbid  !  ** 
P"       "^ It  is  not  his  fault;  it  i^  your  Edouard  who  sot  him  to 

[     do  iu'' 

IK      **  My  Edouard  ?     Don't  talk  in  that  horrid  way  ;  I  have 
^Bso  Edouard.**    "  You  &md  *  no  '  of  course.'* 
^B    ^  Something  of  the  kind/' 

^^     **  Something  of  the  kind!     What,  did  you  not  say  *no' 
plump  ?  " 

"  I  lUd  not  eay  it  hrntally  dear*" 
^_      **  Josephine  you  frighten  me,     I  know  you  can*t  say  '  no ' 
^Bd  any  one;  and  if  you  don't  aay  '  no  *  plump  to  such  a  man 
as  this  you  might  as  well  ^y  *  yes.'  " 

"  Indeed  I  siml  nothing  that  could  be  oonslrued  into  cou^enL" 
Thia  did  not  quite  satisfy  Lam^e,  and  she  dilated  on  thu 
adviintagea  of  a  plump  *  negative/  and  half  scolded  Josephine 
for  not  having  learned  to  eay  **  no  '*  ptump  to  anybody* 
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"  Well  love,**  said  Josephine,  "  our  mother  wUl  reUeve  me 
of  all, this.    Wliat  a  oomibrt  to  have  a  mother  1 " 

**  Oh  yes  I  hut  why  lean  on  b®r  ?  You  are  alvrajs  for 
leaning  on  somebody." 

^  What,  may  not  I  lean  on  my  own  mothGr  ?  " 

"  No ;  leam  to  lean  on  nobody — but  me.*' 
.  Raynal  came  out  of  the  1  and  walked  up  to  the 

aisters. 

Laure  seized  Josephine,  and  he  ler  tight,  and  cast  hostile 
glances. 

<*  Now  hold  your  tongue  Joaei  ne  ;  you  can't  say*  no* 
plump  ;  leave  it  to  me." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  said  Josephine. 

<<  Monsieur,"  said  Laure,  before  he  ^coiild  speak,  ^even  if 
she  had  not  declined,  we  could  not  consents— so  you  see." 

"  I  liave  no  instructions  to  ask  your  consent,"  said  Raynal 
brusquely. 

Laure  coloured  high. 
"  Is  her  own  consent  to  be  dispensed  with  too  ?  She  declined 
the  honour,  did  she  not  ?  " 

*'  Of  course  she  did  ;  but  my  instructions  are  not  to  take 
the  first  two  or  three  refusals." 

"  Oh !  Josephine,  it  is  that  insolent  boy  who  set5  him 
on!" 

"  Insolent  boy  !  "  cried  Raynal  angrily  ;  "  why  it  is  the 
referee  of  your  own  choosing,  and  as  well  behaved  a  lad  as 
ever  I  saw,  and  a  zealous  officer." 

"  My  friends,"  put  in  Jose[)Jiine,  with  a  sweet  languor,  "  I 
cannot  let  you  quarrel  about  a  straw." 

"  It  is  not  a  straw,"  said  Raynal,  **  it  is  you." 

"  The  distinction  involves  a  compliment.  Laure,  you  who 
are  so  shrewd,  is  it  possible  you  do  not  see  Monsieur  Raynal*8 
strange  proposal  in  its  true  light  ?  This  generous  man  has 
no  personal  feehng  in  this  eccentric  proceeding :  he  wishes 
to  make  us  all  happy,  especially  my  mother,  without  seeming 
to  lay  us  under  too  great  an  obligation.     Surely  good  nature 


wmrm  Lxm* 


281 


wn  Beter  carried  so  far  befure*      Alx !  moiisieuri  I   will 
ttber  you.  with  my  frientisKip  for  ever,  if  jou  permit  me, 
[11  lanlier  tUiui  tliat  1  will  dmI  abuse  your  geutfrositj." 
*^Now   look   Iiere,  maJeinoiselle,*'  began    Eayntil  bluntly, 
^I  did  start  wifh  a  good  motive  at  6i^^  that  1  confess.     But 
Bim^e  I  have  bc^en  every  cltiy  in  your  eompaf^y,  and  iseen  how 
1  and  kind  you  are  lo  all  about  you,  I  have  turned  selfish ; 
tid  I  say  to  myself,  what  a  comfort  Bueh  a  wife  as  you  woyld 
to  a  soldier  ]    Why  only  to  have  you  to  wdte  letters  home 
D,  would  be  worth  half  a  fellow's  pay.     Do  you  know  some- 
iie4  when  I  see  the  iellowa  writiag  their  letters  it  gives  me 
;  knock  here  to  think  I  haTe  no  one  at  all  to  write  to,** 
"Ah!" 

"So you  see  I  am  not  &o  disinterested,  Now  mademoiselle^ 

oil  sprak  so  charmingly  I  cau*t  tell  what  you  mejin.     Can't 

ftU  whether  you  aay  *  no,'  because  you  could  never  like  me^ 

whether  it  h  out  of  delicacy,  and  you  only  want  pressing. 

I  my  no  more  :  it  is  a  standing  offer*     Take  a  day  to  eon- 

lldor.    Tak<*  two  if  \on  like^  I  must  go  lo  the  barracks.    By 

he  bye  your  mciilier  has  consented^ — good  day^'* 

He  waa  gone  ere  they  could  recover  the  amazement  his 
list  words  caused  them. 
**  Oil  I  this  must  be  put  an  &nd  to  at  once  Josephine,*' 
*'  Certainly — ^if  possible/* 
**  Will  you  speak  to  our  mother,  or  shall  I  ?  " 
**0h.  youl"* 
"  Coward  I " 

^  No,  lore ;  but  you  have  alwayn  energy,  and  will,     I  can 
lint  out  on  great  emerg^ndes;  but  I  eannot  always  be 

"  Oh  !  my  dster,  and  is  not  thi^  a  groat  emergency?*^ 
^  Y<?« :  I  ought  lo  feel  it  one  i  but  I  don't^ — I  can't/' 
••  I  can  then*" 

**  That  is  fortunate*     You  th«in  are  the  one  to  act.    Yon 
i*llle  it  with  my  mother*" 
**  I  wilL    Weil,  where  «re  you  going  ?  * 


282  WHITE  Lme. 

"Upstairs  lore." 

«  Wretch !  do  you  think  1  wUl  go  to  out  mother  without 
you?" 

**  As  you  please*** 

They  entered  the  room^  Laure  asking  herself  in  some 
agitation  how  ghe  siiould  begin. 

To  their  surprise  they  found  the  baroness  walking  up  and 
down  the  room  with  unusual  alacrity.  She  no  sooner  caught 
sight  of  Josephine  thnn  she  threw  her  arms  open  to  her  with 
joyfiil  vivacity*  and  kissed  ber  warmly. 

"  My  Josepbine  it  is  you  who  sav^e  us.  I  am  a  happy  old 
woman.  If  I  Lad  all  Frnnce  to  pick  from  I  could  not  hare 
found  a  man  bo  wortby  of  my  Josepbine,  He  is  bi-ave*  heiit 
handsome,  he  is  a  i-u^ing  man,  he  is  a  good  son^  and  good 
sons  make  good  husbands — and — I  shall  die  at  Beaurepaire, 
shall  I  not  madame  the  conimandante  ?  " 

Josephine  held  her  mother  round  the  neck,  but  never 
spoke.  After  a  silence  she  held  her  tighter,  and  cried  a 
little. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  asked  the  baroness  confidentially  of  Laure, 
but  without  showing  much  concern. 

"  Mamma  !  mamma !  she  does  not  love  him  !  " 

*'  Love  him  ?  Heaven  forbid  !  She  would  be  no  daughter 
of  mine  if  she  loved  a  man  at  sight.  A  modest  woman  loves 
her  husband  only." 

*'  liut  she  scurcely  knows  Monsieur  Eaynal." 

"  She  knows  more  of  him  than  I  knew  of  your  father 
when  I  married  him.  She  knows  his  virtues  and  appreciates 
them.  I  have  heiu'd  her,  have  I  not  love  ?  Esteem  soon 
ripens  into  love  when  they  are  once  fairly  married." 

"  My  mother,  does  her  silence  then  tell  you  nothing  ?  Her 
tears — are  they  nothing  to  you  ?  " 

*'  Silly  child !  These  are  tears  that  do  not  scald.  The 
sw^eet  soul  weeps  because  she  now  for  the  first  time  sees  she 
will  have  to  leave  her  mother.  Alas !  my  eldest  it  is  inevi- 
table.     This  is  Nature's  decree.     Sooner  or  later  the  young 
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am  very,  very  in- 


muBi  leave  tlje  parent  nest*    Mothers  are  not  immortal* 

liilc  thej  are  here  it  b  their  duty  lo  choose  good  husbands 

fV  thetr  diiugbters.     My  youngest  chose  for  liefseLi"-^ — ^I  con- 

snitd.     Bur  for  my  eldest  I  ehoose.     We  shiJI  see  whieh 

lOse  the  best     Meantime  we  stuy  at  Beaurepatie — thanks 

my  treasure  here-*' 

'*  Josephine  1  Josephine  1  you  iay  nothing,"  cried  Laure  in 
dismay. 

**  MoH  Dimi !  what  can  1  say  ?     1  love  my  mother  and  1 
ve  you*     You  draw  me  diiierent  ways,     I  want  you  to  be 
th  hiippy." 
Then  ii*  you  will  not  speak  out  I  must.    My  mother  do 

I  Dot  deeeivt*  your^^elf :  it  is  duty  aloue  that  keeps  her  silent; 
Ibis  match  \a  odious  to  her/^ 
I  ^*  Then  we  are  ruined  {  Josephine  is  this  matdi  odious  to 
ku  ?  ^ 
I  *^  Not  exactly  odious^  motlier :  but  I 
liflrtirent;* 
I  "  There  1  **  cried  Laure  triumphantly, 
I  **  There  \ "  cried  the  baron eaa  in  the  same  breath,  triumph* 
titly*      "  She  esteems    his    clmmcter :    but    bis   person   m 
Indifft  rviit  to  her :  in  other  worrLs  she  is  a  modest  girl,  and 
ly  daughter;  and  let  me  tell  you  Laure,  that  hut  for  the 
iefonunes  of  our  hous^  both  my  daughteis  wouJd   be 
led  as  I  was,  without  knowing  half  as  much  of  their 
inds  as  Josephine  knows  of  this  hnivcj  honest,  generous, 
filial  nentleman*" 
**  Gentleman  1 " 

*<  You  are  right:  I  should  have  said  noble,  by  the  bearu*' 
*»  Well  then,  since  she  will  not  speak  out^  I  will  1  Pity  me: 
love  her  so*  If  this  stranger,  whom  she  does  not  love 
am  ma,  lakes  her  away  from  us,  he  will  kill  me.  I  shall 
Se— oh!" 
Jot^epbinc  left  her  mother  and  went  to  console  Laure* 
The  baroness  lost  her  temper  at  this  last  stroke  of  oppofii- 
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**  Now  the  tiTith  comes  out  Laiire,  Htm  h  seliisbfiess.  Do 
not  deceive  t/oursi^W — selfisliness !  ** 

**  Mammii '  *' 

"You  are  only  waiting  to  leave  me  yourself.  Yet  your 
elder  sister,  forsooth y  must  be  kept  here  for  yoa  1 — till  then*" 
She  added  more  gently ,  **  Itjt  me  advise  you  to  retire  to  jouf 
own  room,  aod  examine  your  he&rt  fairly p" 

«I  wiU." 

"  You  will  find  there  is  a  Btroug  daah  of  egoism  in  all  this*" 

«KIdo " 

"  You  will  retract  your  opposition." 

**  My  heart  won't  let  me :  but  I  will  despise  mysell^  and 
be  silent." 

And  the  young  kdy  who  had  dried  her  eyes  the  momaiit 
she  was  accused  of  selfishness  walked,  head  erect,  from  the 
room.     Josephine  cast  a  deprecjiting  glance  at  her  mother. 

*^  Yes,  my  angel!"  said  the  latter,  *' I  was  harsh.  But 
we  are  no  longer  of  one  mind,  and  I  suppose  never  shall  be 
again." 

"  Oh  yes,  we  shall !  be  patient !  My  mother — you  shall 
not  leave  Beaurepaire  !  " 

The  baroness  coloured  faintly  at  these  four  last  words  of 
her  daughter,  and  hung  her  head. 

Josephine  saw  that,  and  darted  to  her  and  covered  her 
with  kisses. 

"  What  have  you  been  doing  to  your  mother  dears  ?  her 
pulse  is  very  high." 

"  We  had  a  discussion." 

"  Then  have  no  more  discussions :  we  have  tried  her  too 
much  with  our  discussions  lately.  A  little  more  of  tliis 
agitation,  and  I  foresee  a  palpitation  of  the  heart." 

"  Oh  let  me  go  to  her  !  "  cried  Laure. 

"  On  the  contrary,  do  pray  let  her  be  quiet.  I  have  sent 
her  to  lie  down  till  dinner  time.  But  you  really  must  adopt 
a  course  with  her,  and  adhere  to  it." 
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'  •^  We  will,  we  will.    What  shall  we  do?'' 
"  Let  her  bave  her  own  wraj.     She  won't  be  here  so  veiy 
I      long  that  we  should  thwart  her.     I  repent  mj  share  in  itt 
^Kij  dears  I  do  not  like  ber  ^jinptoms*" 
^H  *'  Oh  doctor !  my  darling  motber**' 

^^  ^  Depend  upon  it,  ber  mind  is  not  at  rest.  Sbe  le  not  ^mj 
^^et  about  Beanrepairei  In  her  heart  she  thinks  she  will  ba 
turned  adrift  upon  the  world  some  day,  and  with  as  liltla 
warning  as  that  Satan  of  a  notary  gave  her :  that  morning's 
^^ork  has  ibaken  ber  all  to  pieces," 
^H  Laure  sighed^  Josephine  sniiled* 

^H  The  commandant  did  not  come  to  diniier  a^  usuaL  The 
^^rening  paaaed  heavily:  tlieir  heartzi  were  full  of  uncer- 
tainty. 

**  We  rabs  our  merry  spirited  companion^^'  said  the  baron- 
ess with  a  grim  look  at  Laure,  Both  young  ladies  assented 
with  ludiorou*  eagerness. 

That  night  Laure  came  and  slept  with  Josephine,  and  more 
once  ^he  awoko  with  a  «tart  and  seized  Josephine  con- 
kively  and  h*?ld  her  tight. 

The  tNiinmandiuit  did  not  come  for  his  answer  next  dayi 
it  in  his  place  a  letter  to  say  he  was  obliged  to  go  to  head 
rs  lor  two  days,  hut  would  then  return  and  attack  the 
Lin  until  it  should  capitulate.     Between  the  discussion 
h<^r  mother  and  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  Laure  had 
■en  very  ?adf  and  very  thoughtfuL     Accused  of  egoism  !  at 
it  her  whole  nature  rose  in  arms  against  the  charge :  but 
ler  awhile,  coming  as  it  did  from  so  revered  a  person,  it 
forced  her  lo  serious  self  examiniition.    The  poor  girl  eaid  to 
]l€tielf — **  Mamma  h  a  shrewd  woman.      Am   I  after  all 
ieoelirlng  myself?     Would  she  be  happy,  and  am  1  stand- 
ing in  the  way  ?    She  begged  her  iister  to  walk  with  her 
■I  the   park,  that   so  they  might   be   safe  from  interrupt 

*»  f  am  in  deep  perplexity  :  I  CAUdot  understand  my  own 
mater*    Why  are  you  so  calm,  and  c^ld,  while  I  am  in  tor- 
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tures  of  anxiety*  "  Have  jon  made  some  resolve  and  not 
confided  it  tci  your  Laur*?  ?  *' 

**  No  love.     I  am  .scarce  capable  of  a  resolution — I  drift" 

**  Let  me  put  it  in  other  words  then.    How  will  this  end?  " 

« I  hardly  know/' 

"  Shall  you  marry  Monsieur  Raynal  then  ?  answer  me  thaL^ 

^  I  should  not  be  s?iirprised  if  he  were  to  marry  me  J' 

"  But  you  said  *  no  T  " 

"  Yes  I  said  *■  no '  once/* 

"  And  don't  you  mean  to  say  it  figain  ?  ** 

"  What  is  tlie  use  ?  you  heartl  him  sjiy  he  would  not  desbt 
any  the  more^  and  I  care  too  little  to  persist" 

"  Why  not,  if  he  goes  on  peatering  jcm  ?  " 

"  He  is  like  you — all  energy,  at  all  hours*  I  have  so  litde 
where  my  heart  is  4inconcemed  :  he  seems  too  to  have  a  wish : 
I  have  none  either  way,  and  my  conscience  says  '  marry 
him  ! '  " 

"  Your  conscience  says  marry  one  man,  loving  anotlier  ?  " 

'*  God  forbid !  my  sister,  I  love  no  one  :  I  have  loved,  but 
now  my  heart  is  dead  and  says  nothing :  and  my  conscience 
says,  'you  are  the  cause  of  all  your  mother's  trouble:  you 
are  the  cause  that  Beaurepaire  wjis  sold.  Now  you  can  re- 
pair that  mischief  and  at  the  same  time  make  a  brave  man 
happy,  our  benefactor  happy/  It  is  a  great  temptation  :  I 
hardly  know  why  I  said  *  no '  at  all,  surprise  perhaps — or  to 
please  you  pretty  one." 

Laure  groaned. 

"  Are  you  then  worth  so  little  that  you  would  throw  your- 
self away  on  a  man  who  does  not  love  you  ?  " 

"  He  will  love  me  :  I  see  that." 

"  He  does  not  want  you,  he  is  perfectly  happy  as  he  is." 

"  Laure  he  is  not  happy :  he  is  only  stout  hearted  and 
good,  and  therefore  content:  and  he  is  a  character  that  it 
would  be  easy — in  short,  T  feel  my  power  here  :  I  could 
make  that  man  happy :  he  has  nobody  to  write  to  even  when 
be  is  away — poor  fellow  I " 
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**  I  shall  lose  my  pailliiioe  Ja9e|>hine  :  jon  are  at  jour  old 
rick,  thinking  of  e^rybody  but  yoarself :  I  let  joii  flo  it  In 
rifles,  but  I  love  you  too  well  to  penult  it  when  the  hi^p pi- 
ess  cjf  your  whole  life  is  t%t  stake.     I  mu^t  be  sati.^ed  on  i 
De  point  t  or  else  this  marriugf  shall  never  take  place  i  I 
[  say  three  words  to  ihiM  Raynal  that  will  t?nd  it     I  kaye 
DU  to  guess  what  those  words  will  be,^' 
**  My  poor  Laure/*  repHed  Josephine,  *'  you  will  not :  for 
you  do  my  mother  and  Mt>Dsieur  Raynal  will  be  the  suf* 
ferer«:  m  for  me,  it  gives  me  pain  to  n^fu^e  him,  but  I  ahould 
BaTe  uo  objection  whatever  to  be  refused  by  him," 

**  Oh,  this  monstrous,  this  stony  indifference  I  rhere  I  threat- 
en no  more,  I  entreat :  my  sieter  be  fraak  with  me  unless  I 
baTt  lost  your  affection.** 

"I  will  speak  to  you  Laure  as  I  would  to  an  augeL" 
•*  Then  show  me  the  tKdtom  of  your  heart," 
^ How  can  I  do  that?*' 
*"  Wioki  do  you  mean  ?  ■ ' 
^  I  cannot  fathom  my  own  heart  1 " 
**  Joaepbine ! " 

**  Youra  \ovG  I  cao^  or  our  mother's,  or  Monsiear  Raynal's, 
Anybody *is,  but  Dot  my  own.     Can  jou  yours?" 

**  Well  I  well  I  then  don't,  but  just  answer  me  thl%  and  FU 
read  you :  if  CamiUe  D  ajar  din  jsitood  on  one  side  and  Mon- 
eiir  Hajnal  ou  the  other,  and  both  asked  your  hand,  whidi 
DiiM  you  take  ?  '* 

♦*  That  will  never  be.     Whose  ?     Not  his  whom  I  despise, 
tsteem  might  ripen  into  love,  but  what  must  contempt  end 

Bed ;  yet  one  question  more  and  1  have  done* 
ille  fihould  turn  out  to  be  not  quite — what  i^haU 
I  say  f — inexeugablei" 

"All  the  world  should  not  separate  me  from  him.  Why 
tortnre  me  with  mdi  it  rinestion  ?  Ah  1  I  see— <^)h,  Heaven  I 
you  !mv€  beard  wmething.  I  was  blind.  This  is  why  you 
would  save  me  from  this   untiatumJ   marriage.     You  are 
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breaking  Uie  good  news  to  me  bj  dtgve^.  TlieTie  is  no  need* 
Quiek^ — qukk — let  me  have  it.  I  have  waited  three  yeiir%, 
1  am  eick  of  waitiDg*  Why  don't  jon  speak  ?  Why  dot)*t 
you  tell  m%?  Then  I  will  tell  ^otu  He  is  alive — be  ia  well 
— iie  is  comiDg*  It  was  not  he  Ibose  toklfers  aaw  ;  they  were 
ao  far  off.  How  could  they  tell  ?  The»y  saw  an  uniform  but 
not  a  face.  Perhaps  he  Las  been  a  prisoner,  and  ^  could 
not  write — could  not  come.  But  be  is  coming  now<  Why  ■ 
do  you  groan  ? — why  do  you  turn  pale  ? — all  I  I  see — 1  have 
once  more  deceived  myself*  J  wa^  mad*  He  I  love  is  still 
a  traitor  to  France  and  mc,  and  I  am  wretched  for  ever-  Obi 
that  I  were  dead  I — ob !  that  1  were  dead  !  No — don't  ^peak 
to  me — never  mind  rae  ;  thiB  madnef^s  will  pass  aa  it  has  be- 
fore, and  leave  me  a  dead  thing  among  the  living — and  so 
best.  Ob  !  my  shter,  why  did  you  wake  me  from  my  dream  ? 
I  was  drifting  so  calmly,  so  peacefully,  so  dead,  and  painless 
— drifting  over  the  dead  sea  of  the  heart  towards  the  living 
waters  of  gratitude  and  duty.  I  was  going  to  make  more 
than  one  worthy  soul  happy  ;  and  seeing  them  happy  I  should 
have  been  content  and  useful — what  am  I  now  ? — and  com- 
forted other  hearts,  and  died  joyful — and  young — for  God  is 
good  :  He  releases  the  good  and  patient  from  their  bur- 
dens ! " 

With  this,  quiet  tears  came  to  the  poor  girl's  relief.  The 
short  lived  storm  was  lulled,  and  Patience  began  to  creep 
slowly  back  to  her  seat  in  this  large  heart. 

"  Accursed  be  that  man's  name,  and  cursed  be  my  tongue 
if  ever  I  utter  it  again  in  your  hearing ! "  cried  Laure. 
"  You  are  wiser  than  I,  and  every  way  better.  Oh !  Jose- 
phine love,  dry  your  tears.  Here  he  comes  :  look  !  riding 
across  the  park." 

"  Laure."  cried  Josephine  hastily,  "  I  leave  all  to  you. 
Receive  Monsieur  Raynal,  and  decline  his  offer  if  you 
think  proper.  It  is  you  who  love  nie  best.  My  mother 
would  give  me  up  for  a  house — for  an  estate — poor  dear  !  ** 

"  I  would  not  give  you  for  all  the  world." 
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know  it     I  trust  all  to  yon.     Wbatercr  jro^i  decide  I 
adhere  tov  upon  mj  hoDour/*  and  ahe  moved  lgwar<Js  the 

•*  WoU  but  don't  go  ;  stay  and  hear  what  T  etiall  aay.*' 
**  Oh  !  no  I  the  s%ht  of  that  poor  man  is  iniolerahle  to  me 

Let  me  think  of  his  virtues/* 
Ijaure  was  left  alone,  mistress  of  her  sister'B  fate*     Sbo 
at  her  head   into   her   hands   and  thought  with   all   her 
"ioul — 

-WhatshaUIdo?** 

That  now  fell  on  Laure  which  had  in  Uke  manner  taken 
rprise  ail  of  u&  who  are  not  utter  fool& — tlouht. 
f  was   positive  m  long  rus  the  decifiion  did  not  rest  with 
e?.     Ei^y  to  be  an  advocate  in  re  (iiceria — hard  to  be  the- 
Qdge;'     So  loug  as  Laure  was  opposed  slie  had  seen  tiie 
^€wu"  only,  but  now  the  "pro**'  came  rushing  upon  her 
l.ind. 
**  What  awful  power  a  man  hai  over  a  woman  1 1     I  shall 
irer  cure   my  eister  of  this  fatal   pajsioii*      A  husband 
Edght<     Ko  happiness  for  her  rnilea^  she  is  cured  of  il*     Our 
other  prays  for  ii^be  wishes  itp     She  wa^  indifferent,  or 
averse,  before  I  was  m  mad  as  to  disturb  her  judgment 
Hth  tto  mseal,  whose  name  she  bIiqII   never  hear  again  t^ 
pd  fhe  will  return  to  that  tranquil  efate  in  a  day  or  two^ 
Tell  then — ^that  she  should   loi^e   me,  and  I  her,  for  one 
[I0  does  not  Jove,  nor  he  Lerl     How  can  I  decide?   and 
ere  he  is^— Heaven  guide  loe  !  " 

"  Well  little  hid y,"  cried  tiie  cheerful  honi,  **  and  how  are 
DU  and  how  is  my  mother  iu  law  that  i«  to  be — or  is  not  to 
9,  OS  your  siater  pleases ;   and  how  ia  $he  ?  have  I  fright^ 

•  W«w  you  «v©r  n  metntj«r  af  tlic  Opiniititi<^«,  mtiricnJ  und  positive? 
Htid  did  KQ  iJmit  minitrer^  whom  yoij  hriil  ImiLl^ied  over  mucb,  tivmr  stiy 
mui'knly  to  ywti^  with  a  twinkle  in  hi*  ^ye,  **  You  ai^  ri^ht  my  lad*, 
^lyfvni  tltii  fmuntry?"'     And  r»n  that  did  your  cjrcnl  hi^art  ^'ftHnr^ns  Itk©  a 

ElMd  hlailfltr?  mid  did  your  prK>r  tittle  hemi  fii>d  ont  that  it  i»  enty  to 
ind  my  rniv  nUln  vC  tliiugf  thfQ«  tided,  but  lli©  Hardee  t  thing  on  *»rtll'j 
«kci««  ftlt«fmiivtj*— En  ? 
I - 
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There  were  two  petticoats;  and  now  thej*e 


-e  your  sister  ?  " 

m  ahaJl  not  have  hs^r/^ 


ened  her  awaj  ? 

k  but  one." 

*^  Oh  t  DO,  monsieur  ;  hut  she  left  me  to  answer  you." 

"  All  the  worse  for  me  :  I  am  not  to  your  taste*" 

^  Monsieur  do  not  say  that," 

**  Oh !  it  is  no  sacrilege  not  to  like  rae,     Not  one  in  fifl 
does.      I  forgive  you,  haw  !  h      'we  can't  all  have  good 
taste." 

**  But  I  do  like  you  Monsieui 

"  Then  why  won't  you  let  m€ 

**  I  have  not  quite  decided  t 

**A11  the  better/' 

"  I  dare  my  you  think  rae  vei  UDkiod,  very  selfish,  and 
you  are  not  the  ouly  one  who  calL  ine  that,** 

"  Sflfish  f  T  don't  know  what  yon  mean,** 

"  Yes  you  do.  Oh  !  you  don't  think  what  I  must  feel,  I 
who  love  my  sister  as  no  man  can  ever  love  her,  I  whose 
heart  lias  been  one  flesh  and  one  soul  with  liers  all  my  life. 
A  stranger  comes  and  takes  her  away  from  me  as  if  she  was 
nothing." 

"  It  is  too  bad ! "  cried  Raynal,  good  naturedly  ;  "  as  you 
say,  I  am  a  comparative  stranger :  still  it  is  not  as  if  I  was 
going  to  part  you  two." 

"  Not  separate  us  ? — when  you  take  her  to  Egypt" 

"  I  shall  not  take  her  to  Egypt" 

"  Yes  you  will — you  know  you  will." 

"  What,  do  you  think  I  am  such  a  brute  as  to  tal^e  that 
delicate  creature  out  fighting  with  me?  no  it  won't  be 
fighting:  you  mark  my  words,  it  will  be  hunting  Egyp- 
tians and  Arabs — why  the  hot  sand  would  choke  her,  to 
begin." 

"  Oh !  my  good  Monsieur  Raynal !  what  then  you  do  not 
tear  her  from  us  ?  " 

"  No,  you  don't  take  my  manoeuvre.  I  have  no  family. 
I  try  for  a  wife  that  will  throw  me  in  a  mother  and  sister. 
You  will  live  altogether  the  same  as  before,  of  course ;  only 
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let  me  make  one  of  you  when  I  am  at  home.    And 

otlen    will    that    bo?     Besides,   I   am  m   likely  to  be 

Dov'ked  on   the  lieod   in   Egypt  as  not ;  you  art  worry i&g 

our^elf  for  nothing  little  JiwJy,'* 

Ii»ynal  uttci^d  the   kst  topic  of  eonsolatioa  in  a  bro&d|^ 
rtirty,  hilarious  tone,  like  a  U-ombone  tlioruughly  impregnated 
riiU  cheerlui  views  of  fate- 
*^  Heaven  forbid  !  "  cried  Laure  :  "and  it  will,  for  I  shall 
^ibr  you  now.     Ah  1  monsienr  forgive  me  1  '* 
fes,  I  forgive  you— slop !    what  am  1  forgiving  you 
forr* 

•*  What  for  ?  wby  for  not  seeing  all  your  worth  :  of  course 
I  knew  you  were  an  angei,  but  1  had  no  idea  you  were  a 
ack.  You  are  just  the  man  for  my  sister-  She  likens  to 
ey :  you  are  all  for  commanding*  So  you  see*  Then  sb« 
ever  thinks  of  herself:  any  other  man  but  you  would 
spo^^e  on  her  good  nature ;  but  you  are  loo  generous  to 
►  that.  So  yini  see.  Then  she  esteems  you  ^o  highly,^* 
^  Brief,  you  are  her  plenifiotentiary,  nrid  you  sny  *yes/  "* 
'  Why  should  I  say  *  no  *  ?  you  will  make  one  another 
happy  some  day :  you  are  l)oth  so  gcHMU  Any  other  man 
but  you  would  ttjiir  her  from  rne ;  but  you  are  too  just, 
too  kind-  Heaven  will  reward  you.  No !  I  will*  I 
will  give  you  Josephine :  ah  my  deiir  brother  in  law  I 
^fe  you  there  the  most  preeious  thing  I  have  in  the 
Korld," 

■  **  Thank  yon  then,     So  that  h  setllpd.     Hum  I   no  it  is 
mu>i  quite  :  I  forgot :   I  have  something  for  you  to  read  :  an 
ftnonymous  letter.     I  got  it  this  morning :  it  my»  your  ai&ter 
Asla  a  h>ver— read  it'* 

I  The  letter  ran  to  this  tune :  a  friend  who  had  observed 
Hie  eommandant'ti  fref[Uunt  vi?itt5  at  BeaurepMlie  wroto  to 
■rarn  liim  againHl  trHp-?.  Holh  the  young  hidie.^  of  Beaure^ 
HRJre  were  doubt lej**  at  the  nf^w  proprietor'*  service  to  pick 
Brid  f^hiH^^e  frouj.  But  for  all  thai  eaf*h  of  them  had  a  lover, 
Bind   Uiough   these   lovers  had  their  ordere  to  keep  out  of 
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the  way  till  monsieur  should  be  hooked*  be  might  be  sure 
that  if  he  married  either,  tlie  mim  of  lier  heart  wotild 
come  on  the  scene  aooQ  after,  perhaps  be   pre^^ent  at  the 

wedding* 

In  short  it  waa  one  of  those  poisoned  arrows  a  coarse  vin- 
dictive  eoward  can  shoot. 

It  was  Llie  first  anonymous  letter  Laure  had  ev^r  seen* 
It  almost  drove  her  mad  on  the  spot  Raynal  was»  sonj  he 
bad  let  her  sec  it 

Siie  turned  red  and  white  by  tume,  and  gasped  for 
breath* 

"  Oh !  why  am  I  not  a  man  ? — why  don't  I  wear  &  sword* 
I  would  pass  it  through  this  CAitiff's  hoarL  The  cowardly 
slave  !~tlie  fiend !  for  who  but  a  fiend  could  slander  ao 
angel  like  my  Josephine  ?  Hooked  ?  Oh !  she  will  neTcr 
marry  you  if  she  sees  this." 

"  Then  don't  let  her  see  it,  and  don^t  take  it  to  heart 
like  that.  I  don't  trust  to  the  word  of  a  thief,  who  owns 
that  his  story  is  a  thing  he  dare  not  sign  his  name  to;  at 
all  events  I  shall  not  put  his  word  against  yours.  But 
this  is  why  I  put  the  question  to  you.  I  am  an  honest  man, 
but  not  a  complaisant  one.  I  should  not  be  an  easy  going 
husband  like  some  I  see  about.  I'd  have  no  wasps  round 
my  honey.  If  my  wife  took  a  lover  I  would  not  lecture  the 
woman — what  is  the  use?  I'd  kill  the  man  then  and  there; 
rd  kill  him  in  doors  or  out ;  I'd  kill  him  as  I  would  kill  a 
snake.  If  she  took  another  I'd  send  him  after  the  first,  and 
so  on  till  one  killed  me." 

"  And  serve  the  wretches  right" 

"  Yes,  but  for  my  own  sake  I  don't  choose  to  marry  a 
woman  that  loves  any  other  man.     So  tell  me,  come." 

"Monsieur,  the  letter  is  a  wicked  slander.  I  have  no 
lover.  I  have  a  young  fool  that  comes  and  teases  me :  but 
it  is  no  secret  He  is  away,  but  why  ?  he  is  on  a  sick  bed, 
poor  litde  fellow." 

^^  But  your  sister?" 
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ff J  sister  ?  mk  my  mother  whether  she  has  a  bvcr." 
"Whiit  for?    I  unk  jQiu     She  would  nm  have  a  lover 

now II  10  yon'* 
^  I  defy  her-     Well  mondeur,  1  hiive  not  seen  her  speak 
three  wai*<l8  to  anj  young  man  eJEcept  Ikloiisieur  Riviere  dils  ' 
(iretj  veurs  pasL*^ 
^*  That  is   enough,"    and   he    tore   the   letter  quietlj   to 

Tht^n  Laure  saw  she  c^uld  iifford  a  little  more  candour:— 

*^  tJader^^taiid  ine,  I  can*t  £;peak  of  what  hap|;ened  when  I 

«d  A  chiltl.     But  if  aver  ^he  had  a  girlish  attachment,  he 

noi  ftilbwed  it  up,  or  surely  I  should  have  seen  some* 

og  of  liim  all  thtjs4i  yeara.** 

'  Purhku — <*h  I  Hd  for  flirtations,  let  tht-m  jjass  :  u  lovely 
rl  doe:^  not  grow  up  wiUioui  one  or  two  wlii^pering  siouie 
Dni^ense  mm  her  ear.  Why  I  myself  should  b*ve  flirted 
Icru  hut  I  never  hud  the  time,  lioiiaparto  gives  you  time 
\  cut  at  id  dnrik,  hut  not  lo  sleep  or  flirt,  imd  thai  reminds 
I    have  My  milei  to  ride,  so   good  bye  siatcr-iu-law, 

**  Adteu^  brother-in-law*" 

.  alone  Luure  Imd  gome  mi^givmg!*.  She  had  eqntvo- 
Willi  one  w^lio^e  upright  candid  nature  ought  to  havt 
otecled  him :  hut  an  enemy  bad  accused  Josephine  ;  and  it 
60  nalurai  lo  shield  her.  *•  Did  he  reully  think  1  would 
expiise  my  own  sit^ter,**  ii*id  she  to  herself  angrily,  Waa 
not  ihijf*  anger  secret  Helf-di^coutent  ? 

lUiure  was  eoming  round  a  hlile  to  the  match  before  this 
■rklc  iiiler?iew  with  Haynah  His  promiie  not  to  take 
Bb«»ephine  tii  E^ypt  turned  the  scale.  The  anonymous 
^tter«  tL>o,  fired  her  with  anger  and  resistanee*  **  So  we  have 
an  enemy  who  tries  lo  hinder  him  from  marrying  her  I !  i  *' 
_  Irre^iahilion  wiis  no  part  of  this  vf^ung  hidy*s  charactr^r. 
Bhe  did  not  decide  hhndly  in  m  impoitJint  a  matter  i  but  her 
Bfcddion  once  uiade,  she  huni^ihed  ohjeetiont?  and  mi.^givingii; 
^Wllixia  ibr  them  waa  gone  by.  they  had  hud  their  hearing. 
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She  went  to  Josephine. 

"  Well  lovej"  said  Josephine,  "  have  you  dismissed  him  ?  " 

^  No."  , 

Josephine  smiled  feebly.  "It  is  eaay  to  my  'say  no:' 
but  it  is  not  so  ea^sy  to  eaj  *  no/  espeeiallj  when  you  fed 
you  ought  to  f-^y  *  jes/  and  have  no  wish  either  way  except 
to  give  pleasure  to  othera/' 

"  But  I  am  not  such  skim  milk,"  replied  Laure  :  "  I  hav« 
always  a  strong  wish  where  you  are  concerned,  and  your 
happiness.  I  he^sitated  whilst  I  was  in  doubt ;  hut  1  doubt 
no  longer :  I  lm>e  had  a  long  talk  with  him  :  he  has  shown 
me  his  whole  heart ;  he  is  the  best,  the  noblest  of  creatures ; 
he  has  no  littleness  or  meanness*  Also  be  h  a  thorough 
man ;  I  know  that  by  his  being  ibe  very  opposite  of  a  woman 
in  his  ways :  now  you  are  a  f borough  wonmn;^  and  30U  will 
suit  one  another  to  a  T.  I  have  decided  my  Josephine  :  no 
more  doubts  love  :  no  more  tears  :  no  more  disputes :  we  are 
all  of  one  mind." 

"  All  the  better." 

"  Embrace  me,  I  love  you  !  oh  !  never  sister  loved  sister 
as  I  you  :  I  have  secured  your  happiness." 

"  Never  mind  my  happiness,  think  of  our  mother,  think 
of " 

"  Your  happiness  is  before  all.  It  will  come  !  not  all  in  a 
day  perhaps,  but  it  will  come.  So  then  in  one  little  fortnight 
my  sister — ah  ! — you  marry  Monsieur  Raynal." 

"  You  have  settled  it  ?  " 

"  Yes ! " 

«  What— finaUy  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  But  are  you  sure  I  can  make  him  as  happy  as  he 
deserves  ?  " 

"  Positive." 

"  I  think  so  too  ;  still " 


"  It  is  settled  dear,"  said  Laure  soothingly. 

^Oh  I  the  comfort  of  that — you  relieve  me  of  a  weight" 
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"  It  is  settled  10?%  and  by  me." 

**TtieTi  1  s\m  at  peacw.  You  are  mj  best  frieod.  I  nhsIL 
live  duties  ;  I  sliall  do  some  gcMHl  in  the  world*  They  were 
ill  for  it  bul  you  before," 

e^*  Aud  now   1   am  Btronger  for  it   tlian  anyone.     It  is 
bttled." 
r   '^Ble^fls  you   dear  Laure — you   haire  saved  your  eist^. 
Oh!  CAHII.LK — Camilla! — why  sati  f ot?  ahahboned 
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Sbe  fell  to  ebbing  terribly,  Laure  wept  on  lier  neck,  but 
e^d  notlungt  Bbe  too  wa»  a  woman^  and  felt  tiiose  deapair- 
mg  words  were  tbe  woman's  consent  to  many  him  she 
esteemed  but  did  not  love.  It  was  the  last  despairing  cry  of 
love  giving  tip  a  hopeless  struggle. 

And  ill  tuct  these  were  the  last  words  ttiat  passed  between 
ie  6i£t€r3. 

It  was  settled. 

jLnd  now  Jacintlia  came  to  tell  them  it  was  cloie  npon 
dinner  time. 

They  hastened  to  dry  iheir  tears  and  wash  their  red  ey€i^  ^ 
for  fear  their  mother  should  see  what  they  had  been  at,  and 
worry  hcrsalf, 

a  \^^i|  Hiadeuioisellc,  these  two  consent ;  but  what  do  you 
ny  ?  for  after  all,  it  is  you  I  am  courting,  and  not  them* 
lave  you  the  oourage  to  Tenture  on  a  rough  soldier  like 
ae?" 

**  Speak  Josephine^*'  said  ihe  haronesa. 

For  this  deUcAte  question  was  put  plump  before  the  three 

lies, 

**  Monsieur/'  said  Josephine  timidly,  "  I  will  be  as  frauk, 

etraightforward  as  you  are*  I  thank  you  for  the  honour 
on  <lo  me." 

Bayn&t  looked  perplexed* 

**  Mother-in-law?  doe*  IJiat  mean  yes  or  no?** 

**  I  did  not  hear  the  word  '  no,'  did  you  ?  " 
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«  Not  downright  *  no  M  " 

**Then  she  means  'yes.*" 

"  Then  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  her." 

"  You  have  little  reason  to  be  monsieur." 

**  Yes  he  ha^  1 "  cried  tbe  baronet,  "  and  so  have  you  my 
beloved  child — my  brave  soldier  I  would  have  Bcleeted  jou 
for  a  son  out  of  all  the  nation." 

'^  And  I  never  saw  an  old  lady,  but  one,  that  fiuil«Ml  me 
for  a  mother  like  you." 

"  You  have  but  one  fault;  yoti  never  can  stay  quietly  and 
chat." 

^  That  is  BoDaparte's  fault  I  have  got  to  go  to  him  at 
Paris  tomorrow  " 

"  So  soon  ?  but  you  stay  with  us  this  evening ;  I  insist  OQ 
it.     I  shall  be  hurt  else." 

"  All  the  evening.  And  just  now  I  want  to  say  some- 
thing to  you  that  I  don*t  wish  those  two  to  hear,  motlier ! " 

"  That  is  a  hint  my  young  ladies,"  said  the  baroness. 

"  And  a  pretty  broad  one,"  said  Laure  with  a  toss. 

The  details  of  this  conversation  between  the  baroness  and 
Raynal  did  not  transpire :  but  it  left  the  baroness  very 
happy,  and  at  the  same  time  much  affected. 

"  He  is  an  angel  my  dears,"  cried  she  :  "  he  thinks  of 
everything.  I  shall  love  all  brusque  people  :  and  once  I 
held  them  in  such  aversion.  You  are  a  happy  girl  Josephine, 
and  I  am  a  happy  old  woman." 

Josephine  brightened  up  at  the  old  lady's  joy,  then  she 
turned  quickly  to  examine  Laure;  Laure's  face  beamed  with 
unaffected  happiness. 

"  Ah  ! "  said  Josephine  complacently.  She  added  '*  and 
what  a  comfort  to  be  all  of  one  mind." 

The  wedding  was  fixed  for  that  day  fortnight. 

The  next  morning  wardrobes  were  ransacked.  The  silk, 
muslin,  and  lace  of  their  prosperous  days  were  looked  out : 
grave  discussions  were  held  over  each  work  of  art, 

Laure  was  active,  busy,  fussy. 
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The  baroness  threw  in  the  weight  of  her  judgment  and 
experience. 

Josephine  smiled  whenever  either  Laure  or  the  baroness 
looked  at  all  fixedlj  at  her. 

So  glided  the  peaceful  days.  So  Josephine  drifted  towards 
the  haven  of  wedlock. 


18  • 
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CHAPTER  XX, 

At  Bajonne,  a  garrison  town  on  tlie  Boutb  fit>ntier  of 
Fitmce,  two  sentinels  walked  lethargir^Uy,  crQ?*sing  and 
recrossing  before  the  governor's  hoBs«.  Suddenly  iheir 
official  drowsiness  burst  into  energy ;  they  lowered  their 
pieces  and  crossed  them  with  a  cla?ih  before  the  gateway.  A 
pale,  grisly  mnti,  in  rusty,  detaeed,  dirtyt  and  torn  i-^'gi- 
mentals,  was  walking  into  the  courtyard  really  as  if  it  be- 
longed to  him.     The  battered  man  did  not  start  back. 

He  stopped  and  looked  down  with  a  smile  at  the  steel 
barrier  the  soldiers  had  improvised  for  him,  then  drew  him- 
self a  little  up,  carried  his  hand  carelessly  to  his  caj),  which 
was  nearly  in  two,  and  gave  the  name  of  an  officer  in  the 
French  army. 

If  you  or  I,  dressed  like  a  beggar,  w^ho  years  ago  had 
stolen  regimentals  and  worn  them  down  to  civil  garments, 
had  addressed  these  soldiers  with  these  very  same  words, 
the  bayonet.s  would  have  kissed  closer,  or  perhaps  the  points 
been  turned  against  our  sacred  but  rusty  person  ;  but  there 
is  a  freemasonry  of  the  sword  :  the  hght  imperious  hand  that 
touched  tliat  battered  cap,  and  the  quiet  clear  tone  of  com- 
mand, told. 

The  soldiers  slowly  recovered  their  pieces,  but  still 
looked  uneasy  and  doubtful  in  their  minds.  The  battered 
one  saw  this,  and  gave  a  sort  of  loft}'  smile  ;  he  turned 
up  his  cuffs  and  showed  his  wrists,  and  drew  himself  still 
higher. 

The  sentinels  shouldered  their  pieces  sharp,  then  dropped 
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bem  eimukaneouilj  with  a  datter  and  ring  upon  Ibe  pare- 
bent. 
**'  Pass  captaiD." 
The  battered  rusty  figure  rang  the  goremor's  belL     A 
iervant  auae  and  eyed  him  with  horror  and  contempt     He 
gave  his  name  aiid  heggtrd  to  see  the  governor. 

The  servant  left  him  in  the  hall,  and  went  up  etalrs  to  tell 

his    nuuiter.      At   the    name    the    governor   reflected^    then 

frowned,  then  bade  hk  servant  reach  him  down  a  ear  tain 

book.      He   inspected   it,      ^I    thought  so:    anyone   with 

im  ?  " 

*'  No  monsieur  the  governor." 

**  I.^oad  my  pl^tob  :  put  them  on  the  table :  pat  that  book 
show  him  in  :   and  then  order  a  guard  to  the  drjor/' 
e  governor  was  a  stern  veteran  with  a  powerful  brow, 
a  abaggj  eyebrow,  and  a  pi<^rcing:  eye*     He  never  rose,  but 
hia  chin  on  his  hand,  and  his  elt>ow  on  a  table  thffi 
between  them :  and  eyed  ibe  new  oomer  7ery  fixedly 
strangely* 
**We  did  not  expect  to  see  joo  on  this  side  the  Fyre- 


*'  Kor  I  myself  governor.'* 

"  Wliat  do  you  come  to  me  for  ?  *' 

*'  A  welccime^  a  suit  of  regimentals^  and  money  to  take  tne 

ja  Paris.*' 

"And  suppose  instead  of  that,  I  turn  out  a  <^orporal*s 

ard,  and  bid  them  &hoot  you  in  the  courtyard  ?  " 

**  It  would  be   the  drollest  tiling  you  ever  did,  all  things 

conaldered,"  said   the  other  coolly,  but  be  looked  a  littl« 

Tlie  goyemor  went  for  the  book  he  had  lately  consulted, 
bund   the  page,  handed   it  to  the  rusty  officer,  and  watched 
bn    keenly :    thu  blood   rushed  all  over  his  face,  and  hit* 
Ip  trembled ;   but  His  eye  dwelt  stem  yet  «orrowfiil  on  the 
uvemor. 
**  I  have  read  your  book  :  now   r»*ad  mine."     Hi*  drew  off 
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his  coat  and  showed  bis  wrists  and  arms,  l>lae  and  whaled, 
**can  you  read  that  monsieur?** 

-Nol" 

"All  the  better  for  you:  Spanish  fetters,  general."  He 
showed  a  white  scar  on  his  shoulder.  *'  Can  you  r^ul  that 
sir?" 

«  Humph?" 

**  This  is  what  I  cut  out  of  it,'*  and  he  handed  the  gOTeroor 
a  little  round  ^tone  as  big  and  almoet  as  regular  as  a  musket 
baU. 

•*  Humph  I — that  oould  hardly  have  been  fired  from  a 
French  musket." 

"  Can  you  read  this  ?  "  and  he  showed  him  a  long  cicatrix 
on  his  other  arm* 

"  Knife  I  think  ?  "  said  the  governor. 

"  You  are  right  monsieur  :  Spanish  knife  !  Can  you  read 
this  ?  "  and  opening  his  bosom  he  showed  a  raw  and  bloody 
wound  on  his  breast. 

"  Oh  the  devil !  "  cried  the  general. 

The,  wounded  man  put  his  rusty  coat  on  again,  and  stood 
erect,  and  haughty,  and  silent. 

The  general  eyed  him,  and  saw  his  great  spirit  shining 
through  this  man.  The  more  he  looked  the  less  could  the 
scarecrow  veil  the  hero  from  his  practised  eye. 

"  There  has  been  some  mistake,  or  else  I  dote — and  can't 
tell  a  soldier  from  a " 

"  Don't  say  the  word  old  man,  or  your  heart  will  bleed." 

"  Humph !  I  must  go  into  this  matter  at  once.  Be  seated 
captain  if  you  please,  and  tell  me  what  have  you  been  doing 
all  these  years  ?  " 

"  Suffering." 

"  What  all  the  time  ?  " 

"  Without  intermission  !  " 

"  But  what  ?  suffering  what  ?  " 

"  Cold,  hunger,  darkness,  wounds,  solitude,  sickness,  de- 
spair, prison,  all  that  man  can  suffer." 
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**  Impossible ;   a  man  wot i Id  be  deml  at  that  rate  before 

^K  *•  1  should  brtve  died  a  dozen  limee^  but  for  one  thing." 

^H  u^yl  what  was  OiHt?'' 

^H  "  I  had  promised  to  UveJ* 

^^    There  was  a  pause.    Then  the  old  man  said  calmly,  "  To 

I      Ihe  facta  joung  man  :  I  listen/* 

^H  An  hour  had  scarce  elapsed  since  tbe  rustj  figure  was 
^Htopfied  by  the  sentinelK  at  the ,  gate,  when  two  glittering 
P     officers  passed  out  under  the  same  archway,  followed  hy  a 

aerratit  carrying  a  furred  cloak*  The  sentinels  presented 
I      4i]ia&  ,  The  elder  of  tbese  officers  was  the  governor :   the 

jounger  wai   the   late   gearecrow,  id  a  bran  new  uniform 

I  belonging  to  the  govemor*fi  son-  He  eh  one  out  now  in  his 
^^krue  light :  the  beau  ideal  of  a  patrician  soldier ;  one  would 
P^aire  said  he  had  been  bom  with  a  sword  by  his  aide  imd 

drilled  by  Nature,  so  straight  and  smart  yet  easy  he  was  in 

rery  movement.     Re  was  like  a  falcon,  eye  and  idJ,  only  aa 

,  were  down  at  the  bottom  of  the  hawk  eye  seemed  to  lie  a 

fe'i  eye.      That  wonderful  compound   and  varying  eyei 

aed  to  say :   I  can  love,  I  can  £glit :   I  can  fight,  I  can 

loT€,  as  few  of  you  can  do  either. 

II  The  old  man  was  trying  to  persuade  him  to  stay  Rt 
I^BAyonne,  until  hm  wound  shoo  Id  be  cured* 

|B.  '*^^  general,  I  have  othex  wounds  to  core  of  longer  staxid* 
r     fog  than  this  one." 

**  Paris  is  a  long  journey  for  a  wounded  mati." 

"  Sny  a  scratched  man  general*' 

**  Wefl^  promise  me  to  stay  a  month  at  Paris  ?  " 

"  Generalf  I  shall  stay  an  hour  in  Paris/' 

**  Ail  hoar  in  Paris  1 1 !  Well  at  least  eaU  at  the  Wi^ 
Oiire  and  present  thifl  letter," 

"IwilL" 

That  same  afternoon  wrapped  in  the  governor's  furred 
clonk,  the  young  offirjer  lay  at  his  full  length  in  the  eoupe  of 
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the  diligence,  the  whole  of  which  the  governor  had  peremp- 
torilj  demanded  for  him,  and  rolled  da^  and  night  towards 
Paris, 

He  reached  it  worn  with  fatigue  and  fevered  bj  hb  wound, 
but  hifl  spirit  m  indomitable  m  ever.  He  went  to  the  War 
Office  with  the  govern or'g  letter*  It  aeemed  to  create  some 
little  sensation :  one  functionary  came  and  ^aid  a  polite  word 
to  him,  then  another*  At  last  to  hm  infinite  aurprise  the 
minister  himself  f^ent  down  word  he  wished  to  isee  liioi ;  the 
minister  put  sevx*nil  qut^tion^  to  hi  a,  and  seemed  interested 
in  him  and  touched  by  his  relation. 

<'  I  think  captain  I  ihall  have  to  send  to  70a  t  where  do 
you  stay  in  Paiis ? " 

"  Nowhere  moasieur — I  leave  Paris  as  soon  as  I  can  find 
an  easy  going  horse." 

^  But  General  Bertaux  tells  me  you  are  wounded." 

"  A  little." 

"  Pardon  me  captain,  but  is  this  prudent  ?  is  it  just  to 
yourself  and  your  friends  ?  " 

"  Yes  monsieur,  I  owe  it  to  those  who  perhaps  think  me 
dead." 

"  You  can  write  to  them." 

"  I  grudge  so  great,  so  sacred  a  joy  to  a  letter.  No  !  after 
all  I  have  suffered  I  claim  to  be  the  one  to  tell  her  I  have 
kept  my  word :  I  promised  to  live,  and  I  live." 

"  Her  ?  I  say  no  more  captain — only  tell  me  what  road 
you  take." 

"  The  road  to  Britany." 

As  the  young  oificer  was  walking  his  horse  by  the 
road  side  about  a  league  and  a  half  from  Paris,  he  heard  a 
clatter  behind  him,  and  up  galloped  an  aide  du  camp, 
and  drew  up  alongside,  bringing  his  horse  nearly  on  his 
haunches. 

He  handed  him  a  large  packet  sealed  with  the  arms  of 
France.     The  other  tore  it  open  and  there  was  his  brevet  as 
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colonaL     Mh  clieek  flashed  and  his  eye  glittered  with  joy. 
pie  aide  du  camp  next  gave  bini  a  parcel — 

**  Yt>iir  epaulett*i8  eolonel  1     We  heiir  you  are  going  into 
be  wilds  where  epaulettes  don't  grow.     You  »re  to  join  the 
ny  of  the  Rhine  as  soon  n»  your  wound  is  well.** 
*•  Wherever  my  country  calls  mSi" 

^'  Your  uddreas,  tbeci,  colonel,  that  we  may  know  where  (o 
at  our  finger  on  a  hero  when  we  want  one," 
**  I  am  going  to  Btaurepaire,** 
**  Ah  !  Be4mrepaire  ?     I  never  heard  of  it/' 
**You  never  heard  of  Beanrepaire  ?     Bcaurepaire  is  in 
Briianyj  twenty  five  leagues  from  Parisj  twenty  three  leagues 
tid  a  half  from  here.'* 

"  Good !  Iloalth  and  honour  to  you  ooloneh" 
**  The  same  to  you  monsieur — or  a  soldier's  death/* 
The  new  colonel  read  the  precious  document  across  his 
DFse^s  mane^  and  then  he  wa^  going  to  put  one  of  the  epau- 
ettes   on   his   right  shoulder,   bare  at  present:  but  he  re- 
lected* 

'  No  ]  I  wiU  not  crown  myself.  She  shall  make  me  a 
el  with  her  own  dear  liand.  I  will  put  them  in  my 
tL  I  win  not  even  look  lit  them  till  ^lie  has  s^een  them  ; 
T  have  no  right*  Oh !  how  liappy  I  am,  no!  only  to  come 
baek  to  her  alive,  but  to  come  baek  to  her  honoured-*' 

His  wound  Bmartedi  his  limbs  ached,  but  no  pain  past  or 
;  present  could  lay  hold  of  his  mind.  In  his  great  joy  he 
j      refiiembered  past  i§uffeHng  and  felt  present  pain — and  smibd* 

Only  every  now  and  then  he  pined  for  wings, 
^^m    ^^  ^  ^^^  weary  road  I 

^H  He  was  walking  Ids  horse  quietly,  drooping  a  little  over 
^^Ois  eaddle,  when  another  officer  well  niounleil  came  after  him 
^■nd  pft»ed  him  at  a  himd  gallop  with  one  hasty  glance  at  hii 
^Mniform,  and  went  tearing  on  like  one  riding  for  his  Ufe< 
^^  **  Don*t  1  kr»*iw  ttiat  fjicf^  ?  "  i?aid  he. 
I  Hl*  eudgclled  his  memory,  and  at  last  he  remembered  it 

was  the  face  of  an  old  comrade.     They  had  been  lieutenania 
ogether. 
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"Itwcw  Eajnal,"  said  he,  "only  bronzed  by  service  In 
Bome  liot  country.  No  wonder  he  did  not  know  me.  I  must 
be  more  changed  still  I  wbb  I  bad  hailed  tbe  iellow. 
Perhaps  T  shall  fall  in  with  bim  again  at  tbe  next  town-" 

He  toncbed  his  horse  with  the  spur,  and  cantered  gendy 
on,  for  trotting  shook  Mm  more  tlian  he  could  hestr.  Even 
when  be  cantered  he  had  to  pre.?  lis  hand  against  hia  bo^iomT 
and  often  with  the  motion  a 
and  forced  the  water  from  his 

His  great  love  and  his  high  • 
body's  idle  attguisb*  And  sC 
ward  as  at  s^ome  object  in  the  u^i 
gently  on,  his  hand  pressed  to  hi  bcNsom,  his  bead  drooping 
now  and  then,  smiling  patiently  upon  tbe  road  to  Beanre- 
paire. 


:*er  pang  than  usual  came 
;  and  then  he  smiled. 
igc  made  this  reply  to  the 
eyes  looked  straight  for-  J 

at  horizon,  while  he  came    ■ 
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CHAPTER  XXL 


At  Beaurepoire  th^j  were  making  mtd  fdteriiig  weddtng 
Lnure  was  excited^  and  even  Josephme  took  a  calm. 
itef^fit     l>rt?ss  iievcr  goea  for  noilimg  with  her  sex.     The 
lira  and  Ubla;  w^re  covered  with  (kesseij  and  the  floor 
|fft3  littered- 
**  1  wish  yoii  would  think  more  of  what  yon  are  to  wear/' 
**  Of  course  )'ou  do,"  aaid  Laure  :  "but  that  is  elfish  of 
nu*     You  always  waot  to  have  your  owo  way,  and  your 
b  to  be  ihiiiking  of  everybody  before  Josephine :  but 
ou  shaii  not  have  your  own  way  whikt  I  acn  Uert;,  because 
]  iim  tiie  mistress/* 
**  Nobody  dibputes  that^  love  I  " 

**  All  the  better  for  tliem  dear.    Kow  dear  you  really  must 
rork  harder.    It  only  wants  five  days  to  the  wedding,  and 
'  lee  what  oceans  we  have  to  do  1 " 

It  waa  thre4^  o'dock  in  the  afternoon :  the  baroneas  had 
j^hied  her  daughieitit  and  was  presiding  over  the  rites  of  J 
^▼iiiiity,  liiid  telling  them  what  she  wore  at  bar  wedding,  und«r  I 
hamm  XVi,  with  &tHct  accuracy,  and  what  we  men  should  I 
con.^ider  a  wonderful  eSurt  of  memory,  when  the  Conunand- 
ant  KaymU  viium  in  like  a  cannon  bull,  wiLhoul  any  warning, 
ijvd  fettjod  among  them  in  a  slitiT  miliu*ry  attitude-     Exclamar  j 
^tiorii  iVom  all  the  party,  and  then  a  kind  greeting,  eipecially 
from  the  haroneai, 

L     **  We  have  been  t<o  dull  without  you  Jean/* 
I     **  And  I  have  misslsji  you  once  or  twice  mother-in-I&w,  I 
I|mi  tell  you*     Well  motlier-in-law  I  am  afraid  I  ihiill  vacj 
bou,  but  you  inn&t  consider  we  live  In  a  busy  time.    Tomor- 

mm  1  tt«it  for  £g}rpt  r*  ^ 
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«OhI"  cried  Laure. 

"  Tomorrow  !  "  (.Tied  the  baron f^ss. 

Josephine  put  down  her  work  quieUy, 

**  Yes,  it  is  all  altered,  Bona|jarte  leaves  Paris  the  day  after 
tomorrow  at  seven  m  the  moroing,  and  I  go  with  him.  I 
rode  back  here  as  fast  as  I  could  to  spend  what  little  time  i$ 
left  with  you;" 

The  ladies*  eyes  all  telegraphed  me  aDother  in  torn. 

"  My  horfia  k  a  good  one.  If*  I  start  tomorrow  at  nooQ,  I 
shall  be  at  Paris  by  five  in  the  momiitg — must  be  with  Bona- 
parte at  half  past  five." 

The  baroness  sighed  deeply,  and  the  tears  came  into  her 
eyes. 

"  Just  as  we  were  al!  beginning  to  know  and  love  you/' 

"  Oh  !  you  must  not  be  downhearted,  old  lady.  Why  I 
am  as  likely  to  come  back  from  Egypt  as  not.  It  is  an  even 
chance,  to  say  the  least." 

This  piece  of  consolation  completed  the  baroness's  unhap- 
piness.  She  really  had  conceived  a  great  affection  for  Ray- 
nal,  and  her  heart  had  been  set  on  the  wedding. 

These  her  motives  were  mixed ;  and  so  by  the  bye  are 
yours  and  mine,  in  nearly  all  we  do — good,  bad,  or  indif- 
ferent. 

"  Take  away  all  that  finery  girls,"  said  she  bitterly,  '*  we 
shall  not  want  it  for  years.  All !  my  friend  I  shall  not  be 
alive  when  you  come  home  from  Egypt.  I  shall  never  have 
a  son  !  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Raynal  a  little  roughly.  "  It 
will  be  your  own  fault  if  you  don't  have  a  son ;  it  shall  not 
be  mine." 

"  I  should  rather  ask  what  do  you  mean  ?  You  will  be 
my  friend  and  the  betrothed  of  my  daughter.  But  consider; 
but  for  this  contretemps  you  really  would  have  belonged  to 
me  in  a  few  days'  time.  I  should  have  had  the  right  to  put 
my  finger  on  you  and  say — *  This  is  my  son.'  Alas !  that 
name  had  become  dear  to  me.     I  never  had  a  son^-only 
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Boghiers — the  best  any  wonian  ever  liadi   but  one  is  not 
complete  without  il  son,  and  I  shall  never  live  to  have  one^*^ 
Haynal  Jooked  puzzled.    The  young  ladies  were  putting 
away  thm  wedding  ibingis. 

**  I  hate  G^'.neral  Bonaparte,*'  said  Laure  vicioualy. 
Hate  my  general  ?  *'  g^roaned  llaynal,  looking  down  with 
i  sort  of  superstitious  awe  and  wonder  at  the  lovely  vixen. 
**  Hate  the  best  soldier  the  world  ever  saw  ?  " 

'  What  do  I  care  for  Ms  soldiership.     He  haa  put  off  our 
edding.     For  bow  many  years  did  you  say  ?  ** 
••  Ko  ;  he  ha^  put  it  on/' 

**  And  afler  me  warkiug  mj  linger  to  the  bone — put  it  on 
— what  do  you  tneaii  ?  " 

*  I  laran  I  he  wedding  wa^  to  he  in  a  week,  and  now  it  h 
\  he  tomorrow  at  tea  o'clock  ;  that  is  putting  it  on  I  call** 
The  three  ladies  set  up  their  throats  together- 
**  Tomorrow  ?  " 

•*  Toraorrow*    Why  what  do  you  euppoie  I  left  Paris  for 
sterday  ?  left  my  duiies  even.**. 
What  monsieur?"  asked  Josephine,  timidly,  **did  you 
ride  all  that  way^  and  leave  your  dutiesj  merely  to  marry 
?  **  and  she  looked  a  little  pleased* 
'  Ton  are  wof  tU  a  great  deal  more  trouble  than  that,**  smd 
ayual   simply.     •*  Besides  1  had  passed  my  word,  and  I 
Iwayti  kee|j  my  word*" 
**  So  do  I  monsieur/*  s^d  Josephine^  a  little  proudly*     **  I 
Dl  go  from  it  now,  if  you  insist ;  but  I  confess  to  you 
peh  a  prtrjiosal  staggers  me  ;  so  sudden — no  prelimina- 
riea — no  time  lo  reflect ;  b  short  there  are  so  many  difficul- 
i  that  I  must  request  of  your  courtesy  to  reconsider." 
'  BilHcuIties,**  shouted  Rajnal  with  merry  disdain ;  "  there 
E  none  nnlc*^  you  §  it  down  ami  make  them  :  difficulties  ?  ? 
k!  hul  we  do  more  difBcult  ihing-i  thixn  this  c?ery  day  of 
Oorliva^t  we  passed  th«  bridge  of  Angola  in  thirteen  inin- 
nies :  and  we  had  not  the  consent  of  the  enemy;  as  we  h&v^ 
jmw  mademoii^lle — have  we  nol  ?  ** 
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**  Mooaieur  it  seems  imgracious  in  mc  to  raise  objections, 
when  you  have  taken  so  much  trouble — but — mfunnn.  1 1 " 

**  Yesi  my  daughter  :  my  dear  tViend  you  do  us  both  ^real 
honour  by  this  empresmmetU :  but  I  ^e  no  jjossibitily  :  there 
is  an  etiquette  we  cannot  altogether  defy  i  there  are  prelim 
inarjes  betbro  a  daughter  of  the  Barou  de  Beaurepaire ' 

**  There  u^ed  to  be  all  that  a  n!  '*  laughed  Rayiial  put^ 
ting  her  down  good  humour<  "  but  it  was  in  Uie  days 

wheu  armies  came  out  and  touti.  their  caps  to  one  another, 
and  went  back  mto  winter  quan  .  Then  the  struggle  was 
who  could  go  ilowest :  now  the  la  is  who  ean  go  fastest 
Time  and  Bonaparte  wait  for  m.  dy :  and  ladies  and  other 
strong  places  are.  taken  by  storm,  not  undermined  a  foot  a 
moutli  as  under  Noah  Q nature e  i  let  me  cut  this  short  aa 
time  is  short :  mademoiselle  you  say  you  are  a  woman  of 
your  word,  and  that  if  I  insist  you  will  give  in  :  well  I 
insist !  " 

"  In  that  case  monsieur  all  is  said :  I  shall  not  resist 
you." 

"  It  would  be  no  use,"  cried  Laure  clapping  her  hands, 
"  the  man  is  irresistible." 

"  You  will  not  resist  ?  that  is  all  I  require :  now  don't 
worry  yourself :  don't  fancy  difficulties  :  don't  trouble  your- 
self. I  undertake  everything :  you  will  not  have  to  lift  a 
finger  except  to  sign  the  marriage  contract.  As  the  time  is 
short  I  cut  it  into  rations  beforehand  :  the  carriages  will  be 
here  at  nine  :  they  will  whisk  us  down  to  the  mayor's  house 
by  a  quarter  to  ten  :  Picard  the  notary  meets  us  there  with 
the  marriage  contract  to  save  time  :  the  contract  signed,  the 
mayor  will  do  the  marriage  at  quick  step  out  of  respect  for 
me  and  to  save  time — half  an  hour — quarter  pa,^t  ten  :  break- 
fast all  in  the  same  house  an  hour  and  a  quarter  : — we  mustn't 
hurry  a  wedding  breakfast — then  ten  minutes  or  so  for  the 
old  fogies  to  waste  in  making  speeches  about  our  virtues  mad- 
emoiselle— yours  and  mine  :  my  answer  ten  seconds — my 
watch  will  come  out — my  charger  will  come  round — I  rise 
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om  Ihc  table — embrace  my  dear  old  mother — kiss  ttij  wife's 
a.iid — into  the  saddle — caoter  to  Pari^^roll  to  Toulon^ — snil 

Egypt*  But  I  shall  IeaT«  ih  Madam  Rayiial  and  n  mother 
ehiiid  me :  they  will  both  send  me  a  kind  word  now  and 
Eien  ;  and  I  will  write  It* tiers  to  jon  all  tmm  EgypLj  and 
rlien  I  c^me  home  my  wil*e  and  I  will  make  acquaintance, 
Oil  we  will  all  be  happy  together :  and  if  I  am  killed  out 
bere  don't  you  go  and  fret  your  poor  little  heArta  about  it: 
1  is  a  soldier*^  lot,  sooner  or  later.  Besides  you  will  find  I 
ftve  taken  care  of  you :   my  poor  women  Jean  Raj^al'a 

cid  won't  let  any  skulking  thief  come  and  turn  yon  out  of 
&ur  quarters,  even  though  Jean  Raynal  should  l>e  dead : 
'  have  got  to  meet  Picard  at  Riviere's  on  that  very  business 
—I  am  oiT." 

He  was  gone  as  brufiquely  as  he  came, 

** My  mother!  my  sister  1"  cried  Josephine,  ** help  me  to 

ve  thb  mail,'* 

You  ntsed  no  help ! "  cried  the  baroness,  with  enthu> 

&m,  **  not  love  bim — ^we  shoukl  atl  be  monsters." 

Raynal  came  to  8tifij>er  looking  bright  and  cheerful. 

"  No  more  work    rcMiay.     I  have  nothing  to  do  but  talk^^ 

Dcy  that/* 

There  is  no  time  to  rchite  a  tithe  tif  what  they  said  to  on© 
her :  1  select  the  most  remarkable  thing* 

Josephine  dc  Bc"Aij repair**  who  had  been  HiJent  atid  tliougbt* 
fiil^  said  to  Ray  rial  in  a  roiee  sicsirce  above  a  wbi*[jer — ^ 

*'  Monsieur !  *" 

"  Mademoifiidlc  ! "  rang  the  ti^ombone. 

^  Am  I  not  to  go  to  Eg}*pt  ?  " 

"  No/'  waM  the  hru^que  reply* 

Jos^cphitie   drew  back   like  a  seoattiv©  plant.      But  she 
returned  to  the  attack. 

•*  Nevertheless  monsieur,  it  seems  to  me  that  a  wifeV  duty 
\  to  be  by  her  husband'^  side — to  look  after  his?  com  tort — to 
Dneole  liira  when  others  vex  him — to  soothe  bim  wht*n  ht  U 
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"  Her  first  duty  ie  to  obey  him." 

«  Certainlj." 

"  WeU,  when  I  am  jour  hu^biind  I  shall  bid  you  stay  wiih 
your  mother  and  sister  while  I  go  to  EgypU'* 

"  Aa  you  please  monsieur," 

**  If  I  come  back  from  Egypt,  and  you  make  tbe  same  pn> 
po.i^al  after  we  have  lived  to^  a  while,  I  shall  jump  at 

tbe  offer :  but  thia  time  stay  e  you  are ;  look  at  your  ■ 

sifiter,  a  word  more  and  we  si  aise  the  waters-     I  dou*t 

think   any  the  worse  of  you  making   the   offer  mad- 

emoiselle*" 

The  nezt  day  at  sharp  nine     w  carriages  were  at  tbe 
door.     The  ladies  kept  Raynal  waiting,  and  threw  out  all  bis 

serifil  divisions  of  time  at  once.  He  ^t^niped  !)ack\v:inl^  and 
forwards,  and  twisted  his  moustaches  and  swore.  This  was 
a  new  torture  to  him,  to  be  made  unpunctual.  Jaointha  told 
them  he  was  in  a  rage,  and  that  made  them  nervous  and 
flurried,  and  their  fingers  strayed  wildly  among  hooks  and 
eyGs^,  and  all  sorts  of  fastenings  ;  they  were  not  ready  till 
half-past  nine.  Conscious  they  deserved  a  scolding,  ihey  sent 
Josephine  down  first.  She  dawned  upon  the  honest  soldier 
so  radiant,  so  dazzling  in  her  snowy  dress,  with  her  coronet 
of  pearls  (an  heir  loom,)  and  her  bridal  veil  parted,  and  the 
flush  of  conscious  beauty  on  her  cheek,  that  instead  of  scold- 
ing her,  he  actually  blurted  out — 

"  Well !  by  St.  Denis  it  was  worth  waiting  half  an  hour 
for." 

He  recovered  a  quarter  of  an  hour  by  making  the  driver 
gallop.  Occasional  shrieks  issued  from  the  carriage  that  held 
the  baroness.  The  ancient  lady  anticipated  luinihilatioD. 
She  had  not  *come  down  from  a  galloping  age. 

They  rattled  into  the  town,  drew  up  at  the  mayor's  house, 
were  received  with  great  ceremony  by  that  functionary  and 
Picard,  and  entered  the  house. 

When  their  carriages  rattled  into  the  little  town  from  the 
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Dortli  side,  the  wounded  officer  bad  already  entered  it  from 
the  iouth,  and  was  riditig  at  a  foot'^  pace  along  the  pritici|)ul 
street.  The  molioii  of  Uia  horae  now  shook  iiim  past  t?ndtir- 
ance*  He  dismounted  at  an  inn  a  few  docra  from  the  ruayor^s 
house  and  determmed  to  do  the  rest  of  the  short  journey  on 
fo€^  The  landlord  bustled  about  him  obsequiously*  **  Tou 
are  faint,  my  officer :  you  have  travelled  loo  far.  Let  me 
order  you  an  excellent  breakfast." 

'*  No-     I  want  a  carriage ;  have  you  one  ?  " 

**Mj  officer,  I  have  two.** 

*•  Order  one  out" 

**  But  my  oflfieer,  unluckily  they  are  both  engaged  for  the 
day  and  by  people  of  distineuon*** 

"  Then  I  mnat  rest  here  half  an  hour,  and  then  proceed  on 
foot,** 

The  landlord  showed  him  into  a  room  :  it  had  a  large 
window  looking  on  the  atreet- 

"  Give  nie  a  couple  of  chairs  to  lie  down  on,  and  open  the 
wbdow  :  I  feel  fiunt" 

"It  is  that  monsieur  wanta  his  breakfast*** 

**  Well-     An  omelet  and  a  bottle  of  red  wine :  but  open 
ndow  first/* 

\  lay  near  the  window,  revived  by  the  air  and  watched 
the  denr  little  street  he  had  not  seen  for  years — watched  with 

eat  iniere&t  to  see  what  faces  he  could  reeognlse  and  whidi 
lere  new. 

The  wounded  hefo  felt  faint,  but  happy,  veiy  very  happy. 
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The  marriage  contract  was         ed  and  witnessed. 

"  Now  to  the  church,"  cried         barooesa  gailj. 

'*  To  the  church  1  What  fori       jked  RaynaJ. 

**  Is  not  the  weddmg  to  take  p'l  je  this  momkig?  ** 

«  Parbkur 

Pi  card  put  in  his  word  with  a  knowing  look, 

"  I  understand,  Madam  the  Baroness  is  not  aware  of  the 
change  in  the  law.  People  are  not  married  in  church  now 
a  days." 

"  People  are  not  married  in  church  ?  "  and  he  seemed  to 
her  like  one  that  mocketh. 

"  No.  The  State  marries  its  citizens  now ;  and  with 
reason  ;  since  marriage  is  a  civil  contract." 

"  Marriage  a  civil  contract ! "  repeated  the  baroness. 
"What,  is  it  then  no  longer  one  of  the  holy  Sacraments? 
What  horrible  impiety  shall  we  come  to  next  ?  Unhappy 
France  !  Josephine  such  a  contract  would  never  be  a  mar- 
riage in  my  eyes :  and  what  would  become  of  an  union  the 
Church  had  not  blessed  ?  " 

"  Madam,"  said  Picard,  **  the  Church  can  bless  it  still ; 
but  it  is  only  the  mayor  here  that  can  do  it." 

"  My  daughter  !   my  jwor  daughter  !  " 

All  this  time  Josephine  was  blushing  scarlet,  and  looking 
this  way  and  that,  with  a  sort  of  instinctive  desire  to  fly  and 
hide,  no  matter  where,  for  a  week  or  so." 

"  Haw  !  haw  !  haw !  "  roared  Raynal :  "  here  is  a  pretty 
mother.  Wants  her  daughter  to  be  unlawfully  married  in  a 
church,  instead  of  lawfully  in  a  house.     Give  me  the  will !" 
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Ficard  handed  him  a  document 

"  Look  here  mothejvin-laW  :  I  have  Jeft  Beaurepaire  to  my 
lavd:\il  wife-" 

^  Otherwise,"  pui  in  Placed,  **  in  case  of  death,  it  would 
to  his  heir-at-law." 

"  And  hv  would  turn  you  all  out  aod  that  does  not  mii  me. 

ow  there  fitands  the  only  nmii  wlio  C4ui  make  niademoii^eJie 
my  lawful  wife,  4S0  quirk  marrh,  monsieur  the  miijor,  for 
time  and  Bonaparte  wait  for  no  man." 

"Stay  a  minute  young  people/'  said  the  mayor*  **We 
■faeuld  soothe  respectable  prejudices,  not  crittnh  them*  Ma- 
dam, I  am  at  leai^t  as  old  as  you  :  and  ha?e  seen  nmny 
change**     1  perfectly  understand  your  feelings." 

**  Ah  monsieur  !  oh  ! " 

**  Calm  yourself  dear  madans :  the  ca^e  is  not  so  bad  as 

think.     It  u  perfectly  true  that  in  Republican  Franco 

le  ciril  magistrate  alone  can  bind  Frerich  citizeng  in  lawM 

cdloek.     But  tbia  does  not  anniliilale  the  religious  cere- 

mony.     You  can  ask  the  Church's  blessing  oa  my  work ; 

id  be  fissured  you  are  not  the  only  one  who  retains  that 

itural  prejudice.  Out  of  overy  ten  couples  that  I  many^ 
Ibttr  or  five  go*  to  cliurch  afterwards  and  peHbrm  the  ancient 
tfmmmtkv^*  And  tliey  do  well  For  there  before  the  altar 
the  pdest  telk  them  what  it  ia  not  my  business  to  dilate 
upon,  the  grave  moral  and  religious  duties  they  have  iindei^ 
taken  along  witli  this  civil  contract*     The  State  hinila   but 

the  Church  still  blesses,  and  piously  assents  to  that^ ** 

»  **  From  which  she  has  no  power  to  dissent  I  " 

■  **  Monttieur  Picar^l,  do  you  consider  it  polite  to  interrupt 
the  chief  magintrata  of  the  place  while  be  is  espkunlog  tha 
^w  tQ  the  eitijseii  ?  " 

P  Ficard  shut  u[»  tike  a  knife* 

■  «  Ah  monsieur ! "  cried  ihe  bironcBS,  **  you  are  a  worthy 
man.     Monsieur  have  you  djtmgbters  ?  ^ 

"  Ay  nwKlam  ]  tliat  I  lov«  well     I  married  one  htsL  yew." 
_  '^  Did  you  marry  her  after  this  fashion  ?  " 
I  H 
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^  I  married  her  myself,  as  I  will  many  yoon  if  jo«  will 
trust  me  with  her." 

*^I  will  monsieur:  you  are  a  father:  yea  are  a  woc^ 
man:  you  inspire  me  with  confidence." 

<^  And  after  I  have  made  them  one,  there  Is  nptbing  io 
prevent  them  adjourning  to  the  church."  ;    ' 

^I  beg  your  pardon/'  cried  Baynal,  ^  there  axe  tiMihiii^ 
to  prevent  it :  things  that  wait  for  so  man :  tima  aad  Boofr 
parte.     Come,  sir,  enough  chat :  to  iroA/* 

The  mayor  assented.  He  invited  Joeephiiie  te  etand 
before  him.  She  trembled  and  wept  a  little :  Laone  dnag 
to  her  and  wept,  and  the  good  mayor  nuuried  the  parties  off 
hand. 

^< Is  that  all  ?  "  asked  the  baroness ;  ''it  is  terribly  soon 
done." 

"  It  is  done  effectively  madam,"  said  the  mayor  with  a 
smile.  "  Permit  me  to  tell  you  that  his  Holiness  the  Pope 
cannot  undo  my  work." 

Picai'd  giinned  slily,  and  whispered  something  into  Raynal's 
ear. 

"  Oh !  indeed ! "  said  Raynal  aloud  and  cai'elessly.  ^'  Come 
Madam  Raynal  to  breakfast :  follow  us." 

They  paired  and  followed  the  bride  and  bridegroom  into 
the  breakfast  room. 

The  light  words  Picard  whispered  were  just  five  in 
number. 

Those  five  words  contained  seven  syllables.  Now  if  the 
mayor  had  not  snubbed  Picard  just  before,  he  would  have 
uttered  those  jocose  but  true  words  aloud.  There  was  no 
particular  reason  why  he  should  not.  And  if  he  had — the 
threads  of  the  web  of  life,  how  subtle  they  are !  The  finest 
cotton  of  Manchester,  the  finer  meshes  of  the  spider  seem 
three  inch  cables  by  comparison  with  those  moral  gossamers 
which  vulgar  eyes  cannot  see  at  all,  the  "  somethings, 
nothings,"  on  which  great  fat^s  have  hung. 
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It  was  a  cheerful  breakfiut,  thanks  to  Baynal  who  was  in 
high  spirits  and  would  not  allow  a  word  of  regret  from 
anyone.  Madam  Baynal  sat  by  his  side,  looking  up  at  hun 
every  now  and  then  with  innocent  admiratioa.  A  merry 
wedding  breakfast  I 

**  Oh !  if  we  could  see  through  the  walls  of  houses  I 
Five  doors  off  sat  a  wounded  soldier  ak>ne»  recruiting  the 
small  remnant  of  his  sore  tried  strength,  that  he  might 
struggle  on  to  Beaurepaire,  and  lose  in  one  moment  years  of 
sepRTBtion,  pain,  prison,  anguish,  martyrdom,  in  one  great 
gush  of  joy  without  compare. 
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CHAPTER  XXnL 

The  wedding  breakfi»t  was  ended*  The  tine  ? 
ing  near  to  part  There  was  a  nleaee.  It  was  I 
Madam  Rajnal. 

*^  Monsieur,"  said  she  a  little  timidljy  ^haye  joa  re- 
flected?" 

"On  what?" 

"  About  taking  me  to  Egypt.** 

"  No ;  I  have  not  given  it  a  thought  since  I  said  *  no.' " 

"  Yet  permit  me  to  say  that  it  is  my  duty  to  be  by  your 
side,  my  husband  !  "  and  she  coloured  at  this  word — it  was 
the  first  time  she  had  ever  used  it. 

"  Not  when  I  excuse  you." 

"I  would  not  be  an  encumbrance  to  you  monsieur:  I 
should  not  be  useless.  I  could  add  more  to  his  comfort  than 
he  gives  me  credit  for  messieurs." 

Warm  assent  of  the  mayor  and  notary. 

"  I  give  you  credit  for  being  an  angel  my  wife." 

He  looked  up.  Laure  was  trembling,  her  fork  shaking  in 
her  poor  little  hand. 

She  cast  a  piteous  glance  at  him. 

"  But  all  the  generosity  must  not  be  on  your  side.  Yon 
shall  go  with  me  next  time ;  that  is  settled.  Let  us  speak 
of  it  no  more." 

"  Monsieur  I  submit  At  least  give  me  something  to 
do  for  you  while  you  are  away.  Ah !  tell  me  what  I  can 
do  for  my  absent  friend  to  show  my  gratitude — my  regard — 
my  esteem." 
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madam — let  me  ihbt.     WeB,  I  saw  a  plam  grey 

"  Tea  moiiJ:»ieur*     My  grey  silk  Lanre*" 
**  I  like  that  dress." 

^  Monsieur,  the  moment  I  reaeh  borne  af^er  loaing  you  I 
ball  put  it  QHf  and  it  iball  be  my  oonslant  wt^ar.     I  see — 
au  are  right — ^grey  becomes  a  wife  whose  busbaod  is  not 
dend,  but  15  abseat,  and  alas !  in  bouriy  danger*'' 

**  Now  look  &L  thai  I "  ci-i*fd  Kaynal  to  the  company- 
**Tbat  i$  her  ajl  o^er ;  ahe  can  see  sk  meanings  where 
another  would  Bee  but  one,  I  never  thought  of  that  I  sweatv 
I  like  modest  colour^  that  is  all  My  mother  u^ied  to  be  all 
for  modest  wifcs  wearing  modest  cotoiiri*/* 

"  Count  on  me  monsieur^  le  there  nothing  more  difficult 
^^^u  will  be  so  good  as  give  me  to  do  ?  " 
^H  •*No;  there  is  only  one  order  more,  and  that  will  be 
^^Biyiier  8till  to  ^uch  a  wonmn  a^  yoUn.  I  commit  to  your  Liire 
^Biad^motat^Ue — njadam  I  mean^^ — the  name  of  Rayiml  It  is 
nol  so  high  a  name  as  yours,  but  it  is  as  honest*  1  am 
proud  of  It — I  am  Jealous  of  it*  I  shall  guard  it  for  ^ou  in 
Egypt  I  you  guard  it  in  Fmnce  for  me/* 

'^  With  ray  life  I  **  cried  Josephine,  lifting  her  eyes  aaid  her 
hand  to  heaven* 

Haynal  rang  the  beU,  and  ordered  his  charger  round* 
The  baroness  begafi  lo  cry- 

**The  young  people  may  hope   lo  see  jou   agaH!,"  said 
ahei   "but  there  are   two  chances  against  jour   poor  old 
totlier* 

^OmrBgiB  mother!"    cried  the  stout  soldier.     "No,  no; 
won't  play  me  such  a  trick-^once  is  enough  for  that 


**  My  brother ! "  cried  Laure,  **do  not  go  without  kisaingj 
\ir  little  sister,  who  loves  you  and  thanks  you/' 
B€  kissed  her. 

**  Brave,  genettjua  man  !  **  &he  cried  with  her  arms  round 
Ms  neck;  "  God  protect  you,  and  aend  you  back  safe  to  usi  ** 
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tt  Amen  I '' cried  aU  present  by  one  imp«d86--eTen  t^ 
notary. 

Rajnal's  moustache  quivered. 

He  kissed  Josephine  hastily  on  the  brow ;  the  baroness  on 
both  cheeks,  shook  the  men's  hands  warmly  but  hastib|r»  and 
strode  out  without  looking  behind  him. 

They  followed  him  to  the  door  of  the  house.  He  was 
tightening  his  horse's  girths.  He  flnng  himself  with  all  the 
resolution  of  his  steel  nature  into  the  saddle,  and  with  one 
grand  wave  of  his  cocked  hat  to  the  tearfhl  gxoap,  bespuxred 
away  for  Egypt 
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fliron^as  made  the  doctor  go  chopping, 

**  I  miTPt  buy  Laure  a  grey  silk.*^ 

Id  doing  this  she  saw  many  other  tempting  thingi. 
10  more. 

Mean  lime  the  youn|^  ladies  went  up  to  Beaurepaire  in  the 
other  carriag*-,  for  Josepiiine  wished  lo  avoid  the  gikze  of  the 
town^  and  get  home,  and  be  quiet. 

The  driver  went  very  ia&t.  He  had  drank  the  bride's 
lliealth  Rt  the  mayor's,  item  the  bridegroom's  the  bridesmaid'Sj 
the  rauyor's,  ^c,,  &e.,  and  "  a  spur  in  iJie  head  is  worth  I  wo 
in  the  heel/*  says  the  proverb.     The  sisters  leaned  baek  on 

IB  soil  cushions  ^nd  enjoyed  the  smooth  and  rapid  motion 
tnce  so  familmr  to  them,  eo  rare  of  late. 

Then  Laure  took  her  sister  gently  to  task  for  having  offered 

go  to  Egypt. 

*•  Ton  forgot  oae  cruel  one*" 

*'No,  love,  did  you  not  see  I  dared  not  look  towards  youi 
1  love  you  better  than  all  the  world  :  but  this  was  my  duty. 
1  was  hb  wife :  I  had  no  longer  a  feeble  inclination  and  a 

ible  disinclination  to  decide  between — but  right  on  one 
iifdr,  wrong  on  the  other," 

"  Oh  1  I  know  where  your  ladj^ship's  fftrengtb  liea ;  my 
live  is — JO' — my  in  din  at  ions*** 

**  Ycj?  ]     Laure/'  continued  Josephine  ihouglitfully,  "dnty 

A  great  comfort — it.  h  tangible- — k  i&  sometliing  to  lay  bold 
of  for  life  or  death ;  a  itrong  tower  for  the  weak  but  well 
disposed*'* 
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"  How  £ast  we  glide  Joscphm© — it  is  bo  nice*  T  am  not 
above  owning  I  love  a  mrriage  ;  now  lean  back  with  me, 
and  take  my  hand,  and  as  ^\'^^  iziidii  ^huL  your  eyes  and  iliink 
— ^whisper  me  all  your  fealhigj^,  all — aU." 

"  Laui-e,"  said  Josephine,  half  closing  her  6yes>  '*  I  feel  a 
great  cahn,  a  heavenly  ciilm/* 

"  I  thought  you  would,'*  murmtired  I^ure. 

"  My  fate  is  decided.  No  more  Bospeust  My  duties  are 
clear.  I  have  a  husband  I  am  proud  of!.  There  is  no  perfidy 
with  him,  no  deceit — ^no  di.^ingenuousne^s,  no  shade.  Be  b 
a  human  sun.  Nothing  unmanly  either*  No  feebleneaa: 
one  can  lean  on  him.  He  wJU  make  me  a  better  truer 
woman,  and  I  him  a  happier  man*  Yes  is  it  not  nice  to 
think  that  great  and  strong  as  he  is  I  can  teach  him  a  happi- 
ness he  knows  not  as  yet  ?  "  And  she  smiled  with  the  sense 
of  lier  delicate  power. 

"  Yes  go  on  dear,"  purred  Laure,  '*  I  seem  to  see  your 
pretty  little  tliouglits  rising  out  of  your  lieart  like  a  bubbling 
fountain :  go  on." 

"  Yes,  love,  and  then,  gratitude — Laure  I  have  heard  it 
said,  or  read  it  somewhere,  that  gratitude  is  a  burden  :  I 
don't  understand  that  sentiment — why  to  me  gratitude  is  a 
delight,  gratitude  is  a  passion.  It  i.^  the  warmest  of  all  tlie 
tender  feelings  I  have  for  dear  Monsieur  Raynal.  I  feel  it 
glow^  here — in  my  bosom." 

"  One  word,  dear  :  do  you  think  you  shall  love  him  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  I  do." 

"When?" 

"  Oh  !  long  before  he  comes  back." 

"  Before  ?  " 

Josephine,  her  eyes  still  half-elosed,  went  murmuring  on. 
"His  virtues  will  always  be  present  to  me.  His  little  faults 
of  manner  will  not  be  in  sight.  Good  Kaynal !  The  image 
of  those  great  (jualities  I  revere  so,  pci-haps  because  I  fail  in 
them  myself,  will  be  before  my  mind  :  and  ere  he  corner 
home  I  shall  love  him :  don't  you  think  so  ?  tell  me.** 
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<*  I  am  sure  of  it.     I  lo?e  hi  to  alreacly.     I  am  a  seMsh 
My  mother  loimd  nie  out     1  am  so  much  obliged  Co 
er*     But  1  am  tjiJt  a  wncked  girl :  and  if  I  have  heen  tin- 
kiud  to  him — I  wiU  make  it  up  to  him.     Go  on,  dear,  tell 
me  your  whole  heurt," 

**  Te^.     One  reason  why  I  wished  to  go  home  at  once  was 
^^ — no— gue&s." 

^^L  "  To  pnt  on  your  grey  silk.  Oh,  T  know  you.'* 
^H  «*  Yes,  Laure  it  was :  dear  good  Haynal  Yea,  I  feel 
^l^rouder  of  his  honest  name  than  of  our  noble  one.  And  I 
am  so  ca]m«  my  sister — so  tranqnjl^— ^  pleaded,  that  my 
I  mother's  mind  h  at  rest — so  convinced  all  is  for  the  be^it — so 
contented  with  my  own  lot — ^o  hap — py." 

A  gentle  tear  &lole  from  beneath  her  long  laches,     Lanre 
t>k**4l  at  her  wistfully  :  then  laid  lier  cheek  to  here^     They 
leaned  bacfe  hand  in  hand  placid  and  j^ilent. 

The   caniage   glided  last.      Beaurepaire  was  almost  la 

|hL 

Suddenly  Josephine's  hand  tightened  on  Laure's  and  she 
It  np  in  the  carriage  like  a  person  awakened. 
"  What  ia  it  ?  "  asked  Laure.     ''  Are  we  at  home  ?     No*" 
Josephine  turned  quickly  round*     **  No  window  at  the 
ck,*'  said  she, 

Laure  instantly  put  her  head  out  at  the  side  window. 
*'  What  is  it  ?     I  see  nothing.     What  w  as  it  ? '' 
**  Some  one  in  uniform/* 
*•  Oh,  IK  that  all/* 
**I  saw  an  epaulette." 

**  Oh !  an  officer  f    I  saw  nobody.    To  be  sure  the  road 
:  a  turn.     Ah  !  you  thought  it  was  a  message  from  Bay- 


**  Oh  I   no  T  on  foot — walking  very  slowly.     Coming  this 
way,  too.     Coming  this  way  ]     Coming  this  way  1 " 

••  Ah,  bab  I  it  is  no  such  mrity— there  are  plenty  of  boI- 
5e«»  on  the  road." 
**  Not  ofBcfiT^— on  fooU*' 
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After  a  pause  Josephine  added— 
^<  He  seemed  to  drag  himself  along." 
"Oh!  did  he,"  cried  Laure  carelessly.    ^Here  we  aiei 
we  are  just  at  home." 
"  I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  Josephine,  "  yerj  glad.**  . 

"  Will  you  go  up  stairs  and  put  on  yonr  gown  ?  * 

'^  Presently.  Let  us  walk  in  the  Pleaaanee  a  miDiito^tet 
for  the  air." 

They  walked  in  the  Pleasanoe.  < 

^  How  you  tear  along,  Josephine !  Stop^  let  me  knk  U 
you  I     What  is  the  matter  ?  " 

"Nothmgl  nothing!" 

"  There's  a  fretful  tone :  and  how  excited  you  arei  why 
you  bum  all  over.  Well  it's  no  wonder :  I  thought  you  were 
calmer  than  natural  after  such  an  event." 

"  Who  could  he  be  Laure  ?  " 

"  Who  ?  " 

"  That  officer.  I  only  saw  his  back  :  but  did  not  you  see 
him  Laure  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Are  you  sure  you  did  not  see  him  at  all  ?  " 

"Why  of  course  not :  I  don't  believe  there  was  one  ;  I  am 
w^'ong ;  for  there  comes  his  cocked  hat :  1  can  see  it  bob 
every  now  and  then  above  the  palings." 

Josephine  turned  very  slowly  round  and  looked  :  she  said 
nothing. 

"  Come  dear,"  said  Laure,  **  let  us  go  in  :  the  only  cocked 
hat  w^e  care  for  is  on  the  way  to  Paris  !  " 

"  Yes  Laure  :  let  us  go  in.  No  !  I  can't  go  in — I  feel 
faint :  1  want  air  :  I  shall  stay  out  a  Httle  longer  !  Look 
Laure  what  a  shame  !  They  put  all  manner  of  rubbish  into 
this  dear  old  tree  :  I  will  have  it  all  turned  out ! "  and  she 
looked  with  feigned  interest  into  the  tree :  but  her  eyes 
seemed  turned  inward. 

Laure  gave  a  cry  of  surprise. 
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^Wh$x?  What 
^  He  la  waving 


Kis  hai  to  me  I     Wbat  on  earth  does  tliat 


aean  J 


^ 


**  He  takes  you  for  me  I  "  stiid  Jogephine. 
"Whoisit?" 

"  It  i$  kefl  knew  his  figure  at  a  glance  I "  and  she  blushed 
aod  trembled  with  joj ;  she  darted  into  the  tree  and  tried  to 
^^ouk  through  the  apermre^  i  hut  she  could  not  see  at  that 
^^kigle :  turning  round  she  fouud  Laure  at  her  back  pale  and 
^Ktern. 

^H   **  Ah  I  Laure  I  forgot  I  \ " 

r  **  Are  you  mad  Josephine  ?  into  the  house  this  moment — 

if  it  lA  he  I  will  reoetTe  and  dismiss  him.     Fly  1  quick  J  for 
HeaTea*s  aake.^ 

"  I  csm*t  1  I  must  hear  J  oh,  doa^t  fear  )  he  shall  never  me 

me !  1  must  know  why  he  corner  here  today  and  not  for  all 

these  years :   some  mystery  is  here :  something  terrible  is 

^Mping  to  happen  I  something  terrible ! — ^terrible  t — terrible  1 — 

P^o  outride :  let  him  aee  you  1 — oh  !^ '* 

laure  no  sooner  got  round  the  tree  again,  than  the  cocked 
hAt  stopped — a  pale  face  with  eyes  whofle  eager  tire  shone  alt 
that  way  into  the  tree,  rose  up  and  looked  over  the  paUngs, 
a»d  never  moved* 
^^    Joi»ephine*^  eyes  were  fixed  on  it, 

^^h  *^  I  feel  eomethlng  terrible  coming  I  aomethiug  terrible  1 
^^rrible!" 

I  ♦^  Malediction   on  him,  heartless,  selfish   traitor  I  "   cried 

Laure*   "  He  has  deserted  you  these  three  years  t  they  have 
Did  him  you  are  married :  so  he  hunts  you  directly,  to  de- 
Iroy  your  peace.     Ah !  I  am  glad  you  are  come  wretch,  tD 
!  Ihat  a  better  man  than  you  has  got  her :  Josephine  you 
1  will  teU  bim  thai  you  have  a  husband  whom  you 
ve  as  jou  never  loved  him :  and  that  if  he  dares  to  show 
is  iacc  here  you  will  laugh  at  him,  and  your  husband  will 
11  him  or  kick  him.     Oh  I  I*U  iusult  the  lach  :  TU  insult 
him  as  you  never  saw  a  man  intuited  yeL^' 
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^'No  70U  will  not!"  said  Josephine  dogjgedly:  ^ibr  I 

'  should  hate  you." 

^'Ah!  Josephine !—cruelJo3ephine.  The aoomsed wretdbi I 
for  him  you  have  stabbed  me ! " 

^'  And  yon  me  I  Unmask  him,  and  I  will  bless  you  on 
my  knees  I  But  pray  do  not  insult  him.  We  are  parted  £br 
ever.  Be  wise  now  girl,  be  shrewd,''  hissed  Joeephin^jn  a 
tone  of  which  one  would  not  have  thought  her  oapaUe 
**  Find  out  who  is  the  woman  who  has  seduced  him  firoia  okb, 
and  has  brought  two  wretches  to  this  I  I  tell  you  it  is  sons 
bad  woman's  doing  I     He  loved  me  once." 

'^  Not  so  loud  !— one  word  !•— you  are  a  wife  I  Yon  will 
not  let  him  see  you — swear ! " 

"Oh!  never!  never!  Death  sooner!  When  you  have 
heard  all,  then  tell  him  I  am  gone — tell  bim  I  went  to  Egypt 
this  day  with  him  I Ah !  would  to  God  I  had  !  " 

"Sh!   sh!" 

«  Sh ! " 

Camille  was  at  the  little  gate. 

Laure  stood  still,  and  nerved  herself  in  silence.  Jose- 
phine panted  in  her  hiding  place. 

Laurels  only  thought  now  was  to  expose  the  traitor  to  her 
sister,  and  restore  her  to  that  sweet  peace.  She  would  not 
see  Camille  till  he  was  near  her.  He  came  eagerly  towards 
her,  his  pale  face  flushing  with  great  joy,  and  his  eyes  like 
diamonds. 

"  Josephine !  it  is  not  Josephine !  Why  this  must  be 
Laure,  little  Laure  grown  up  to  a  line  lady,  a  beautiful  ladj 
— my  darling ! !  " 

"  What  do  you  come  here  for  monsieur  ?  "  asked  Laure  in 
a  tone  of  icy  indifference. 

"  What  do  I  come  here  for  ?  is  that  the  way  to  speak  to 
me  ?  but  I  am  too  happy  to  mind.  Dear  Beaurepaire  !  do  I 
see  you  once  again.  Ah  Laure,  I  am  not  given  to  despair, 
but  there  have  been  moments  look  you — Bah !  it  is  past,  I 
am  here." 


WEtTE   L1£B, 


3K 


^  And  madam  ?  ** 

"Whatmaaam?" 

"  Madam  Dujardin  that  m  or  was  to  be." 

'Tills  IS  the  first  X  have  e^er  heard  of  ber"  satd  CamUle 

•^  This  13  odd,  for  we  have  beard  all  aboat  it*" 
**  Are  joiJ  jesting  ?  ** 
**  No !  '* 

**  If  I  cmderstanrl  jou  right,  y<m  imply  that  I  bave  broken 
kith  witb  Josephine  ?  ** 
**Ctertainlj!" 

**  Ton  lie  !  Mttdemokelle  Laure  de  Beaurepaira*" 
**  InsoluDt  \  ** 

•*  No  t  it  IB  jon  who  have  instil  ted  your  sister  as  well  as 
oe.     She  was  oot  made  to  l>e  deserted  for  meaner  womeanp 
With  me  it  has  ever  been  one  God,  one  Josephine  I     Come 
demoiselle j  insult  me,  and  me  alone,  awd  you  shall  find  me 
iore  patients     Oh  who  would   have   thought  Beaurepaire 
ould  receive  me  thus  ?  " 
**  It  is  jowt  own  fault." 
"Are  yoti  sure  ?  '* 
«  Positive," 

**  Not  my  misforttme?" 

*•  You  never  seat  her  a  bne  for  all  these  years*** 
**  AJus  no  1  how  could  I  ?  " 

•*  Nonsense :  well  monsieur  the  informatloii  you  did  not 
apply  others  did," 
'  All  the  better  ?  who?  bow  ?  " 

**  We  know  from  excellent  authority  that  yon  deserted  to 
[le  enemy**' 
**  1 1  CamiUe  Diijardin — deserted  [  Josephine,  why  are 
yon  not  here  ?  I  know  bow  to  answer  a  man  who  insnlta 
int%  but  what  can  I  ^ay  to  a  woman  ?  Ob  GwU  do  you  bear 
what  they  ^ay  to  me  after  all  I  have  gone  through  ?  " 

^*  Ah  monsieur  you  act  well !  "  said  Laur*^  acting  bet^elf, 
her  heart  began  to  quake  ;  ^'  li*t  n^  mt  lbif»  short  i  you 
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were  seen  in  a  Spanish  village  drinking  between  two  gaer- 

illas?" 

"WeUI" 

<<  An  h<mest  French  soldier  fired  at  70a?  ** 

«  He  did." 

"  You  confess  it  ?  "  cried  Laore  joyfullj, 

<<The  bullet  passed  through  my  hani^--4ifii«  k  thaaMk: 
look." 

<<  Ah !  ah  I    He  and  his  comrades  told  us  alL* 

"All?" 

"AU!" 

''  Did  he  tell  you  that  under  the  table  I  was  dtuSmmi  tigiit 
down  to  the  chair  I  sat  in  ?  Did  he  tell  yon  that  my  hand 
was  fastened  to  a  drinking  horn,  and  my  elbow  to  the  tabfey 
and  two  fellows  sitting  opposite  rae  with  pistols  quietly  cover- 
ing nie,  ready  to  draw  the  trigger  if  I  should  utter  a  cry. 
Did  he  tell  you  that  I  would  have  uttered  that  cry  and  died 
at  that  table  but  for  one  thing — I  had  promised  her  to  live." 

**  What  an  improbable  story!"  said  Laure,  but  her  voice 
trembled.  "  Besides,  what  became  of  you  this  three  years  ? 
Not  a  word — not  a  line." 

**  Mademoiselle,"  began  CamiUe  very  coldly,  "  if  you  are 
really  my  Josephine's  sister,  you  will  reproach  yourself  for 
this  so  bitterly  that  I  need  not  reproach  you.  If  she  I  love 
were  to  share  these  unworthy  suspicions  it  would  kill  me  on 
the  si)ot.  I  am  then  on  my  defence.  I  feel  myself  blush — 
God  ! — but  it  is  for  you  I  blush,  not  for  myself.  This  is 
what  became  of  me,  I  went  out  alone  to  explore.  I  fell  into 
an  ambuscade.  I  was  surrounded.  I  shot  one  of  them,  and 
pinked  another,  but  my  arm  being  broken  by  a  bullet,  and 
my  hoi*se  killed  under  me,  the  rascals  got  me.  I  was  in 
fact  insensible,  probably  from  loss  of  blood — a  cut  in  the 
thigh.  These  fellows  throw  their  knives  with  great  force 
and  skill.  They  took  me  about  with  them,  tried  to  make  a 
decoy  of  me  as  I  have  told  you  and  ended  by  throwing  me 
into  a  dungeon — a  damp  dark  dungeon.     They  loaded  me 
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1  chains  too,  though  the  walls  were  ten  feet  thick » and  tUe 

or  irou,  aod  ix>lte<l  and  tloublerl  Mted  outside,     Aod  there 

for  tnoiiths  and  years,  m  ^i^X^  of  woutids,  hunger,  thinit,  and 

all   Ihe   tortures   tliose   cowards   made   me  guifer,  I  lived, 

because  Laure  I  had  promised  some  one  at  that  gate  there 

(and  he  turned  suddenly  and  pointed  to  it)  that  I  would 

oome  back  alive.     At  last  one  mght  my  gaoler  came  to  my 

'      cell  drunk.     I  seized  him  by  the  throat  and  throttled  him ;  X 

did  not  kill  him,  but  I  gn ped  him  till  he  waB  inBeasible :  his 

^keya  unlocked   my  fetters,  and  locked  them  again  upon  his 

^Bmb^^  and  locked  him  tn  the  cell,  and  I   got  safely  outride. 

^B(ut  there  a  sentinel  saw  me  and  fired  at  me.     Ue  missed . 

^^pe  but  ran  after  me,  and  aiught  me — for  I  was  stiff,  con- 

'      fined  so  long — he  gave  me  a  thrust  of  his  bayonet,  I  flung 

my  heavy  keys  fiercely  in  hia  face — he  staggered — I  wrested 

his  piece  fi-om  him«  and  disabled  him^ 

^  ^Ah!" 

^H  ^  I  crossed  the  frontier  in  the  night,  and  got  to  Baynnne ; 
^BDd  tliencct  day  and  night,  to  Paris*  There  I  met  a  reward 
^^for  all  my  anguii^h.  A  greater  is  behind  I  a  greater  ia  be* 
hind  !  They  gave  me  the  epaulettes  of  a  coloneL  See  I  here 
I  ^lej  are.  France  does  not  give  these  to  traitors,  young 
laiiy.  And  from  the  moment  I  left  dark  Spain  and  entered 
I  ooee  more  la  beUe  France,  every  man  and  woman  on  the 
HHpnd  was  io  kind,  so  sympathizing ;  some  cried  afler  me, 
^HQt)d  speed  you/  They  felt  for  the  poor  worn  soldier,  com- 
^Hig  back  to  his  love.  Ail  hut  you,  Laure.  You  told  me  I 
^^rAt»  a  trailor," 

[  **  Forgive  me*  I — I — "  and  she  thought,  •*  Oh  H^veii 
^^kilight«n  me — what  ^hidl  I  say — what  shall  I  do  ?  '^ 
^B  **  Oht  if  you  repent/'  cried  he^  *^  tliat  is  different,  I  forgive 
[  you.  There  is  my  liand.  You  aro  not  a  soldier,  and  did 
L^ot  know  what  you  were  talking  abotit,  I  am  very  sorry 
^B  Bpoke  m  harshly  to  yuu.  But  you  uiidersfand*  How  you 
^^kok  I  How  you  pant  I  Poor  child  I  I  forgive  you.  T]ier% 
^Bbgyi  flhow  you  how  I  forgive  you*     The$c  epaulettes,  dwtir 
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— I  have  never  pat  them  on  I  I  said,  no !  Joeephiae  shA 
put  them  on  for  me.  I  will  take  honour  as  well  as  happinev 
from  her  dear  hand.  But  you  are  her  sister,  and  what  are 
epaulettes  compared  with  what  she  will  give  me.  Toa  shall 
put  them  on  dear.  Come ;  then  yon  will  be  snre  I  bear  no 
maUce." 

Laure,  faint  at  heart,  consented  in  silence,  and  ftateniad  ca 
the  epaulettes.  ''Yes,  Camille,"  she  said,  ''think  ci  f^aj 
now :  nothing  but  glory." 

"  No  one  thinks  of  it  more.  But  today  how  can  I  timd^ 
of  it,  how  can  I  give  her  a  rival  ?  Today,  I  am  aQ.  love. 
•  Laure,  no  man  ever  loved  a  human  creature  as  I  knne  Joie- 
phinel  Your  mother  is  well,  dear?  All  are  wdl  at 
Beaurepaire  ?  Oh !  where  is  she  all  this  time  ?  in  the 
house?  He  was  moving  quickly  towards  the  house:  but 
Laure  in  turn  put  out  ber  hand  to  stop  him.  He  recoiled  a 
little  and  winced. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  cried  she. 

"  Nothing  dear  girl ;  you  put  your  hand  on  my  wound — 
that  is  all.'* 

"  Oh  !  you  are  wounded  ?  '* 

"  Yes ;  I  got  a  bayonet  thrust  fmm  one  of  the  sentinels 
when  I  escaped  from  prison.  It  is  a  little  inflamed,  I  wiU 
tell  you  ;  but  you  must  promise  and  not  tell  Josephine  ;  why 
vex  that  angel  ?  This  wound  has  worried  me  a  little  all  the 
way.  They  wanted  me  to  slop  and  lay  up  at  Bayonne  ? — 
how  could  I  ?  and  agahi  at  Paris — how  could  I  ?  They 
said,  '  You  will  die.'  '  Not  before  I  get  to  Beaurepaire,'  said 
L  I  could  bear  the  motion  of  a  horse  no  longer.  I  asked 
for  a  carriage.  Would  you  believe  it  ? — both  his  carriages 
were  out  at  a  wedding.  I  could  not  wait  till  they  came 
back.  I  Iiave  w^aited  an  eternity.  I  came  on  foot.  I 
dragged  myself  along — the  body  was  weak,  but  the  heart 
was  strong.  A  little  way  from  here  my  wound  seemed 
inclined  to  open;  I  pressed  it  together  tight  with  my  hand; 
you  see  I  could  not  afford  to  lose  any  more  blood,  and  so 
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on.     *Dje?'   said  I,  'not  before  BeaurepiUTe,* 

Laure,  now  I  could  he  content  to  die — at  her  feet 
-for  I  am  happy  I — oh,  X  am  happy  I     What  I  have  gone  ] 
!i rough  1     Bui  I  kept  my  word — ^aiid  this  m  Beaurep&ire  I 
HuiTHlil" — 4md  hk  pale  cheek  flut^hed  feebly,  and  hk  eye 
gleamedy  and  he   waved   hia   hat  feebly  over  his  bead — 
Jf  hurrah  !  hurrah  I  hurrah  I  " 
**  Oh,  don't !— don't  I^loa't ! " 
How  can  I  help  ?— I  am  wild  with  joy — hurrah  I  htumU]  1 

**Ohl  nol  no  I  no  I  no  I  no!" 

*•  What  b  the  matter  ?  " 

^  Ob  I  mugt  I  8 tab  you  worse  than  nil  your  enemiea  have 

abbed  yoy  ?  ** 
'  What  IS  the  matter  ?     You  turn  me  cold — very  csold. 

That  ia    tbe   matter?     Joeepbine   does   not  come*      My 
heart!" 

*'  Camille — my  poor  CamUle  i    there  ia  but  one  thing  for 
you  to  do*     I-reave  Beanrepaire  on  tbe  instant — ^fly  from  it 

-it  h  no  place  Ibr  you/' 

«  She  is  dead ! " 

-No." 

**  She  18  dead ! — she  does  not  come  to  me — she  is  dead  I 
ton  are  all  In  white — ^they  mourn  in  white  for  angels  like 

er,  that  go  to  Heaven — virgins  1     Ob  !  I  was  blind.     You 
iight  liav«  told  me  at  once*     You  see  I  can  bear  it     What 
doei  it  matter  to  one  who  loves  as  I  love  ?    It  is  only  to  give 
'  one  more  proof  I  lived  only  for  her-    I  would  have  died 

himdred  times  bat  for  tny  promise  to  her*    Yea  t  I  i 
Dming  love !     I  am  commg  I  **     • 

lie;  fell  on  \m  knees  and  smiled,  and  whispered — 

*•  I  am  ^ming  Josephine — ^I  am  coming  I " 

A   f*ob  and   a   moan   as   of  a  ci^eatnre  dying  in  anguish 
answered  him. 

LLiure  MTciimt'd  wiiJi  (piTor  when  sbe  heard  it- 

Omille  lofie  wildly  to  hk  leel. 
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<<I  hear  her!  She  is  behind  the  tree.''  ,: 

**No!nor' 

A  rustle  and  a  rash  was  heard  in  the  tree. 
Camille  darted  furiously  round  the  tree.    Lame  followed 
the  next  moment 

Josephine  was  in  his  arms. 


Josephine  wrestled  long  and  terribly  with  nature  in  thai 
old  oak  tree.  But  who  can  so  struggle  for  ever  ?  Anguislv 
remorse,  horror,  despau*,  and  love  wrenched  her  heart  to  and 
fro,  like  giants  fighting  for  a  prey :  and  oh !  mystenotis 
human  heart !  gleams  of  a  mad  fitful  joy  shot  through  ber, 
coming  quick  as  lightning,  going  as  quickly,  aiad  leaving  the 
despair  darker.  And  oh  !  the  fierce  struggle  of  the  soul  to 
make  itself  heard.  More  tlian  once  she  had  to  close  her 
mouth  with  her  hand  :  more  than  once  she  seized  her  thix>iit 
not  to  cry  out.  But  as  the  struggle  endured,  slie  got  weaker 
and  weaker,  and  nature  mightier  and  mightier.  And  when 
the  wounded  hero  fell  on  his  knees  so  close  to  her — when  he 
who  had  resisted  death  so  bravely  for  her,  prepared  to  give 
up  life  calmly  for  her,  her  bosom  rose  beyond  all  control : 
it  seemed  to  fdl  to  choking,  then  to  split  wide  open  and  give 
the  struggling  soul  passage  in  one  gasping  sob  and  heart 
stricken  cry. 

Could  she  have  pent  this  in,  she  must  have  died. 

It  betrayed  her.  She  felt  it  had  :  then  came  the  woman's 
instinct — flight :  the  coward's  impulse — flight :  The  chaste 
wife's  instinct — flight.  She  rushed  from  her  hiding  phice 
and  made  wildly  for  the  house. 

But  Camille  was  darling  round  the  tree.  She  ran  right 
upon  him.  He  caught  her  in  his  arms.  lie  held  her  irre- 
sistibly. "  I  have  got  her — I  have  got  her,"  he  shouted  in 
wild  triumph.  ''  No !  I  will  not  let  you  go.  None  but  God 
shall  ever  take  you  from  me,  and  he  has  spared  you  to  me. 
You  are  not  dead :  you  have  kept  faith  as  I  have !     You 


WaiTB   LIES. 


9SX 


^poi 


1 


tav^  liVed.  See !  look  at  me*  I  am  alive— I  am  well — I 
am  huji[jy»  I  I  old  Liiure  T  bad  suffered,  I  litd*  If  1  had 
Buffered  I  sbouM  remember  it*  It  l-*  all  gone  at  eight  of  you, 
mj  love  I  my  love  !     Oh,  m/  Josephine  !  mj  love  I  " 

His  arm  was  firm  round  her  waist.     His  glowing  eyei 

ured  love  upon  hen     She  felt  his  beating  heart. 

AH  that  passed  in  her — what  mortal  can  say  ?  She  seemed 

two  women  i  that  part  of  her  whith  could  not  get  away  from 

his   strong  arm   lost  all  strength  to  reaist^it  yielded  and 

Umlled  under  his  embrace,  her  bosom  heaving  madly :  aU 

lat  wa'i  free  writhed  away  from  him  :  her  face  was  averted 

ith  a  glare  of  terror,  and  both  her  hands  put  np  between 

eyes  and  it. 

"  You  turn  away  your  head.  Laure,  she  turns  away. 
Speak  for  me.  Scold  her :  for  I  dou*t  know  how  to  scold 
No  answer  from  either :  oh  what  has  turned  your 
leari^  ivgain^t  me  so  ?** 

**  Cam! lie/*  cried  Laure — the  tean  streaming  down  her 
cheeks — "  my  poor  Camille  I  leave  Beaurepaire.  Ob,  leave 
ii  at  once/'  ^ 

He  turned  towards  her  with  a  look  of  inquiiy.       •  ' 

At  that  Josephine,  like  &ome  feeble  but  nimble  wild  crea* 
ture  on  whom  a  grasp  has  relaxed,  writhed  away  from  him 
and  fled,     **  Farewell  I    Farewell ! "  she  cried* 

It  seemed  despair  itself  who  spoke* 

She  had  not  takf^n  six  steps  when  Jacintha  met  her  right 
in  front.  »*  Madam  Raynat,"  she  cried,  curtesying,  **the| 
baroneas  h  in  the  summer  house  and  wants  to  speak  to  you. 
I  wa--^  the  first  to  rail  her  madame  ; "  and  Jacintha,  little 
dreaming  of  all  she  had  done,  went  off  in  triumph,  after 
another  curtesy. 

This  blow  turned  tho^e  three  to  itonc.  I 

L  Josephine  bad  no  longer  the  power  or  tlie  wish  to  fly» 
P  Belt'^r  eo,"  she  tbuu^bt^  and  ij^hc  stood  cowering.  Then  tlie 
■nft  pa&^ions  that  hw\  fpoken  so  loud  were  Rtruek  dumb, 
Ev*a  deep  silence  fell  upon  the  place.     Mtidam  Raynal'9 
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quivering  eye  turned  slowly  and  ascant  towards  OsaiiBey  bat 

stopped  in  terror  ere  it  could  see  him. 

Silence— dead  silence ! 

The  ladies  knew  bj  this  fearful  stQhiess  that  tbe  tnitb  was 
creeping  on  Camille. 

Madam  Raynal  cowered  more  and  more. 

Camille  spoke  one  word  in  a  low  whisper— 

"Madam?" 

Dead  silence. 

"  White  ?  both  in  white  ?»* 

"  Camille,  it  was  our  doing.  We  drove  her  to  it  Oh,  sifi 
look  how  afraid  of  you  she  is.  Do  not  kiH  her:  do  not 
reproach  her,  if  you  are  a  man." 

He  waved  her  out  of  his  way  as  if  she  had  been  some  idle 
feather,  and  he  walked  up  to  Josephine.  "  It  is  for  yon 
to  speak  to  me  my  betrothed  :  are  you  married  ?  "  Tlie  poor 
creature,  true  to  her  nature,  was  thinking  more  of  him  than 
herself.  Even  in  her  despair  it  flashed  across  her  "  If  he 
knew  all,  he  too  would  be  wretched  for  life.  If  I  let  him 
scorn  me  he  may  be  happy  one  day."  She  cowered  the 
picture*  of  sorrow  and  tongue  tied  guilt. 

"  Are  you  a  wife  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  '* 

He  staggered. 

"  This  is  how  I  came  to  be  suspected  :  she  I  loved  was 
false?" 

"  Yes  Camille  !  " 

"  No  !  no  !  "  cried  Laure  :  "  she  alone  never  suspected 
you :  and  we  have  brought  her  to  this — we  alone." 

"  Be  silent  Laure— oh  !  be  silent  !  ! ! "  gasped  Josephine. 

"  I  lived  for  you  :  I  would  have  died  for  you  :  you  could 
not  even  wait  for  me." 

A  low  moan  :  but  not  a  word  of  excuse. 

*'  What  can  I  do  for  you  now  ?  " 

"  Forget  me  Camille  !  " 

''  Forget  you  ?  oh  never  !  never  !  there  is  but  one  thing  I 
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^^kan  do  to  show  yon  bow  I  loved  you — forgire  you^and 
^■kegone — whiiher  shall  I  go  ?  whither  ebali  I  go  now  ?  ** 

[  "  OK  CamiUe,  your  words  stab  ber :  she " 

^^L     **  Be  silent  I  let  none  speak  but  I — none  bere  but  I  has  J 
^rtbe  right  to  fipeak.     Poor  weak  angel  that  loved  yet  could' 
not  wait  t  I  forgive  you  !  be  happy  I — if  you  can^ — I  bid  you 
be  hap-py !  ** 

The  gentle  despairiiig  tones  died  away,  and  with  them  life 
seemed  to  end  to  her,  and  hope  to  go  out*  He  turned  his 
back  quickly  on  her*  "  To  the  army  1 "  he  eried  hoarsely. 
He  drew  himaelf  haughtily  up  in  marching  attitude.  He 
took  three  strides  erect  and  fiery  and  bold*  At  tbe  fourth 
the  great  heart  snapped*  and  the  worn  body  it  bad  held  up 
so  long  rolled  like  a  dead  log  upon  the  ground  with  a 
tremendous  fall. 
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CHAPTER  XXVL 

The  baroness  and  St  Aubin  were  walking  gently  cm  the 
South  Terrace,  when  suddenly  they  heard  shrieks  of  terror 
in  the  Fleasance.  They  came  with  quaking  hearts  as 
&st  as  their  old  limbs  would  carry  them.  They  found 
Laure  and  Josephine  crouched  OTer  the  body  of  a  man — aa 
officer. 

Laure  was  just  tearing  open  his  collar  and  jacket.  Dard 
and  Jacintha  had  run  from  the  kitchen  at  the  screams. 
Camille  lay  on  his  back,  white  and  motionless. 

The  doctor  now  came  up.  "  Who  I  what  is  this  ?  "  He 
shook  his  head.  '^  This  is  a  bad  case.  Stand  away  ladies. 
Let  me  feel  his  pulse." 

Whilst  the  old  man  was  going  stiffly  down  on  one  knee, 
Jacintha  uttered  a  cry  of  terror.  ^'  See  !  see  !  his  shirt ! 
that  red  streak  I  Ah !  ah  I  it  is  getting  bigger  and  bigger  i** 
and  she  turned  faint  in  a  moment,  and  would  have  &llen  but 
for  Dard. 

The  doctor  looked.  **A11  the  better,"  said  he  firmly. 
^'  I  thought  he  was  dead  I  His  blood  flows :  then  I  will  save 
him  !  Don't  clutch  me  so,  Josephine — don't  ding  to  me  like 
that  Now  is  the  time  to  show  your  breed  :  not  turn  sick  at 
the  sight  of  a  little  blood  like  that  foolish  creature ;  but  he^ 
me  save  the  poor  man." 

"  Take  him  indoors  I "  cried  the  baroness. 

'^  Into  our  house  mamma  ?  "  gasped  Laure. 

^  The  lightning  would  strike  it  if  we  did  not ! "  cried  the 
baroness.    ^  What  I  a  wounded  soldier  who  has  fought  for 
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Traaee  !  leave  him  to  lie  and  die  outside  mj  door — never : 
what  would  my  ^n  say  ?     He  is  a  soldier," 

Laui-e  <sBSt  a  hastj  look  at  Josephine :  Josephine's  ejes 
were  bent  on  the  ground  and  her  hands  clenched. 

**  Now  Jadntha — ^you  be  off  I  "  cried  the  doctor,  "  I  can't 
have  coward*^  about  him  to  mate  llie  others  as  bad^^ — go  and 
w  down  a  piece  of  good  beef  for  Mm  my  girL" 
**  That  I  will  r  pcsor  thing." 
The  barftnei^s  recogniaed  Camille. 
Why  I  know  him  :  it  i^  an  old  acquaintance^  young 
D^jardin — you  remember,  Jof^ephlne  ;  I  uaed  to  suspect  him 
of  a  fkacj  for  you,  poor  fellow  I  Why,  he  must  have  come 
here  to  see  U3 — j>oot  sou!*" 

^  No  matter  who  it  Is — it  is  a  man.     Now  girls  have  ycKi  d 
courage,  have  you  humanity  ?     Then  come  one  on  each  sidA  ^ 
of  htm  and  take  hands  beneath  bis  back,  while  I  Hft  his  head 
and  Dard  his  legsu" 
Dtird  assented- 
^  And  handlff  hira  gently  monsieur  whatever  you  do/*  aald] 

I  know  what  it  is*     I  have  been  woundedi" 
These  four  canned  the  lifeless  burden  very  slowly  ajai 
ntly  acrOK§  the   Plea  nance  to  the  house :  then  with  mora 
Sffiealty  and  caution  up  the  stairs. 
All  the  while  the  sisters'  hands  griped  one  another  tight 
slh  the  lifdej^  burden,  and  spoke  to  one  another.     And 
ineV  arms  upheld  tenderly  but  not  weakly  the  hero 
m  bful  fitrurk  down.    She  avoided  Laure's  eye,  her  mother's 
•e,  and  even  the  doctor's  eye  :  one  gasping  sob  es<^pcd  her 
she  walked  with  head  half  averted  and  vacant,  terror 
icken  eyes,  and  her  victim  on  her  sustaining  arm* 
They  laid  Irim  in  the  tapestried  chamber. 
**  1   must  have  an   airy  room  for   him,"   said   tlie  dool 
^  Now,  away  with  you  girls :  Dard,  help  me  undreaa 


lire  took  Josephine's  band  i   "  Sit  on  the  stairsi"  said 
'then  when  Dard  comes  out  we  shall  bear/' 
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Josephine  obeyed  pasriyelj.  She  sat  m  gloomy  aikaoey 
her  eyes  on  the  ground,  like  one  waiting  for  her  deathblow. 

Laure,  sick  at  heart,  sat  silent  too.  At  last  she  said  fiuntly, 
"  Have  we  done  well  ?  " 

**  I  don't  know,''  said  Josephine,  dog^^y.  Her  eyes  never 
left  the  ground. 

^  We  coald  not  let  him  die  for  want  of  care  and  skilL  He 
will  not  thank  us  my  sister.     Better  to  die  than  live." 

At  this  instant  Dard  came  running  down.  ^  Grood  news ! 
Mesdemoiselles  I  good  news !  the  wound  runs  all  ak>ng :  it 
is  not  deep,  like  mine  was.  He  has  op^ied  his  eyes  and 
shut  them  again.  The  dear  good  doctor  stopped  the  blood 
in  a  twinkle.  The  doctor  says  hell  be  bound  to  save  Um. 
I  must  run  and  tell  Jadndia.  She  is  taking  on  in  the 
kitchen.* 

Josephine,  who  had  risen  eageriy  from  her  despairing 
posture,  clasped  her  hands  together :  then  lifted  up  her  voice 
and  wept. 

"HewiUUvel  hewillUvel" 

When  she  had  wept  a  long  whUe  she  said  to  Lanre-* 
^  Come,  my  sister,  help  your  poor  Josephine." 

«Ye8,  love,  what?" 

"  My  duty,"  faltered  Josephine.  **  My  duty  that  an  hoar 
ago  seemed  so  sweet,"  and  she  fell  to  weeping  patiently 
again. 

They  went  to  Josepiune's  room.  She  crept  slowlj  to  a 
wardrobe,  and  took  out  a  grey  dlk  dress. 

*^ Oh  never  mind  for  today,"  cried  Laure.    ^Alasl  alas!" 

**  Help  me,  my  sister.    It  is  for  myself  as  weU.** 

«  For  yourself" 

*^  To  remind  me  eveiy  moment  I  am  Madam  RayaaL" 

They  pot  the  grey  gown  on  her,  both  weeping  patiently. 
it  will  be  known  at  the  last  day  what  honest  women  have 
suffered  weeping  silently  in  this  noisy  world. 

CamiHe  soon  recovered  his  senses  and  a  portion  of  his 
strength :  then  ike  irritation  of  Us  wound  brought  cm  torn 
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IIP*  ijj  tiirti  miml  before  the  4cKitor*8  rem^dieg  and  ft  eouitd 
uit-^titutifjn  :  but  it  left  beliind  it  a  great  weakness  and  gen- 
nil  prcMstrttiloii.  Ami  in  iim  state  tlta  fate  of  tUe  bodj  de- 
eiitlii  greatly  on  the  mind. 

Tbc  f)iiroiie4^  and  the  doetar  went  iKinstttntly  to  see  hlta* 
itJil  scKjthe  him  :  he  smiled  and  often  thanked  ihem,  but  Ms 

jtT  eyts  watched  the  door  for  oije  who  came  not. 

W>ien   he  gol  weU  enough   to  leave  his  bed  the  lurgest 

Diieh  wa&  sent  up  to  him  from   the  saloon ;  a  kind  hand 

bed  the  baron'i  silk  dre^^g  gOwn  for  Idm  warm  aud  sotl 

til]  01  ce:  and  he  would  eit  or  lie  on  \u&  coueh^  or  take  two 

m  tlie  room  leaning  upon  Laurels  ^loulder,  and  glad 

of  the  support :  and  ob^  he  looked  so  pileou&ly  in  her  ejcd 

lien  $bii  came^  and  when  Bhe  went ;  Laure  lowered  her 
ym  before   them^ — ^she   could  do   nothing — «hc  eould  say 

She  t^w  that  with  bis  Btrengtb  CamlUe  had  lost  a  portion 
'  hb  pride :  titat  he  pined  for  a  Bight  of  her  be  no  bnger 
e-*peeled  r  pined  for  her — as  the  thintj  piue  for  water  in 

Al  la'^t  one  day  he  spoke. 

How  kbd  you  art?  to  me  Laure  !  how  kind  you  all  are^ 
111  onu/* 
He  waited  in  hopea  dhe  would  my  sometlung,  but  she  held 

tongui^ 
"  At  lea^i  tell  mo  why  it  is  ?    Is  ibe  ash^imed  ?    Is  she 

"  Neither/* 

**  8hf5  hatc!?  me  ?  it  u  then  true  tliut  we  liak*  those  whom 
re  have  w<iiifidLd.  Crnd  !  cruel  Joj^ephine.  Oh  heart  of 
paH^lc  against   which   my   heart  hm   wrecked    iti«lf   for 

:r 

•^  Abu !  §he  is  not  cruel — but  she  is  Madam  Raynah"* 
**  Ah  1 — I  forgot  I     But  have  1  no  claim  on  her  ?     Nearly  I 
.  ir  vifira  Aw  \ms  beon  my  bf^trothed,     Wlist  have  I  done? 
Lf  fttbe  to  her?     1  uould  forgive  her  for  what  B\m 
15 
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has  done  to  me,  bat  she  cannot  forgive  me.     Does  she  meai 
never  to  see  me  agam  ?  " 

"  What  good  could  oome  of  it  ?  " 

"  Very  well,*'  said  Camille,  with  a  malicious  smile.  "  I 
am  in  her  way.  .  I  see  what  she  wants — she  shall  have 
it" 

Laure  carried  these  words  to  Josephine.  They  went 
through  her  like  a  sword. 

Laure  pitied  her. 

'<  Let  us  go  to  him.     Anything  is  better  than  this." 

"  Laure,  I  dare  not" 

The  next  day  early,  Josephine  took  Laure  to  a  door  out- 
side the  house,  a  door  that  had  long  been  disused.  Nettles 
grew  before  it  She  produced  a  key  and  with  great  diflR- 
culty  opened  this  door. 

"  Ah  it  is  a  good  many  years  since  I  have  been  in  there," 
said  Laure.  "Why  Josephine  it  leads  to  tlie  tapestry 
chamber." 

«  Yes." 

"  What  am  I  to  do  ?  " 

"  Watch  him  I  you  remember  where  we  used  to  peep 
through  into  the  room." 

"  Yes  !  Ah  how  happy  we  were  then." 

"  Watch  him,  as  a  mother  does  her  child.  Oh  !  if  any- 
thing happens  to  him  while  he  is  under  my  care " 

"  Be  calm,  love,  do  not  fear,  I  will  watch  him.  I  share 
your  misgivings,  your  fears ;  I  share  all  with  you." 

"  My  sister  I  my  Laure  I  my  guardian  angel  I  oh  if  I  had 
not  you,  who  know  what  a  miserable  woman  I  am,  I  should 
go  raving  mad  I 

When  Josephine  had  placed  Camille  under  this  strange 
surveillance,  she  felt  a  little,  a  very  little  easier,  she  hardly 
knew  why  ;  for  in  truth  it  was  a  vague  protection  against  a 
danger  equally  mysterious.  So  great  was  Josephine's  fore- 
thought, so  unflinching  her  determination,  that  she  never 
once  could  be  prevailed  on  to  mount  those  stairs,  and  peep 
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mm  lierself:     «  I  must  atarve  my  heart,  not  feed   it," 
nd  ^lic  gcew  paler  and  moi-e  hollow-eyed  day  by  duy* 
Yet  this  was  the  same  woman  wha  showed  s^iich  fecbl©' 
Bs*  and  irresolution   when   liaynuj   pre^i&ed   her  to  marry 
fm. 
But  tbeii  dwarfe  leeblj  drew  her  this  way  and  that,     Kow 
it^  fought  ihr  her.     Between  a  feebfe   iiiclhiatiaa  and  u 
r<*eble  di&inelioation  her  dt^iud  heart  drift-ed  10  and  tro.     Now 
honour,   ditty,   gmiitade,   which    with   her   was   a   passion, 
tlragp*d  her  one  way- — love,  pity,  and  remorse  anothor, 
Mouther  of  these  giants  would  relax  his  gmspt  and  notliing 
bliJed   except  her  vital   jxiwers.     Tee;    her  temper — thts 
v*i[itiU   temper  Heaven  t*7er  gave  a  human  creature  was 
>4ir*^4  at  tim*^^. 

There  hiy  the  man  she  loifed  pining  for  her.     Cutting  her 

her  cruelty — ^praying  TIeaven  lo  forgive  him  and  to  ble^a 

^r,  ajud  cursf  hhn  instead — sighing,  at  iniervals,  nil  ihe  day 

ng  BQ  loud,  so  deep,  so  piteou^ly,  as  if  hh  heart  broke  with 

eh  sigh  ;  and  somt*timeAj  for  he  Hi  tie  knew,  jwjor  soul*  that 

ny  human  eye  was  upon  him,  earring  aside  hk  manho«xl  in 

^  despair,  and  Ringing  )nms<«lf  on  tlie  very  fioori  and  muff' 

Hg  his  head,  and  ^obbing^ — ^he  a  hero. 

And  ben.'  was  tihe  pining  in  i?eeret  for  him,  who  pined  for 

Br  ?     "I  am   not  a  woman   fit   aik**   cried  ^he,  who  was  all 

Dm  an.     "  1  am  crueller  to  him  than  a  tiger  or  any  ravage 

nture  b  to  the  victim  she  ieara.     I  mnM  not  tempt  you* 

fo  love  rae  now  ifl  a  sin*     I  mo-^t  cure  you  of  your  love  for 

and   then  die  ;  (or  wlmt  ^hnU  I  have   lo  live  for  ?     He 

i^epsi,  he  sigha,  he  crie.*  for  Josephine  I  ** 

Thiti  enforced  cruelly  was  inoi'e  contrary  to  tht?  womiin's 

lure  as  well  m  to  her  heart,  ihaji  bhn*k  h  to  white,  or  heai 

cold:  and  Nature  n^lii^lhNj  with  all  her  forces.     Aj*  when 

rtirk  trr<r?4  to  ?tf*m   a  cnrrent,  the  wafer  lights  its  way  on 

Eire  *idt*Ji  than  one,  ^o  inmiltpd  Nature  dealt  with  Joi*ephSnfi, 

lit  onlv  ditl  lu*r  Xmdy  pine,  but  Iilt  nene^*  w**r<^  rxaitperatt'd. 

dden   twit^ijc*   came  over   hrr,   that    almo??t  mmle>   her 
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scream.  Her  permaDent  state  was  utter  despondency :  but 
across  it  came  fitful  flashes  of  irritation ;  and  then  she  was 
scarce  mistress  of  herself. 

Wherefore  you  who  find  some  holy  woman  cross  and  bit- 
ter, stop  a  moment  before  you  sum  her  up  vixen  and  her 
religion  nought :  inquire  the  history  of  her  heart :  perchance 
beneath  the  smooth  cold  surface  of  duties  well  discharged, 
her  life  has  been,  or  even  is,  a  battle  against  some  self  indul- 
gence the  insignificant  saint's  very  blood  cries  out  for :  and 
so  the  poor  thing  is  cross,  not  because  she  is  bad :  but  be- 
cause she  is  better  than  the  rest  of  us — ^yet  human. 

As  for  Josephine's  little  bursts  of  fretfulness  they  were 
always  followed  by  disproportionate  penitence  and  pathetic 
efibrts  to  be  so  very  kind  to  those  whom  she  had  scratched, 
and  then  felt  for  as  if  she  had  ploughed  great  bleeding  fur- 
rows in  them. 

Now  though  she  was  more  on  her  guard  with  the  baroness 
than  with  Laure,  or  die  doctor,  or  Jacintha,  her  state  could 
not  altogether  escs4)e  the  vigilance  of  a  mother's  eye. 

But  the  baroness  had  not  the  clue  we  have. 

That  makes  all  the  di£ference :  how  small  an  understand- 
ing put  by  accident  or  instruction  on  the  right  track  shall 
run  the  game  down :  how  great  a  sagacity  shall  wander  if  it 
gets  on  a  false  scent* 

"  Doctor  you  are  so  taken  up  with  your  patient  you  neg- 
lect the  rest  of  us.     Do  look  at  Josephine !  She  is  ill  1 " 

"  No  madam,  or  she  would  have  told  me." 

<'  Well  then  she  is  going  to  be  ill.  She  is  so  pale,  and  so 
fretful,  so  peevish,  which  is  not  in  her  nature.  Would  yoa 
believe  it  doctor,  she  snaps  ?  " 

"  Our  Josephine  snap  ?.   This  is  new." 

"And  snarls  1" 

"  Then  look  for  the  end  of  the  world." 

*  Vtde  all  aathentio  records  of  xnaa's  reasonings  and  iDventioos:  for 
climax  pluDge  firom  Newton  reuoning  astronomy  down  to  Newton  reason- 
ing alohyray. 
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said  Josepliiiia 
You  nsed  not  to  Im?  ^o 


riie  other  di%y  1  hemrl  her  snap  Laure :  atid  tins  mciro- 
log  she  lialf  !?tiarled  at  me,  just  befause  I  pressed  hf^r  iti  go 
nd  ctau^le  our  patitnL     Uu.'^h  I  here  she  is.     My  cliild  I 
ac€ using  you  to  inormleur  here,     I  am  telling  hhn  you 
ejflei'l  hid  palietit/' 
**  I,  main  ma  ! " 
*•  You  never  go  near  Mm" 
^I  wUi  vkit  hiin  oue  of  these  days," 
^Idly. 

**  (}ti€  of  ih^ao  days  my  daitghter. 
har*l  hi^arted.     A  soldier,  an  old  comrade  of  your  hustjiii>tl*s, 
Ifoiitided  and  ntck,  and  you  aboe  uever  go  to  hiui,  to  cuui^ole 
mm  with  n  word  of  sympotby  or  encouragement*** 
Jmti\Axm*i  Uioktid  at  her  mothjcr  with  &  sort  of  incredulous 

I  tjo  ooi  reeognbe  you*     You  who  am  m  ktud -hearted 
nd  [litiful,  PXCM^pt  to  wounded  soliliers," 

Jo^t^phiue   emiled    bilterly,      Th*?ii  after  a  struggle  she 

ftplit^i]  with  a  tiino  and  manuer  io  apiteful  imd  uy  thjU  it 

[juid  huve  deceived  «veu  us  who  know  her  had  we  heui-il  it. 

*♦  Uc  hai  plenty  of  nurses  without  me,"  *hc  add<^d  almost 

lly,     "  My  h unhand,  if  he   were  wounded,  would  not 

l^fo  manvt  perhap^i  not  have  on^.*' 

With   thiij  she  roj^e  and  went  out^  leaving  ihein  aghjisL 

be  sat  down  in  the  pa&^age  ou  a  window  sca%  and  laughed 

I^uro  henvd  her  and    ran   to  her.     Joseph in^   told   her 

jirhtU  her  moth**!'  had  ^aid  to  her.     Lanri^  soot  bed  her, 

'  **  Never  mind.     You  have  your  «ster  who  anderstundis 

l>u :  don't  come  in  till  they  have  got  some  other  loptc,^ 

Laure  out  of  euriosity  went  m,  *wd  ff>und  a   dii%euis*ion 

on.      The  doctor  wjis  ini  homing  Jottephiue,  *^>i'  tb«s 

II  of  hi«  enmpanlon. 
'  "It  ia  a  female  jealousy i  and  of  a  mighty  innoefvnt  kind, 
re  are  *o  ocenpied  with   this  poor  fellow,  she  lb  inks  her 

in  forgot  ten.'* 
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"Surely,  doetoFj  our  Josephi&e  would  aot  be  so  unreitst^ 
able,  80  unjust" 

"  She  belongs  to  a  8^x»  be  it  said  witliont  offending  yn 
madam,  among  whose  numberless  virtues  justice  does  not  t 
a  prominent  pkt^e." 

The  baron esst  &Uook  hor  liend. 

"That  is  not  it.     It  is  a  pi   ;e  of  pmderj.     This  youn 

'  gentleman  yvus,  a  sort  of  admirt?   of  here,  though  she  diil  nt 

admire  him  much,  as  far  srn  I   -em ember,     Bui  it  vrtis  foB 

years  ago :  and  s^he  is  married  tc  a  man  she  love?,  or  is  gola 

to  love." 

"  Well  but  iimmnia,  a  trifling  exceFS  of  delicacy  is  surd 
excusable." 

"  It  is  not  delicacy  i  it  is  prudery.  And  when  peopk  ti 
sick  and  suffiiiinji,  an  honei;!  wommi  shoiiM  toke  up  h( 
charity  and  hiy  down  her  prndery  or  her  coquetry:  i\y 
tiiin<^s  that  I  suspect  are  the  same  tiling  in  different  sliapL.- 

Here  Jacintha  c^une  in. 

''  Mademoiselle,  here  is  the  colonel's  broth  ;  ]\Iada 
Raynal  has  flavoured  it  ibr  liim,  and  you  are  to  take  it  uji 
him,  and  keep  him  company  while  lie  ent.-^  it." 

"Come,"  cried  the  baroness,  "  mj  lecture  has  not  be 
lost/' 

Laure  followed  dacintha  up  stairs. 

Laure  was  heari  and  bead  on  Kaynal's  side. 

She   ha<l   deceived    biiu  about  d()>epbine'>  attachment.  ;) 
felt  all  the  more  desirous  to  gujird   him  a;iainsl  any  ill  con 
(pienees  of  it.      Then    he   had    Ix-en    so   "j^enerous  to  lier : 
had  left  her  her  sister,  wbo  would  have  gone   to  Kgyjjt.  i 
escaped  this  misery,  but  for  her. 

But,  on   the   other   hand,  il'  I    may  use   a   great    mast 
words, 

-(l(Mitle  pity 


Tuci;ged  at  her  hcavt-trings  witli  complaining  cries. 
This  w^atching  of  Camille  made  her  wretched.      When 
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tfos  with   fiitn   hh  pHflt?  l>ore   him  up :  but  when  he  waa 

»tw  5L^  life?  tbi.*ugl;i»  Lis  anguish  and  d(f^pcur  were  terrible,' 
nd  broke;  out  hi  so  many  wuyn  that  often  Laure  shrank  in 

ern/r  from  ht^  pet- p  hole* 
8 be  djirtKl  not  tell  Josephine  the  half  of  what  she  mw  t 

phiiL  ftho   did   tell   her  agtlaied  lier  bo  terribly :  a»d  oAf^n 

ILiiiitfi  had  il  on  the  ti[i  i>t'  hiT  tojigiie  to  ^ay^-**  Do  pray  go 
iiid  st^t!  if  you  can  my  notbitig  that  will  do  htrii  gcicd:**  but 
pc  fiaight  Uie  impul^ic  down.  This  hattlo  of  feeling,  thoti«:h 
pss  gtvere  than  her  &ijit*;r*Sj  waa  coustaitt :  it  desti-oye^l  her 
fciicty*  Slie  wItcho  merry  laugh  tilled  to  ring  like  ehiines 
limitgh  the  house,  never  laughed  now,  getdom  smiled^  nnd 
often  ftighed.  The  elden*  felt  a  deep  gloom  settJ^s  down  upon 
^^hf!  bouse* 

^H    One  evenmg  tha  barooess,  Jofiephiney  and  SU  Aubin  sat  in 
^^Bit»  nloon,  in  deiud  ^ilencr\ 

^^B  Doctor  St.  Aubin  hud  h^eu  the  la^t  to  iuccumb  to  the  deep 
^^■bpref^iian,  but  for  a  day  or  two  he  had  been  ms  grave  and 
^^■1  «ad  a4  tlic  re^U 
^^f    Ue  novT  broke  silence. 

**  I  am  ^hid  Liiure  m  out  of  tho  room,"  jydd  he  thought 

KUy,  **  I  wish  to  consult  you  two.** 
**  We  listen  my  friend,"  *aid  ilie  baroness  with  interest, 
"It  is  humil  rer  all  my  experience,  to  he  obliged 

coasiilt  unpj  il  person?*.     Forty  years  ago  I  should 

tiave  be«n  too  mie  to  do  so.     But  ^inee  thou  I  have  often 
mea  &cieuce   baffled  and  untndned  intellif^i'nee^  throw  light 
ttpOQ  tiajril  que^tioufi  i  ami  your  sex  in  pariicular  hn^^  himi- 
lis  ImiLiiici^  and  reads  things  by  flashes  that  we  matt  niks 
Hth  a  microscope.      Our  dear  Madam  Raynal  read   that 
[»tary,  and  Ui  this  day  I   iMjHeve  she   could   nol   tdl  m 

[»W." 

**  I  know  vc?ry  well  how  I  ri^iid  hiia  dear  friend-'* 

^  How  ?  " 

"Oh  I  I  cnn't /i^/ how." 

**  Ther«  you  m'j^.     Well  then  you  must  help  m«  in  thia 
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case.    And  this  time  I  promise  to  treat  your  art  with  more 
respect" 
^  And  who  is  it  she  is  to  read  now  ? "  asked  the  baro- 


Josephine  said  nothing :  but  trembled,  and  was  secretlj 
but  keenlj  on  her  guard. 

"  Who  should  it  be  but  mj  poor  patient  ?  He  puzzles  me. 
I  never  knew  a  patient  so  faint  hearted." 

^<  A  soldier  Mnt  hearted  I "  exclaimed  the  baroness.  ^  To 
be  sure  these  men  that  storm  cities  and  fire  cannon,  and 
cut  and  hack  one  another  with  so  much  spirit,  are  poor 
creatures  compared  with  us  when  thej  have  to  lie  quiet  and 
suffer." 

"  Josephine,"  said  the  doctor,  abruptly,  "  do  you  know 
Colonel  Dujardin's  character  ?  " 

"  No  I  yes !  by  the  bulletins  of  the  army — long  ago." 

"  Do  you  know  his  history  ?  " 

"  No— yes.  He  told  Laure :  and  she  told  me.  He  was 
taken  prisoner  in  Spain.  The  cowards  made  him  suffer 
tortures.  Oh,  doctor !  he  is  alive  by  a  miracle.  I  cannot 
think  that  Heaven  will  desert  him  now.  Do  send  for 
Laure ;  she  will  tell  you  better  than  I  can  all  he  has  gone 
through." 

'^  No,"  said  St  Anbin,  ^  you  mistake  me.  That  is  not 
what  I  want  to  know.  It  is  not  the  past  but  the  present 
that  gives  me  so  much  concern.  Past  dangers  are  present 
delights." 

"  Doctor,  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

'^  I  mean  this,  that  he  ought  to  get  well,  and  does  not 
But  it  is  not  my  fault :  no  man  can  be  cured  without  his  own 
help :  and  he  will  not  put  a  finger  to  the  work.  Patients 
complain  of  our  indifference :  it  is  not  so  here :  I  am  all 
anxiety  and  zeal,  and  my  sick  man  is  his  own  bystander 
apathetic  as  a  log." 

The  doctor  walked  the  room  in  great  excitement 

^  Ladies  for  pity's  sake  help  me :  get  his  history  from  him, 
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id  tell  it  me ;  you  Jt^sephine  with  jour  instincts  do  for  phya 
|ji;lp  ine :  do  throw  off  that  sultlime  indifiurence  yon 
m:inifF!«ted  all  iilong  to  this  man*&  fkte.** 
'*  8he  Imi  Hot  !  "  critrd  ihe  baixjn^i&a  firing  up.     *^  She  lined 
HU  dressing  gown  for  him  ;  »nd  abe  inspects  everjMhing  ihnl 
L^  eals  ;  do  vou  uot  ?  ** 
**  Yes  t  cnjr  tuoilier -^ 

*^  Have  [mtieQCB  my  fmud  :  time  will  cure  your  patient : 
and  litue  aloo^/' 

^  Time  !  you  speak  as  if  time  was  a  quality ;  time  i§  only 
a  ttit*asure  of  events,  favourable  or  unfavourable :  time  kills 
B^  many  i\s  it  cure^/' 

**  Why  doctor  y«u  surely  would  not  imply  his  life  Ib  in  any 
djiogcr  ? '' 

^  Should  I  be  tsaying  all  this  if  it  waa  not  ?  Must  I  ap«>ak 
out  ?  Well  tlieo  I  will.  If  some  change  does  not  take  place 
mom^  he  will  be  a  deail  man  in  another  fortnight.  That  ig  all 
iime  will  do  for  him.     Now,*' 

The  baroneas  uttered  an  exclamation  of  ptty  and  dis- 
irebA. 

Jo8«*phine  put   her  hand  .to  her  bosom^  and  a  creeping^ 
LoiTX)r  came  over  lier,  and  then  a  faintness.     Suddenly  she 
aiilif*d   fn^m    the    rootn.      In   the  passage   she   met   Laure 
ning  hiLslily  lowaitl^  tli€  talon  laughing:    the  fir^t  lime 
had  laughed  ihia  many  a  day.     Oh  what  a  eontragi  ' 
Hwceo  the  two  face^  that  met   there — ^the  one   pale  and 
umir  stricken*  the  other  rosy  and  laughing  i 
*^  Wdt  dear,  at  hist  I  am  paid  for  all  my  trouble,     I  have 
^ught  my  loni  out.     Wliat  do  you  think  he  does  F    W^hat  k 
lie  mattiir  ?  ** 

'  Nothing — (ell  me  I  tell  rae !  ** 

**You   are   agitated   Josephine.      My   sifiler-^my   sweel 
rl     What  have  lh<!y  been   doing  to  you    now?     You 
ni  tny  ntory  flm  ?     Very  well     Oh  the  doctor  would  h^ 
m  a  ^tvii  rtge  if  he  knew  it," 
,«*Tlw'diK*t/.r?" 

15* 
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"  Yes  !  it  is  soon  told.  Camille  neyer  takes  a  drop  of  hia 
medicine.  He  pours  it  into  the  ashes  under  the  grate.  I 
saw  him.     I  caught  him  in  the  act,  ha  I  ha  I " 

Josephine  stared  wildly  at  Laure  to  hear  her  laugh. 

"  Ah  !  I  forgot :  you  don't  know— come." 

«  Where  to  ?  " 

"To  him:' 

Josephine  paused  on  the  first  landing. 

"  Promise  me  not  to  contradict  a  word  I  shall  say  to  him. 
I  must  hide  my  heart  from  him  I  love — ^yes,  him  I  lore,  I 
adore,  I  worship.  Ah  I  I  have  got  jou  to  whom  I  can  tell 
the  truth,  or  I  could  not  go  on  the  widking  lie  I  am.  I  k>ve 
him :  I  adore  him :  I  will  deceive  him,  and  save  him,  and 
then  lie  down  and  die." 

"Be  calm!  pray  be  calm!"  said  Laure:  "Oh,  that  he 
had  never  be^i  bom !  Say  what  you  will,  I  will  not  speak. 
Shall  I  tell  him  you  are  coming  ?  " 

"  No.  Let  me  have  every  advantage :  let  me  think  be- 
forehand every  word  I  shall  say :  but  take  him  by  surprise^ 
coward  and  double-face  that  I  am." 

The  sisters  stood  at  the  door.  Josephine's  heart  beat 
audibly.  She  knocked :  a  faint  voice  said — ^  Come  in." 
She  and  Laure  entered  the  room.  Camille  sat  on  the  sofa, 
his  head  bowed  over  his  hands.  A  glance  showed  Josephine 
that  he  was  doggedly  and  resolutely  thrusting  himself  into 
the  grave.  Thinking  it  was  only  Laure,  for  he  had  now 
lost  all  hope  of  seeing  Josephine  come  in  at  the  door,  he 
never  moved.  Some  one  glided  gently  but  rapidly  up  to 
him. 

He  looked  up. 

Josephine  was  kneeling  to  him. 

He  lifted  his  head  with  a  start,  and  trembled  all  over. 

"  Camille,  I  am  come  to  you  to  beg  your  pity,  to  appeal 
to  your  generosity,  to  ask  a  favour — I  who  deserve  so  little 
of  you." 
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MrJaHed  a  long  timer  »iifl  Camille  agiUted 
\}y  I  **  and  &G  have  1,"  be  added  bttterly. 
**  CaciiUe,  jou  are  killiiig  one  wUa  loied  y«u  once,  aad 
wlio  hoA  been  very  wetik  and  faithless,  but  not  so  wicked 
die  appears." 

"  How  am  I  killing  you  f  " 

'  With    rem<^ie — to    see   you   smking   Into    tbe    tomb. 
amiUe  is  this  generous  of  yaa  ?     Do  I  not  Buffer  enougU  f 
Fould  you  make  me  a  mtirdereas  ?  " 
"  Tben  why  have  you  never  beea  near  me  ?    I  could  for- 
pve  your  weakness,  but  not  your  heJirtleasoess/' 
*^  It  Is  my  duty,     I  have  no  rigbi  to  st^ek  your  society* 
you  really  wanted  mine  you  would  get  well*  and  m  join 
I  down  seairs  a  week  or  two  before  you  leave  us." 
•*  How  am  I  to  get  well  ?    My  heart  is  broken  " 
**  Be  a  man  CamiUe.     Do  not  iling  awjiy  a  soldie/s  life 
use  a  firkle  worthless  woman  could  not  wait  for  you. 
Forgive  like  a  man,*  or  revenge  yourself  like  a  man.     If  you 
nnot  forgive  me^  kill  me*     See  1  kneel  at  your  feet.     I 
will  not  rejsist  you*     Kill  tne  I  ** 

'  T  wish  I  could.     Oh !  i£  1  oonld  kill  you  with  a  look  and 
|lys*df  with  a  wish!     Ko  man  should  ever  take  you  frora 
me  then.     We  would  be  together  in  the  grave  at  tins  hour. 
>  not  lejnpt  me,  I  say  i  " 
And  be  cast  a  terrible  look  of  lovej  and  biitred,  and  desf^ai^ 

i  her* 
Her  pntple  eye  never  wiiieed :  it  poured  back  (eade 
I  alTeetlon  in  return. 
He  saw  and  tunied  away  witli  a  g»»JD|  and  held  out  1 

i  tf>  ber. 
She  sealed  it  and  kUsed  it,     **  Tou  are  great,  you  lira 
ynu  wib  not  Ftrike  me  as  a  woman  striked — ^yoti 
till  tioi  die  to  drive  tne  to  despair/* 
**  All  I  yoq  love  in^  M\  I " 

^Kol  no  I  no!  my  beiut  i*  dead.     But  I  lov*«i  you  onca. 
I  bad  m  riglit  to  Iotc  you,     A  wutaiui  mnmit  ft*rgf!t 
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all.  Can  you  ?  Tea  !  jou  can,  to  be  revenged  on  poor  dllj 
Josephine." 

"  I  see :  Love  is  gone — ^but  pitj  remains — ^I  thoaglit  that 
was  gone  too." 

"Yes  Camille,"  said  Josephine  in  a  whisper — ^"pHy  re- 
mains, and  remorse  and  terror  at  what  I  have  done  to  a  man 
of  whom  I  was  never  worthy .*• 

"Well,  madam,  as  you  have  come  at  last  to  me,  and 
even  do  me  the  honour  to  ask  me  a  favour — ^I  shall  tiy 
— if  only  out  of  courtesy — ^to — ah  Josephine!  Josephine! 
when  did  I  ever  refuse  you  anything?  " 

At  this  Josephine  sank  into  a  chair,  and  burst  oat  crying. 
Camille,  at  this,  began  to  cry  too ;  and  the  two  poor  things 
sat  a  long  way  from  one  another,  and  sobbed  bitterly. 

The  man,  weakened  as  he  was,  recovered  his  quiet  despair 
first. 

"  Don't  cry  so  my  poor  soul ! "  said  he.  "  But  tell  me 
what  is  your  will,  and  I  shall  obey  you  as  I  used  before 
anyone  came  between  us  !  " 

"  Then !  live,  Camille !  I  implore  you  to  live  ! " 

"  Well  Josephine,  since  you  care  about  it,  I  will  live." 

"  Since  I  care  ! — oh  ! — bless  you  Camille.  How  good  yoa 
are :  how  generous  you  are.  You  have  promised — ^you  keep 
your  promises :  you  are  not  like  me." 

"  Why  did  not  you  come  before  and  ask  me  ?  I  thought 
I  was  in  your  way.     I  thought  you  wanted  me  dead." 

Josephine  cast  a  look  of  wonder  and  anguish  on  Camille, 
but  she  said  nothing.  She  rang  the  bell,  and,  on  Jacintha 
coming  up,  she  dispatched  her  to  Doctor  St.  Aubin  for  the 
patient's  medicine. 

"  Tell  the  doctor,"  said  she,  "  Colonel  Dujardin  has  let  fell 
the  glass." 

While  Jacintha  was  gone,  she  scolded  Camille  gently. 

"  How  could  yon  be  so  unkind  to  the  poor  doctor  who 
loves  you  so  ?  " 

"  What  have  I  done  to  him  ?  "  asked  Camille  colouring. 
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**  You  throw  away  hh  medicines*  Do  jrou  tliiiik  1  am 
liiid,  X^ook  at  lU<^  stiUea  ;  ihej  are  wet.  Camjlle^  are  yon 
OQiing  di^iQgf^niious  ?  " 
iti  gives  me  todicr*  llmt  do  me  too  macb  goud ;  I  could 
Ot  die  quick  enough — there,  forgive  me.  I  have  promised 
liv^^^I  wUl  live," 
Jaoiirtba  came  io  with  Ihe  tonic  in  a  ghiss^  and  retired  with 

Josephioe  took  it  to  Cam  ilk. 
**  Drink  with  me,  then,''  said  he>  "  or  I  will  not  touch  it," 
Josephine  took  the  glass. 

**  1  drink  to  your  ht^alth  Camille,  and  to   your  glory  t 

lureb  to  your  brow  my  hero  1  and  aome  faithful  wumaii  io 

&ijr  hmirii  who  will  nmke  you  forget  this  fbllj  :    it  i*  for 

her  I  §ave  you/*     She  put  the  glasa  with  well  acted  spirit  to 

her  lips  I  but   in   the  very  action  a  Ppusm  seized  her  throui; 

ud  almofit  choked  her ;  she  lowered  lier  head  that  lie  niiglit 

see   her  face  and  tried  agiiin  ;    but  the  teargi  burst  from 

er  eyes  and   ran  into  the  liquid  and  her  lips  trembled  over 

the  bnm,  and  couldnX 

Ah  I  give  it  me,**  he  cried  :    *'  there  b  a  tear  of  yours 

He  drank  off  the  bitter  remedy  now  as  if  it  liad  been 
pectar. 

Jo^^phine  blu§hcd* 
**  If  you  wanted  rae  to  Uvc,  why  did  you  not  come  here] 
!iure?"  1 

^  I  did  not  think  you  would  be  bo  fooiy^  so  wieked,  so 
Liel  an  to  do  what  you  have  been  daiiigi" 
**  Josw^phinei  emnv  and  &hine  ufion  uie  every  day,  and  yon 
"^bave  no  fre»hcau?^e  od^  complaint ;  things  rtourish  in  I  ho 
nr  that  dit*  in  tli^  dark :  Lnuj%  it  is  iiji  if  the  sun  hiid 
lie  into  my  prison:   you  are  fude,  but  you  are  beautiful  iw 
cautiful;    what  a  ewect  dress!    eo  tjuicl*  wj 
I  off  your  beautv  inatead  of  vainly  trying  to  vie 
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He  pot  out  Ilia  hand  and  took  her  grej  silk  dress  and  went 
to  kiss  it  as  ti  devotee  kisses  llie  altar  Bteps. 

She  snatched  it  I'liriousljr  away  with  a  sbndder. 

"  Yes,  yott  are  right,**  said  ehe ;  "  thank  joa  for  ootid  og 
mj  dress :  it  ia  a  heautifiil  dre^js — ha !  ha  I  A  dre^  I  take 
a  pride  in  wearing,  and  always  fihalV  I  hope.  I  mean  to  hi 
buried  in  it.  Come  Laure  I  Tliank  you  Camille :  you  art; 
very  good,  you  have  once  more  promised  me  to  live-  G^ 
well :  come  down  stairs ;  then  you  will  see  me  every  dnj 
you  know — ^there  ia  a  temptation.  Good  bye  Comilie ! — are 
you  coming  Laure  ?  What  are  you  loiiering  for  ?  God  bk^ 
you,  and  comfort  you,  and  help  you  to  tbrget  whiii  it  is  mad- 
ness to  remember  1  '* 

She  was  goue. 

The  room  seemed  to  darken  to  Camille* 

Outside  the  door  Josephine  caught  hold  almost  fiercely  of 
Laure. 

*^  Have  I  committed  myself?  " 

"  Over  and  over  again.  Do  not  look  so  terrified  I — I  meai 
to  me :  but  not  to  him.  Oh !  what  a  fool  he  is  !  and  ho\ 
much  better  you  must  know  him  than  I  do  to  venture  o 
such  a  transpai'ent  deceit.  He  believes  whatever  you  t«- 
him.  He  is  all  ears,  mid  no  eyes.  Yes,  love,  I  watcbt 
him  keenly  all  the  time.  He  really  thinks  it  is  pity  an 
remorse ;  nothing  more.  My  poor  sister  you  have  a  har 
liie  to  lead — a  hard  game  to  play  :  but  so  far  you  ha\ 
succeeded  :  yet  could  look  poor  Raynal  in  the  face  if  he  can 
home  today." 

''Then    God  be  thanked,"   cried   Josephine.      "I  am 
happy  today  as  I  can   ever    hope   to  be.      Now   let   us 
through  the  fai'ce  of  dressmg  :  it  is  near  dinner  time  ;  ai 
then  the  fai'ce  of  talking,  and  hardest  of  all,  the  farce 
living." 

From  that   hour  Camille  began   to  <ret  better  very  slow 
yet  perceptibly. 

The    doctor,  afraid    of  being   inislaken,  said    nothin<' 
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but    at    Iai?t    he    annouticed  ibe  good    news  mt 

the  (Unner  table.     It  was  no  newi  to  ejilier  of  the  sistei^ 

aiire  had  walch^  tvtrj  symptjom,  and  bad  told  Joseplitne, 

[He  h   ttJ   come  down    stairs   in    tLrt?e    days/*  a*lded   the 

&eior* 

The  baroness. — ^**  Thank  beavenl  and  now  that  anxiety  is 

removoilt  I  do  bof>e  you  will  have  time  to  cure  her  who  h 

deATor  to  U'i  tiian  nil  (he  world." 

Jotephine.^ — "  My  mother :    there  m  nothing  the  matter 


Bafxiness. — ^**Then    why   da   you    answer?    I  mentioned 

if." 

Jo^pbine  was  confused:  the  doctor  flmiled:  but  be 
lid  kindly — **Tiideedj  you  look  pale,  Rod  fiomewhnt 
aer," 

Barcmees. — ^*  Thinner  ?      Wliat  wonder  when   she   eats 

hing?** 

St.  Auhin* — **  l&  this  true  ?     Do  you  eat  nothing  ?  *' 

Ja@<3pbine« — ^  I  eat  as  mueb  m  I  require.  I  have  oRcn 
heUT^  yon  mj  we  ahaulJ  eat  no  more  than  we  can 
reUsb*** 

St.  Aubin. — ^**  She  is  right.  Perhapa  we  dine  too  early 
ibr  you,     I  observe  you  don't  seem  to  enjoy  your  dinner.** 

Jofiepbine. — **  Enjoy — ^my  dinner  ?  " 

BU  Aubijt* — ^*  Wliy  not  ?  You  are  not  an  angel  in  body 
tbongli  you  are  tn  mind :  and  if  you  don't  enjoy  your  dinn^ 
tliere  m  something  wrong.  However,  perhaps  Jaelntba  4oeA 
oot  give  us  tlie  dishes  you  like,*' 

Jo^epbine.^^ — '*  No  I  no !  it  ib  not  that.  All  dlshca  tush) 
like  one  tin  mc^^ 

St.  Aubin* — "  What  do  they  taste  like  ?** 

Jotiepbioe^ — *^  Like  ? — ^Uke  »11  the  some— quite  tasteless. 
Don't  tea«e  mc  ?     What  does  it  matter  ?  " 

B*ronetiij» — "There  doctor — ^tliere;  sm  how  frtitlul  tbo 
poor  child  is  glutting. *" 

8c.  Atihin-— **  1  see  madiya*  and  divine  tht*  *yan>^^     Nnw 
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Madam  Rayiial,  kt  us  be  serious.  I  unrler^tond  joa  tt 
saj  that  a  slice  of  lliis  mutton  or  of  that  ehicken  taste  tiv 
same  to  you ;  or  to  apeds  more  oorrectly,  have  no  taj^te  ?  ^   ' 

JosephiDe. — **  None  wbatever.'' 

St.  Aubin.— *^BiLEni:r  ^ 

Camille,  bribed  hj  the  hope  of  seeiog  Josephine  eT^ 
da  J,  turned  hia  mind  seriously  x?  wards  getting  well ;  mi: 
as  his  disorder  bad  been  lelbai  y^  not  disease,  be  improve 
visibly.  But,  as  hin  body  strenj^tbened,  some  of  the  won 
passions  in  our  nature  attacked  bim. 

Fierce  gusts  of  bate  and  love  combined  orerpowered  ty 
man's  high  sentunenls  of  honour  tmd  jut^tice,  and  made  hit 
clench  his  t<?cth.  and  \l>w  never  to  leave  Bean  re  pal  re  msi 
out  Josephine.  She  had  been  his  four  years  before  she  ev( 
saw  Raynal,  and  she  should  be  his  for  ever.  Her  lo\ 
would  soon  revive  wlicn  they  should  meet  every  da 
and — 

Then   conscience   pricked   liim,   and    reminded    him    li<' 
and    why    Raynal    had    married    her :    for   Laure    had    to 
him  all.       Should    he   undermine    an    absent  soldier,    wlio 
whole  conduct   in    this   had   been   so  pure,  so  generous, 
unselfish  ? 

l^ut  this  was  not  all. 

Strange  to  say,  he    was   under   a  great   personal   oblii: 
tion  to    his  quondam  comrade   Raynal,  of  which    mon- 
and  by. 

Whenever  this  was  vividly  present  to  his  mind,  a  pr. 
terror  fell  on  him,  and  he  would  cry  out  in  anguish — -M) 
that  some  angel  would  come  to  me  and  tear  me  by  t'oi 
from  this  place." 

And  the  next  moment  passion  swept  over  him  like  a  i\o' 
and  carried  away  all  his  virtuous  resolves.  His  soul  wa^ 
deep  waters:  great  waves  drove  it  to  and  fro.  Peril' 
condition,  which  seldom  ends  well. 

Camille  was  a  man  in  whom  honour  sat  throned. 
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In  no  other  earthly  circumstance  could  he  have  hesitated 
an  instant  between  right  and  wrong.  But  such  natures, 
proof  against  all  other  temptations,  have  often  fallen,  and 
will  fall,  where  sin  takes  the  angel  form  of  her  they  love. 
Yet,  of  all  men,  they  should  pray  for  help  to  stand:  for 
fallen,  they  still  retain  one  thing  that  divides  them  from 
mean  sinners. 

Remorse — the  giant  that  rends  the  great  hearts  that  mock 
at  fear. 


854 


WniTI^   LIBS, 


CHAPT 


xxyn. 


The  day  came  in  which  e  doctor  had  promised  1 
patient  he  should  corae  dowii  taira*  First  lib  comfortal 
Bofa  was  take  a  down  into  the  sfllooti  for  his  use :  theo  I 
patient  himself  came  dowD  leaning  on  the  doctor's  arm^  a 
his  heart  pnlpilating  at  the  thought  of  the  meetings  1 
came  into  the  room  :  the  baroness  waj?  alone.  She  greet 
him  kiudly,  and  welcomed  him.  Laure  came  in  soon  af 
and  did  the  same.  But  no  Josephine.  Camille  feU  sick 
heart.  At  hist  dinner  was  aniionneed  :  ''  she  will  .sun 
join  us  at  dinner,"  thought  he.  He  cast  his  eyes  an x ion 
on  the  table :  the  napkins  were  laid  for  four  only.  J 
baroness  carelessly  explained  this   to  him   as   they  sat  do- 

"Madam  Raynal  dines   in  her  own  room.      I  am  surn 
say  she  is  indisposed." 

Camille   muttered  polite  regrets:  the  rage  of  di-ap|>o 
ment   drove  its  fangs   into  him.   and   then   eame    the   liol 
aching  of  huj)e   deferred.     The   next    day   he    saw  hi  r, 
could  not  get  a  word  with  her  alone.     The  baroness  lurtu 
him  another  way.      She  was  full  of  Raynal.      She  loved  1 
She  called  him  her  son  :  was  never  weary  of  deseantint 
his  virtues   to  Camille.     Not  a  day  passed  that   she  did 
pester    Camille   to   make  a  calculation   as   to    the    i)ro!»; 
period   of  his  return  ;  and  he  was   obliged   to  answer 
She  related  to  him   before  Josephine   and  Laure,    how 
honest  soldier  had  come  to  them  like  a  guardian  anirel 
saved  the  whole  family.     In  vain  he  muttered   that  L; 
had  told  liim." 
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'  Let  me  have  thf  plejt^nre  of  teUing  it  you  my  way," 
^ried  ^he>  and  told  it  (lifllL^tty. 

The  next  thing  was,  JosepMne  had  received  no  letter  from 

itn  this  muiith  :  the  fij-st  month  he  had  missed*     In  vain  did 

Laiire  re|ine*cnt  that  be  was  only  a  few  day  a  over  hh  time. 

The  barouess  became  anxious^  eommuQi<:ated  her  anxieties 

to  Cam i lie  among  ihe  rest:  aiid  by  a  torturing  interrogator/ 

compelled  liim  lo  explain  to  her  before  them  all  that  ships 

gia  not  fUwnyd  ^!   to   a  day,  and  are  sometime ii  delayed, 

^ut  ah  t  he  writhed  at  the  man'g  name :  and  Laure  ohser%'ed 

HiJit  h#-*  nrver  merrlioncd  it,  nor  acknowledfif^  Ihe  ejeistence 

Bf  ^ueh  a  (►^rson  as  Josephine'^  husband,  except  when  others 

Bompelleil    him*      Yet   they  were  acquainted:    and  Laurc 

fcondrrtMi  that  he  did  not  sometimes  deU-act  or  sneer, 

B  **  I  (should/*  &aid  ^Im,  **  I  know  I  ?hould*" 

B   ••He  is  too  nobk/  faid  Josephine,  **and  too  wise*     If  he 

Bad   I   ehoald   respect  him   leg^,  and  mj  husband  more — if 

B  Certainly  Camille  wa.s  not  the  sort  of  nature  tlait  detracts. 
But  the  reason  be  avoided  Raynars  name  wa^  dimply  that 
Bis  whole  battle  was  to  forget  &iieh  a  man  existed.  From 
BiiiK  iir<<tm  he  was  rudely  awakened  evety  hour  since  he 
Botncd  the  flimlly*  and  the  wound  Ins  self  deceiving  heart 
Htituld  fain  have  skinned  over,  wa?  torn  open.  But  woi^c 
■ttlftti  this  wan  thi3  loilure  of  being  tantalized.  He  was  in 
Bpmpany  with  Jwepliine,  but  nevur  alone.  Even  if  she  left 
Bbe  room  for  an  ini^iant,  Laurc  accompanied  her  and  returned 
Britli  her.  Camille  at  la^t  b«*gari  to  comprehend  that  Jose|ih- 
Kte  had  decided  there  ehould  be  no  private  interviews  he* 
B^  eea  her  and  him*  Thus  not  only  the  shadow  of  the  ahseist 
Btaynfil  utood  between  them,  bat  her  mother  and  sister  In 
Hierson^  audf  womi  of  all^  her  own  wilL 

B   **  Cold  bkMxled  111  nd/'  h*^  cried   in  hb  rage,  "  you  mttsT  i 
Bt^vird  luc  r  you  never  vrill  ri'allf  love  anyone*"* 
B   Thi?n  the  thong ht  of  all  her  tenderness  and  goodness  oitne 
Wp  n*biik€  liim.     But  even    in   r»?bttking  ii  maddened  him* 
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"  Yes  I  it  18  ber  very  nature  to  Iot©  :  but  eince  sb^  can  ma 
her  heart  turn  whichever  way  her  honour  bids,  she  will  br 
her  husband :  she  does  not  uow  ;  but  sooner  or  later  she  wil 
*— then  she  will  have  children.  Be  writhed  with  ati^kh^n 
fiuy  at  this  thought ;  loving  ties  between  him  und  her^  U 
has  eiT^eiything  do  ]m  side.  I  nothing  but  memories  she  mi 
efi&oe  from  her  heart.  Will  e^^  *e  ?  She  must  Imre  eflPacc 
them,  or  she  could  uot  have  irried  him.**  He  rose  as 
went  out  into  the  Plea^iauce.  r  [e  fi?lt  aa  if  all  muet  fee  tl 
frightful  tempest  in  hb  heart.  He  went  into  ihe  Park,  an 
wandered  wildlj-  He  waa  in  that  smte  in  which  men  <s» 
mit  acts  that  the  next  moment  they  look  batk  on  with  wci 
der  as  well  as  horror. 

He  wandered^  aod  wandered  by  the  side  of  the  brook,  al 
at  each  turn  where  the  t^tngriant  current  showed  a  deep 
pool  than  usual  he  stopped,  and  looked,  and  thouglit,  ''  he 
cahn  and  peaceful  you  are !  " 

He  sat  down  at  last  by  the  waterside,  his  eyes  bent  on 
calm,  green  pool. 

**  You  are  very  calm  and  peaceful,  and  you  could  give  i 
your  peace.     No  more  rage — no   more  jealousy — no  m- 
despair.     It  is   a  sordid  death  for  a  soldier   to  di<*  whu  1 
seen  great  battles.     When   I  was  a  boy — ah  !  why^  canrn' 
be  a  boy  again  ? — then  I  read  of  a  Si)artan  soldier  that  v 
on  a  sinking  ship — there  was  no  hope — no  more  there  i> 
me.     He  drew  his  sword,  and  fell  on  it  ere  the   sliip  co 
shik.     I  can  understand  tliat  man's  lieart.     I  am  of  his  mi 
Still  we   must  do  the  best  we   can.     Ah!  what  is  this? 
pistols.     The  present  my  old  comrades  sent  me  while  I 
between  life  and  death.     Why  did  not  I  die  then  ? 

"No   matter:  I  am  glad   I   have  got  my  pistols.     1 
strange  I  should  put   tliem  away  into  this  coat,  and  i>ui 
coat  on   without  knowing   it.     All   these   things   are  pr< 
dained.  • 

"  To  go  without  a  word  willi   licr — a  parting  word.     I 
it  is  best  so.      For  I  should  have  taken  lier  with  me." 
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**8ir!  colond  !**  uttered  it  harsh,  dry  vok-e  behmd  him. 

Ab^urbt-d  unU  strung  up  to  tlt^^penifiori  lu*  he  ww«,  I  his 
&k*e  beeme<l  muialiiraily  loud,  ai)d  *lthci>rdiiut  with  UU  ut*M*d  ; 
^  guthlea  trumpul  from  the  world  of  sihilII  ihings* 

Ficnnl  the  i>oi«ry  ^lood  hidiiiid  l»iui* 

**  Can  you  Itdl  nje  wbt^re  Madaun  ICaynai  ia  ?  *' 

•*  No,     At  the  cholt^nu  I  sujijwi^iicv" 

"Shitt  is  nol  tht^re:  I  inquired  of  the  servant.  She  wus 
bL     Ton  have  not . uen  her  cobnel  ?  ** 

**  I !  no. 

"Then  perhaps  I  htid  better  gp  buck  to  the  chateau  and 
^lut  for  her  r  slay,  you  w^  &  friend  of  the  family.  Colonial 
Bppo&e  I  were  to  tell  you,  and  ik^k  you  to  teU  Miulain  Kay- 
iL  or   belter    etill    t<j  tell   the   baroness,  or  Mademoiselle 

iore." 

"Monsieur,"  said  Camilla  coldly,  ** charge  me  with  no 
meiafl^es^  for  I  Ghould  tiol  deliver  them.  I  am  going  another 
Fay." 

^In  that  ease  monsieur^  I  will  go  to  llie  chateau  once 


'Gol-" 

Pieard  went,  wondering  at  the  coloners  strange  manner. 
wondered  that  anyone  could  he  m  mud  lis  to  tnlk 
&ul  tntles — to  bira  a  man  standing  on  tlie  brink  of 
lt<»rnitr.     Poor  soul  it  was  he  who  wit?  mad  and  unhicky. 
le  sbotild  have  heanl  wiiat  Flem'd   bad  lo  my*     Notaries 
not  itnibarrasi^ed,  and  hesitating  to  whom  lo  speek^  for 
othiug. 
He  wiitehtHi  Picard's  i^ tiring  form.     When  he  wjha  out 
**i^ht  thi*n  he  turned  round  and  ref^umed  his  ihoughic'  m 
Vkiinl  had  been  no  mor«  than  a  fly  that  had  hu£^  and 
hen  gont% 
•*  ¥««»  1  should  have  taken  her  with  me/'     He  «it  gloomy 
Eiil    dogged    like    a   dangerotts    niuniue   in  hi*    cell:   neiii 
moved,  myirce  thought  for  more  than  half  an  hour :  but  hi* 
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deadly  purpose  grew  in  Inm.  Suddenly  he  started,  a  lady 
was  at  the  stile,  about  a  hundred  yards  distant  He  trembled. 
It  was  Josephine. 

She  came  towards  him  slowly,  her  eyes  bent  on  the 
ground  in  a  deep  reverie.  She  stopped  about  a  stone's 
throw  from  him,  and  looked  at  the  river  l6ng  and  thought- 
fully :  then  casting  her  eyes  around  she  caught  sight  of 
Camille.  He  watched  her  grimly.  He  saw  her  give  a  little 
start,  and  half  turn  round ;  but  if  this  was  an  impulse  to 
retreat,  it  was  instantly  suppressed :  for  the  next  moment 
she  pursued  her  way. 

Camille  stood  gloomy  and  bitter,  awaiting  her  in  silence. 
He  planted  himself  in  the  middle  of  the  path. 

She  looked  him  all  over,  and  her  colour  came  and 
went. 

"Out  so  far  as  this  Camille,"  she  said  kindly.  "Well 
done,  but  where  is  your  cap  ?  " 

He  put  his  hand  to  his  head,  and  discovered  that  he  was 
bare  headed. 

"  You  will  catch  your  death  of  cold, 
and  get  your  cap." 

She  made  as  if  she  would  pass  him. 
right  before  her. 

«  No." 

"  Monsieur ! " 

"  You  shun  me." 

"  No,  I  do  not  shun  you,  Camille." 

"  You  shun  me." 

"  I  have  avoided  conferences  that  can  lead  to  no  good :  it 
is  ray  duty." 

"  You  are  very  wise :  cold  hearted  people  can  be  wise." 

"  Am  I  cold  hearted,  Camille  ?  " 

"  As  marble." 

She  looked  him  in  the  face :  the  water  came  into  her  eyes : 
after  a  while  she  wliisperod — 

"  Well  Camille,  I  am." 


Come  let  us  go  in 
He  planted  himself 
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itit  wilU  all  your  wisdom  and  all  your  coldnesit  fon 
bare  mad«  a  mistake :  you  hnve  driveu  me  to  despair." 
*♦  HiHiveu  forbid  ]  *' 

"  Your  prayer  comes  too  late ;  yoo  have  done  it  ?  •* 
**  CaittiLle,  let  me  gu  lo  ihe  oratory  and  pray  for  you.   You 
terrify  me." 

**  tViless.     Heaven    has   no   mere/  for  me,     Tuke   my 
advicf!,  stay  where  you  are — dou't  hurry — iiuce  what  m- 
wums  wf  your  life  you  are  lo  pass  with  me — do  you  under- 
iitand  Ibat?" 
Ahl" 

Can  you  read  my  riddle?  " 

I  can  read  your  eyes,  and  I  know  you  loTe  me,     I 
link    you   mean    lo   kill   me.      Men   kill   the   thing   they 
love.** 

**Ay  I  sooner  than  another  shonld  have  iij  they  kill  k — 
Ihey  kill  iiJ'* 

"God  bjw  not  made  them  patient  like  us  women — poor 
iiiiUe!  * 
Piitit^oe  dies  when  ho[j©   dies.     Onnc  Madnm   Haynal 
say  a  proven  for  you  are  going  to  die.** 

**  Go»l  bi^i^  you  OitniUe  !  '*  mh\  the  ptK>r  girl  putting  her 
»U  together*" 
CamUle  bung  hi.?  head,  then  lathing  Uimeelf  into  Itiry,  he 


f  **  Tou  are  my  hetrnthed,  you  talk  of  duly — ^hul  you  forget 

lir  duly  l<i  me.   Are  you  not  my  betrotlied  this  four  years? 

t»»wer  mc  that  ?  ** 

»*  Ycrt,  Cattiilk;* 

**-  Did  I  not  sufTcr  tie4ith  a  hundred  linieh  for  you,  to  keep 
btlh  with  you,  you  cold  blooded  traitress  with  an  angel*s 


*  Ob !    CamUle^  why   do   you   speidc    so   hillerly  to   mtf^ 
lukvti  I  d<*nird  your  right  to  kill  me?     You  nhall  never  dic- 
tion r  me,  but  you   sludl  kill  lUf*,  if  it  h  yotir  plrarnire-     f 
nol  ntsisU     Why  then  i^peak  «o  mt^  lik<^  that — must  the 
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last  words  I  hear  from  your  moutb  be  words  of  angert  e 

Camille  ?  " 

^'  1  was  wrong.  Btit  it  is  h^rd  to  kill  her  I  love  in 
blood*  I  want  aiiger  as  well  bs  despair  to  keep  mc  t< 
well,  I  urn  your  head  away  from  me/' 

"  Oh  no  Camilk,  let  me  look  at  you.  Then  jou  wii 
Ihe  last  thing  I  elmll  Bee  on  ^    th.'* 

He  hesitated  a  moment  n,  with  a  fierce  stamp  at 
own  weakness,  he  levelled         stol  at  her* 

She  put  up  her  hands,  w       3.  piteoua  cry — 

**  Ob  !  not  my  face,  Camiu^i  I  pray  do  not  db figure 
face  1  Here — kill  me  here— in  my  Iwsom — ^my  heart 
loved  you  well,  when  it  waa  no  sin  to  love  70U-" 

"  I  can't  shoot  you.     I  can*t  spill  your  blood,  Joseph! 

"PoorCamiUe!" 

"  This  will  end  all,  and  not  disfigure  your  beauty,  tliat 
driven  nie  mad,  and  cost  you,  poor  wretcli,  your  litV-." 

*'  Thank  you,  dear  Camille.  The  water  does  not  frii: 
me  as  a  pistol  does — it  will  not  hurt  me — it  will  oni\ 
me." 

"  No,  it  is  but  a  plunge,  and  you  will  be  at  peace  iur 
— iuid  so  shall  I — come.  Take  my  hand,  iMadam  Rayr 
iNLulam  Raynal — Madam  Raynal!  " 

''  What,  you  too  ?  "  and  she  drew  back.  '*  Oh  !  Cai 
my  poor  mother  !  and  Laure,  who  loves  me  so  !  " 

"  Ah  !  I  forgot  tht^m." 

He  was  silent  a  moment,  then  suddenly  shrieked  011  (- 

"  Fly,  Josephine,  fiy  !  escape  this  moment,  that  mv  1 
angel  whispers  to  me.  Do  you  hear  ?  begone,  w  Lil 
time." 

*'  I  will  not  leave  you,  Camille." 

"  I  say  you  shall.  Go  to  your  mother  and  Laurr — 
those  you  love,  and  1  can  bear  you  to  love.  Go  t 
chapel,  and  thank  Heaven  for  your  escape." 

*'  I  will  not  go  without  you  Camille.  I  am  afraid  to 
you." 
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^  Ton  have  more  to  fear  if  you  stay." 

"  Well,  I  can't  wait  any  longer.  Stay,  then,  and  learn 
from  me  how  to  love." 

He  levelled  the  pistol  at  himself. 

Josephine  threw  herself  on  him  with  a  cry,  and  seized  his 
arm.  They  struggled  fiercely.  It  was  not  till  after  a  long 
and  mighty  effort  that  he  threw  her  off.  Bnt  he  did  throw 
her  off,  and  raised  the  pistol  rapidly  to  take  his  life. 

But  this  time,  ere  the  deadly  weapon  could  take  effect,  she 
pabied  his  suicidal  hand  with  a  word — 

«NoI  Ilovbtou!" 


16 
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There  lie  the  dead  corpeei  of  tho^  wotvb  oo  paper ;  bat 
oh !  my  art  h  powerless  to  tell  you  how  thfiy  were  uttered— 
those  words,  potent  as  a  king's,  that  saved  a  life. 

They  were  a  cry  of  terror  I 

They  were  a  cry  of  reproach ! 

They  were  a  cry  of  love  unfathomahle  I 

The  weapon  shook  in  his  hand.  He  looked  at  her  with 
growing:  astonishment  and  joy. 

Slie  looked  at  him  fixedly  and  anxiously,  her  hands  claspei' 
in  supplication. 

''  Not  as  you  used  to  love  me  ! " 

"  IMore,  far  more.  Give  me  the  pistol.  I  love  you  deare-i 
I  love  you  ! " 

At  these  delicious  words  he  lost  all  power  of  resistaiKv 
her  soft  and  supple  hand  closed  u[)on  his,  and  gently  wit) 
drew  the  weapon  and  thiew  it  into  the  water.  '*  G(> 
Camille  ! — now  give  me  the  other." 

"  How  do  you  know  there  is  another  ?  '* 

"  You  love  me,  Camille — you  never  meant  to  kill  mc  a 
spare  yourself — come." 

"Josephine,  I  am  so  unhappy — do  not  deceive  me — pi 
do  not  take  this  one  from  me,  unless  you  really  love  me." 

"  I  love  you — I  adore  you  !  " 

She  leaned  her  head  on  his  shoulder,  hut  with  her  h; 
she  sought  his,  and  even  as  she  uttered  those  loving  wo 
she  coaxed  the  weapon  from  his  now  uiu-esisting  grasp. 

"  There — it  is  gone,  you  are  saved  from  death — saved  ti 
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worse,  from  crime/'     The  danger  0T6r,  she  trembled  for  the 
first  time,  ami  sobbed  lijsterleallj. 

He  fell  at  her  knee^  nnd  embraced  them  again  and  again, 
and  begged  her  forgiveness  in  a  tratxjsport  of  i*eiDor&€  and 
self<reproaeU. 

She  looked  down  with  tender  pitj  on  him,  and  heard  his 
cries  of  penitence  and  ^hamc* 

•*  I  ijiink  only  of  whal  you  have  to  suffer  now.** 
*'  Let  it  come !  It  will  fall  light  on  me  now*     I  thought  I 
had  losst  jQur  love*" 

^  Nci|   it   will   not  faU   light   on  you  nor  on  me*      Riie 
CnmiUe,  and  go  home  with  me,"  said  she  faintly* 
"  **  Yei  Josephine." 

They  went  slowly  and  in  &ilence*  Camillc  was  too  ashamed 
^d  peniient  to  speak — loo  ftiU  of  terror  too  at  the  abjaa  of 
Tm«  fWini  wliicli  he  had  been  saved.  The  ancients  feigned 
[it  u  virgin  cmild  ^nbdue  a  lion  ;  ihey  meant  by  thii^  thftt  ft 
lare  gentle  nature  can  lubdue  a  nature  fierce  but  generous, 
Uon-like  Camille  walked  by  Josephine's  side  with  hh  eye* 
ent  on  tlie  ground,  a  picture  of  bumilitj  and  |)enjtenco. 
**  Camille,  this   is  the  kst  walk  you  and   I   ^hall   takoi 

'  I  know  it*     I  have  forfeited  all  right  to  be  by  your 

**  My  poor  friend,  will  you  never  understand  me  ?    You 

wer  Plooil  higher  in  my  esteem  than  at  ihi^  nioioejit*     It  ii 

he  avowal  you  have  forced  from  me  that  part*  u?^*    The  man 

whom  I  have  .«aid  *■  I *  mugt  not  remain  lieneaih  my 

fiband's  roof*     Does  not  your  Beum  oT  honour  agree  with 

*?" 
**Joe€phiiie,**  faltered  Camille^  "it  does," 
•*Tomormw  you  must  leave  Uie  chateau  " 
,  "  Must  I,  Josephine  ?  " 

Thai  jm  do  not  redl^t,  you  do  not  brc*jik  my  heart  by 
nint^,  by  rf  pmarhe^  ?  ?  '* 
*•  No  Joeephiiie — all  h  changed,    I  thought  you  unfeeling : 
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I  thought  you  were  going  to  be  happy  with  him — tJmt  whs 
what  maddened  me/' 

"  Camille  I  pray  daily  yoii  may  be  happy,  no  itiatt^r  bow. 
But  you  and  I  are  not  aUke,  dear  as  we  are  to  one  another. 
Well  do  not  fear  ;  I  shall  never  be  happy — will  that  soothe 
you,  Camille  ?  " 

"  Yes  Josephine,  all  is  changed,  the  words  you  have  Sf  alen 
have  driven  the  fiends  out  of  iny  heart,  I  have  nolbing  to 
do  now  but  to  obey,  you  to  command — ft  \%  your  right.  Since 
you  love  me  dispose  of  me.  Bid  me  live  ;  bid  me  die :  b^ 
me  stay :  bid  me  go.  T  shall  never  disobey  the  angel  wbo 
loves  me — my  only  friend  upon  the  earth." 

A  single  deep  sob  from  Josephine  was  all  the  anf^weTp 

"  Why  did  y- m  not  trust  me  beloved  one  ?  Why  did  jot 
not  say  to  me  long  ago — '  I  love  you,  but  I  am  a  wife ;  my 
husband  is  nn  lionest  soldier,  absent,  and  fightiiifr  for  Fmnce 
I  am  the  ^nianlinn  of  liis  honour  and  niv  own  :  ])e  jn-t,  \\ 
generous,  be  sclt-denyintr :  depart  and  love  me  only  a-  ang- 1- 
love  ?  "  You  nave  \\w  no  ehanec!  of  showing  that  I  too  am  ; 
person  of  honour." 

'■'  I  was  wrong  Camille.  I  think  I  should  have  tni-tf 
more  to  you.  But  \\\\o  would  have  thought  you  could  n  nil; 
doubt  my  love  ?  You  were  ill  :  I  eould  not  liear  you  t<*  j 
till  you  were  well,  (juite  well.  I  saw  no  other  way  to  k»  - 
you  but  this,  to  treat  you  with  frigned  eoldness.  You  -r 
the  eoldness,  hut  not  what  it  cost  me  to  maintain  it.  Y«  - 
was  unjust  and  ineonsidc^rate,  for  I  had  many  furtive  joy-  : 
sustain  me  :  I  had  you  in  my  house  under  my  care — il 
thought  was  always  sweet — T  had  a  hand  in  every  thinu  il: 
wa5  for  your  good,  your  comfort.  I  helped  Jacintha  m.al 
your  souj>,  and  your  chocolate  everv  dav.  1  lined  vni 
dressing  gown  :  I  had  always  some  little  thing  or  <^ther  to  > 
for  you.  Thes(^  kept  me  up:  I  forgot  in  my  sfdfishnes-  &. 
you  had  none  of  these  supports,  and  that  l  was  di-ivinii  y 
to  despair.  1  am  a  foolish,  (lisini:enuou>  woman  :  1  h:i 
been  \iivy  culpable.      Forgive  me  !  " 
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**  Fofgive  jout  arigcl  of  |nirity  and  goodness  ?  I  am  alone 
to  blame-  WJiut  rigUi  hml  I  to  ^loubt  your  heart  ?  I  knew 
the  whole  story  of  your  iDfirriHge — I  mvt  your  sweet  pale 
frn^t^ — but  I  was  not  fjure  enough  lo  comprehend  angetic 
Tirttie  and  uri^elfii^hne^**  Well,  I  am  brought  to  my  senses, 
God  hii^  been  very  good  iu  me  thit?  day*     He  lias  saved  me 

ftom there  is  but  one  ihiiig  for  me  to  do — yoti  bade  ma 

It&ve  you  tomorrow.*' 

**  I  wa**  very  cruel," 

**  No  !  not  cruel ;  wise*     But  I  will  be  wiser.    I  shall  g!0  ] 
fotiight," 

'  Tonight,  Camille  ?  "  cried  Josephine  turning  pale. 

*  Ay  I  for  tonigiit  I  am  strong — tomorrow  I  may  be  weak.. 
Pontghl  every  thing   llirust^  tne  on  I  lie  riglit   path.     To- 

[>rrow  every  thing  will  draw  m*?  tVoTn   it-     Do  not  cry 
beloved  one — yoa  and  I  have  a  hard  fight ;  we  must  be  tme 
lies ;  whenever  one  is  weak,  then  is  the  time  for  the  other 
I  be  strong.     I  have  been  weaker  than  you,  to  ray  shame  be 
;  said  :  h«t  tht^  is  my  hour  of  strength.    A  ligbt  from  heaven 
bowB  toe  my  path.    I  am  full  of  passion,  but  like  you  I  have 
E>i»oi]r^  You  are  Ray nafs  wife — ^aiid — ^Raynal  saved  my  life,** 
^  Ah  !   Is  it  poi?sible  ?      When  ?    where  ? — may  Heaven 
him  for  it  I  '* 

*  So  you  see  yotl  were  right — this  is  tio  phce  for  one  «o 
Itle  mailer  of  himself  as  I  am.     I  ^biill  go  tonigUt," 

**  It  is  so  bite — ^too  late  to  get  n  conTeyanee." 
**  I  need  notie  to  eany  my  !=word^  mj  qmulettes,  and  my 
lore  for  you-     I  >ihaU  go  on  foot,'* 

Jo^phine  raisf d  no  more  objections :  she  walked  slower 
Dd  slower- 

*^  lluink  yon  beloved  one^"  mtd   Camille,     And  so  ih© 
timate  jjair  eiun«  along  eretv|nrig  slowly  with  drfx>p*ng 
I  towards  the  gale  of  the  Pleasance,     Thrre  their  h\^\ " 
walk  In  ill  is  world  must  end*     Many  a  mmi  and  woman  havis 
gooe  lo  the  scaftbld  wiUi  hearts  lesA  heavy  and  mora  hopeful 
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"Diy  your  eyes,  Josephine.  They  are  all  out  on  the 
Pleasance." 

**No,  I  will  not  dry  my  eyes,"  cried  Josephine,  almost  vio- 
lently.    "  I  icare  for  nothing  now." 

The  baroness,  the  dootor,  and  Lanre,  were  all  in  tbe 
Pleasance  :  and  as  the  pair  came  in  evety  eye  was  bent  on 
Josephine. 

She  felt  this,  and  at  another  time  it  Vonld  have  confbsed 
her :  but  the  cold  recklessness  of  despondency  was  on  Ler. 
Camille  on  the  other  hand,  spite  of  his  deep  misery,  felt  a 
shudder  of  misgiving. 

"They  are  all  looking  out  for  us,"  said  he  to  himself:  he 
had  a  vague  unreasonable  fear  that  they  suspected  him; 
thought  Josephine  unsafe  in  his  company.  He  stood  with 
downcast  eyes. 

Nobody  took  any  notice  of  him. 

The  baroness  with  a  trembling  voice,  said  to  Josephine — 

"  Come  with  me  my  poor  child,"  and  drew  her  apart. 

Laure  followed  them  with  her  eyes  bent  on  the  ground. 

The  doctor  paced  up  and  down  with  a  sad  and  troubled 
face. 

Even  he  took  no  notice  of  Camille. 

So  at  last  Camille  came  to  him  and  said — 

"  Monsieur,  the  time  is  come  that  I  must  once  more  thank 
you  for  all  your  goodness  to  me,  and  bid  you  farewell." 

"What,  are  you  going  before  your  strength  is  reestab- 
lished ?  " 

"  I  am  out  of  all  danger,  thanks  to  your  skill." 

"  Colonel,  at  another  time  I  should  insist  upon  your 
staying  a  day  or  two  longer ;  but  now — ah !  colonel,  you 
came  to  a  happy  house,  but  you  leave  a  sad  one.  Poor 
liladam  Raynal !  I " 

"  Monsieur !  " 

"  You  saw  the  baroness  draw  her  aside." 

"  Y-yes." 

"  By  this  time  she  knows  all." 
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^'  Monsieur  70U  torture  me.  In  Heaven's  name  I  what  do 
you  mean  ?  " 

'^  I  forgot ;  you  do  not  know  the  calamity  that  has  fallen 
upon  our  beloved  Josephine — on  the  darling  of  the  house." 

Camille  turned  cold  with  apprehension. 

But  he  said  faintly — 

"  No  ;  tell  me ! — for  Heaven's  sake  tell  me  I " 

"  My  poor  friend,"  said  the  doctor  soleumly,  "  her  hus- 
band IS  DEAD  !  ** 
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Camillb  realized  uolbing  at  finit — he  looked  all  eonftused 
in  the  doctor's  face,  and  was  BUont  Theo  after  a  while  he 
said — 

"What?    Who?     Dead?" 

"  Raynal  has  been  killed  in  action." 

A  red  flush  came  to  Camille's  face,  and  his  eyes  went 
down  to  the  ground  at  his  very  feet,  nor  did  he  once  rai>e 
them  while  the  doctor  told  him  how  the  sad  news  had  come. 

"  Picard  the  notary  brought  us  the  Monitcur^  and  there 
was  poor  Raynal  among  the  killeil  in  a  cavalry  skmnish : 
and — oh  !  my  friend  would  you  believe  it  ? — there  w;i> 
anotlier  Raynal  in  this  same  action — a  Colonel  Raynal.  1  It- 
was  only  wounded  ;  but  Commandant  Raynal — our  Raynal. 
our  hero,  our  benefactor,  our  mainstay — must  be  killed.  Ah 
we  are  unfortunates  !  You  share  our  sorrow  colonel  ?  Ih 
wjis  an  old  comrade  of  yours — poor  fellow  ! " 

"  He  saved  mi/  lifer 

Camille's  eyes  never  left  his  feet. 

"  Excuse  me  colonel ;  I  must  go  to  my  poor  friend  ll 
baroness.  She  had  a  mother's  love  for  him  who  is  no  mor 
— well  she  might." 

St.  Aubin  went  away,  and  lefl  Dujardin  standing  tlu: 
like  a  statue,  his  eyes  still  glued  to  the  ground  at  his  feet. 

The  doctor  was  no  sooner  out  of  sight,  than  Caniille  rai-f 
his  eyes  furtively,  like  a  guilty  per>on,  and  looked  irresolult ' 
this  way  and  that :  at  last  he  went  in  and  got  his  cap.  tli< 
came  out   again  and  went  back  to  the  place  where  he  h; 
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me^iUited  sulelde  and  murder:  looked  down  at  it  a  long 
wliiJe — then  looked  up  to  heaven^^ttien  feU  suddenly  on  hia 
kiieei-i— and  so  remained  till  nigbtfalL 

Tlien  he  came  back  to  the  chateau.  ^ 

He  said  lo  bimeelf — "  And  it  is  too  late  to  go  away  to- 
night**- He  went  softly  into  the  saloon.  Kobudy  was  therg 
but  Laure  and  St*  Aubin*  At  iiight  of  him  Laure  ro^^e  and 
left  the  room.  She  returned  in  a  tew  miimte^,  and  rung  ihe 
heXU  and  ordered  eorae  supper  to  he  brought  up  (or  Colonel 
thajurdin. 

**  Yon  tiave  not  dine<l,"  said  she*  coldly, 

"  I  was  afi-aid  you  were  gone  idtogelher,"  gaid  the  doctor. 
^He  told  me  he  was  going  this  ev^cning  Laure.  You  had 
etter  stay  qiiiel  another  day  or  two/'  added  he  kindly. 

**  Do  jou  think  so  ?  "  said  Carailk  timidly. 

The  baroness  drew  Josephine  aside,  and  tried  to  hre^ik  U^\ 
her  the  aad  oewa:  but  her  own  grief  overcmne  her  and 
ijriiing  into  tears  she  bewailed  the  lo9^  of  her  son.     Jose- j 
ine  was  greatly   shocked.       Deatl* ! — ^Raynal  dead — hur 
lie  kind  friend  dead — her  benefactor   dead.     She  clung  to 
ber   mother's  neck,   and   sobbed  with   her.     Presently  fih« 
witlulrew  her  face  and  suddenly  hid  it  in  both  hor  hands. 
She  ro.^^  and  kiissed  her  tnolber  once  more:  and  went  to 
t?r  own  n»m  i  and  then  though  there  wiv*  none  to  see  her, 
be  hid  her  wet  but  burning  checks  in  her  hands, 

JoHejdnue  confined  herself  for  some  thiys  to  her  o%ti  roomt 
L»eiiving  it  only  to  go  to  the  chapel  in  the  park,  where  she 
eni  hour>  in  pmjt.'rs  for  ibe  dead  and  in  self  huniiliaiion, 
ler  *Mcmder  coni?eience  "  accused    herself  bitterly  tor  not 
biiviug  loved  this  gallant  spirit  more  iimn  she  badi 
Cumillc,  too»  waj*  not  free  fi-oui  ^ell^rt'proach. 
He  said  Ui  him.self,  **  Did  I   wi>,h  bim    dead?     I  hope  1 
ever  furmo<l  nuch  a  tbought !     I  don't  rutnembcr  ever  wtsh- 
iaim  dcrftd."     And  he  went  twicn  a  i\ay  to  tlmt  plaee  by 
eaia^  and  thought  very  *«<iUinudy  what  n  tiirrible  th^ng 
16  * 
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ungovemed  passion  is;  and  repented — ^not  eloquently,  bat 
Bilently-r-sincerely.  But  soon  his  impatient  spirit  began  to 
torment  itself  again.  Why  did  Josephine  shun  him  now  ? 
Ah !  she  loved  Rajnal  now  that  he  was  dead.  Women  love 
the  thing  they  have  lost ;  so  he  had  heard  say.  In  that 
case,  the  very  sight  of  him  would  of  course  be  odious  to 
her :  he  could  understand  that.  The  absolute  unreasoning 
faith  he  once  had  in  her  had  been  so  rudely  shaken  bj 
her  marriage  with  Eaynal,  that  now  he  could  onlj  believe 
just  so  much  as  he  saw,  and  he  saw  that  she  shunned  him." 
He  became  moody,  sad,  and  disconsolate :  and  as  Jose- 
phine shunned  him,  so  he  avoided  all  the  others,  and  wan- 
dered for  hours  by  himself,  perplexed  and  miserable.  After 
a  while,  he  became  conscious  that  he  was  under  a  sort  of 
surveillance.  Laure  de  Beaurepaire,  who  had  been  so  kind 
to  him  when  he  was  confined  to  his  own  room,  but  had  taken 
little  notice  of  him  since  he  came  down,  now  resumed  her 
care  of  him,  and  evidently  made  it  her  business  to  keep  up 
ius  heart  She  used  to  meet  him  out  walking  in  a  mysterious 
way,  and  in  short,  be  always  falling  in  with  him  and  Uying 
to  cheer  him  up :  with  very  partial  success. 
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CHAPTER  XXX 


L^   wa 


"E^OUAUD   RtTTER£  retard ei!   bis  cure  by  an   impatient 

liril :  hut  he  got  weU  at  last^  aod  hiij  uncle  drove  faim  in 

le  fHbrialet  to  Lis  own  quarters.       He  Iiad  i^eceii^ed  one 

t'T  from  Lnure^   one  from   the    baron e^.^,  and   two  from 

Sl^  Aubtu :    and    in    these    letters   the   news    of  Uie    boui<o 

had  l>et*n  told  bixn^  but,  of  course,  in  so  vague  and  getioml 

way   tlmt,   think ing   he  kiiew  sdL  in    reality   be   knew 

ng. 
.losephine  had  married  Eayum].  The  marriage  was  sudden, 
but  no  doubt  there  wa^  an  utlBchuient;  he  believed  In 
fiuddtm  attAchmenU :  he  had  some  reason  to*  Colonel 
Dujardin,  an  old  aequainlanc^,  had  eome  b»u-k  to  France 
I  wounded,  and  the  good  doctor  had  undertaken  his  cure  i 
^Hfcid  incideut  appeared  neither  f^tranjs^o  nor  any  wny  important. 
^■HThat  aSected  him  mo«t  deeply  was  the  death  of  liaynal.  Iris 
^H^ri^nal  fn end  and  patron.  But  wbeu  bis  tyrantA,  M  he 
^CAll*^d  the  iurg^eofl  and  his  uncle,  gnve  hiin  leave  to  go  home^ 
all  feeiinp  were  overpowered  by  \m  great  joy  at  the  pro*- 
ped  of  seetBg  Laore.  He  wsilkpd  over  lo  Beaurepaire^  kis 
arm  iJi  a  ding,  his  heart  beatiiig.  Ue  wm  coming  to  receive 
the  reward  of  all  he  had  done,  and  all  he  hud  aiirmpttid. 
**  I  will  surprise  them/'  thonght  he,  "  I  will  ^^ee  her  tnce^ 
hen  I  come  in  at  I  he  door:  oh,  happy  hour!  ihia  pays  for 
Bt»  entered  the  house  witbmit  snnouDciDg  bifuself  i  he 
ent  *iofi!y  u|j  to  ibe  saloon  ;  lo  his  great  dl^sipfmintment  he 
found  no  one  but  the  bj%rone8S :  i*lie  reanvt^i  lum  kindly,  but 
Dot  with  the  warmth  he  eitpectad*     Bhe  was  abeorbed  in  her 
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new  grief.  He  asked  timidlj  after  her  daughters.  ^  Madam 
Eaynal  bears  up,  for  the  sake  of  others.  You  will  not, 
however,  see  her :  she  keeps  her  room.  Mj  daughter  Laure 
is  taking  a  walk,  I  believe."  Afler  some  polite  inquiries, 
and  sympathy  with  his  accident,  the  baroness  retired  to  in- 
dulge her  grief,  and  Edouard  thus  liberated  ran  in  search  of 
his  beloved. 

lie  had  not  far  to  go. 

He  met  her  at  the  gate  of  the  Pleasance,  but  not  alone. 
She  was  walking  with  an  officer — a  handsome,  commanding, 
haughty,  brilliant  officer.  She  was  walking  by  his  side,  talk- 
ing earnestly  to  him. 

An  arrow  of  ice  shot  through  young  Riviere ;  and  then 
came  a  feeling  of  death  at  his  heart,  a  new  symptom  in  his 
young  life. 

The  next  moment  Laure  caught  sight  of  him.  She  flushed 
all  over,  and  uttered  a  little  exclamation,  and  she  bounded 
towards  him  like  a  little  antelope,  and  put  out  both  her  hands 
at  once.     He  could  only  give  her  one. 

"  Ah ! "  she  cried  with  an  accent  of  heavenly  pity,  and 
took  his  hand  with  both  hers. 

This  was  like  the  meridian  sun  coming  suddenly  on  a  cold 
place.     His  misgivings  could  not  stand  against  it 

When  Josephine  heard  he  was  come  her  eye  flashed,  and 
she  said  quickly — 

"  I  will  come  down  to  welcome  him— dear  Edouard ! " 

The  sisters  looked  at  one  another.  Josephine  blushed. 
Laure  smiled  and  kissed  her.     She' coloured  higher  stilL 

When  the  time  came  Josephine  hesitated. 

"  I  am  ashamed  to  go  down." 

"Why?" 

"  Look  at  my  face  I " 

**  I  see  nothing  wrong  with  it,  except  that  it  eclipses  other 
people's :  there  is  that  inconvenience." 

"  Oh  yes  dear  Laure :  look  what  a  colour  it  has,  and  a 
fortnight  ago  it  was  pale  as  ashes." 
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**  Nt^Ter  mintl,  ilo  you  expect  me  to  regret  it  ?  " 
'*  Lmire  I  am  a  very  bfid  woman  I " 
**  Are  yoa  dear  ? — hook  lliis  iwr  tne/* 
"Yes  love!  Bui  1  ^omv limes  think  you  would  forgiye  me 
if  jon  knew  how  hard  1  pray  to  be  better,  Laure,  I  do  iry 
m>  lo  l>e  a;^  unhappy  as  I  ought ;  but  I  can't— I  eau't !  My 
heart  :<»ecnis  as  dead  to  ud  happiness,  ais  once  it  was  to  happi- 
iS  ;  am  I  a  heartlei*  woman  after  all  ?  " 
'  Not  akogetherj"  said  Laure  drily,  "  Fasten  my  collar, 
aiid  don*t  torment  yourself.  You  have  suWbred  much 
"imd  nobly.  It  was  Hea\i.*n*8  will — you  bowed  !o  it.  It  wae 
aot  Heaven's  wnli  ihut  you  ahoukt  be  blighted  aUogether. 
ow  hi  tliis*  toy,  lo  lleaven*§  will ;  take  thingi  us  they  come^ 
eease  lo  try  lo  reconcile  feelings  that  are  too  opposite  to 
iTe  logt^lher/* 

^  Ah  I  ihese  are  such  comfortable  words,  Laure:  but 
ftmma  will  see  this  dreadful  colour  in  my  clicekj  and  what 
I  say  to  her  ?  " 
*  Ten  to  one  it  will  not  be  observed  ;  and  if  it  should,  I 
will  ^ay  it  is  the  exeifement  of  seeing  Edouard*  Leave  all 
to  rni?*'* 

Jo«i/phino  greeted  Edouard  most  affeftionately,  drew  from 
hh  whole  history,  and  petted  111  in  and  jiympaLlii^fied  with 
4ehciou*ily,  and  made  him  the  hens  of  the  evening, 
Hk,  who  wa^  not  naturally  of  a  jenloust  temt>er,  bore  this 
Tery  well  at  first ;  hat  at  last  he  locvked  so  bitter  at  her 
neglect  of  him,  ihnt  Laure  took  him  as^ide  to  soothe  him, 
Eikioard,  rab^tng  tht;  auditor  be  nio?t  vnlut^d,  and  seeing  her 
til  ^txTrt  conference  wilb  I  ho  brilliant  Cbloncl,  felt  a  return 
Mf  llic  jealou*  piuig-f  tlnit  had  seized  Itim  at  fiv^i  sight  of  th« 
miiu :  and  so  they  played  at  crosis  puri>ose*. 

At  another  peritMl  of  the  e Venning  the  conversation  be<*amf» 
mm  giuvcrnl  and    EdouiU'^l  look  a  dislik*'  to  Colonel   Diijai^ 
Iti*     A  young  rnan  of  twenty  eight  nearly  always  looks  on 
tboy  of  twenty  one  with  the  air  of  a  ^ujRrior,  and  tlii»  m- 
Qptiou,  not  bt*ing  an  ill  natuPVKl  one.  is  npt  to  ht*  *<i  eaay 
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and  so  undefined  that  /the  younger  hardly  knows  how  to 
resent  or  to  resist  it  But  Edouard  was  a  little  vain  as  we 
know ;  and  the  Colonel  jarred  him  terribly.  His  quick 
haughty  eye  jarred  him.  His  regimentals  jarred  him  :  thej 
fitted  like  a  glove.  His  moustache  and  his  manner  jarred 
him,  and  worst  of  all  his  cool  familiarity  \nth  Laure,  who 
seemed  to  court  him  rather  than  be  courted  by  him.  He  pot 
this  act  of  Laure's  to  ihe  CJoloners  account,  according  to  the 
custom  of  lovers,  and  revenged  himself  in  a  small  way  hj 
telling  Josephine  in  her  ear  ''that  the  Colonel  produced  on 
his  mind  the  eflect  of  a  puppy.** 

Josephine  coloured  up  and  looked  at  hkn  with  a  momen- 
tary surprise :  she  said  quietly,  "  military  men  do  give  them- 
selves some  airs — ^but  he  is  very  amiable  at  bottom — at  least 
so  Laure  says— so  they  all  say.  You  must  make  acquaint- 
ance with  him,  and  then  he  will  reveal  to  you  his  nobler 
qualities."  Oh  *^  I  have  no  particular  desire  "  sneered  Edouard. 
Josephine  said  nothing,  but  soon  after  she  quietly  turned 
Edouard  over  to  St  Aubin^  while  she  joined  Laure,  and 
under  cover  of  her  had  a  sweet  timid  chat  with  her  fiikelj 
accused. 

This  occupied  the  two  so  entirely  that  Edouard  made  his 
adieus  to  the  Baroness,  and  marched  off'in  dudgeon  unobserved. 

Laure  missed  him  first,  but  said  nothing. 

When  Josephine  saw  he  was  gone,  she  uttered  a  little 
exclamation,  and  looked  at  Laure.  Laure  put  on  a  mien 
of  haughty  indifference,  but  the  water  was  in  her  eyes. 

Josephine'  looked  sorrowful. 

When  they  talked  over  everything  together  at  night,  she 
reproached  herself.  ^"  We  behaved  ill  to  poor  Edouard ;  we 
neglected  him." 

''  He  is  a  little  cross  ill  tempered  fellow,"  said  Laure, 
pettishly. 

"  Oh  no  I  no  I " 

"  And  as  vain  as  a  peacock." 

"  Laure,  in  this  house  has  he  not  some  right  to  be  ¥ain  ?  ** 
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fjTea, — no,     I  am  irerj  angry  with  liim*     I  wont  heat'  a 
IB  his  favor  **  jsaitl  Laure   pouting  i  ijieti   f^he  gav<^  hb 
efentler  a  kiss,  "  ves  dear "  said  Josephine,  auiiweriiig  the 
,  and  Ignoring  the  worda,  **He  is  a  dear ;  and  he  i&  nol 
f  nor  so  very  vain,  poor  boy — now  don*t  you  see  what  it 
I? 

'  No,*' 

•*  Yes,  you  do  you  little  cunnbg  thing :  ycrn  are  loo  shrewd 
i  lo  see  eTerything." 
**  No,  Uidt'cd  -Josephine — do  tell  me — dont  keep  me  wnil- 


*♦  Well  then— jealous  I !  *' 
JoalcHifl?    Oh  what  fun — who  of?    Of  Camille?     Hat 
!  Link*  goose  !  "^ 

♦*  And  Laure  I  almost  think  he  wonld  he  jealous  of  aoy 
OPt  that  occupied  your  attention.     I  watched  him," 

**  Alt  the  bi^tter*  Fll  torment  my  Lord." 

**  Hesiven  forbid  you  diould  he  &o  cruel." 

'^  Oh  !  I  will  not  make  him  unhappy,  but  Fll  tease  him  a 
little  :  it  is  not  in  nature  not  lo." 

This  foihle  detected  in  her  lover,   Laure  was  very  ^aj] 
At  the  prospect  of  amiisemetit  it  aflbnJed  lier. 

And  I  think  I  have  many  readers  who  at  this  moment 
are  awaiting  unmijced  enjoyment  and  hilarity  ftmx  (he  sum© 
source. 

*^Ali!'* 


Edouard  called  the  next  day:  he  wore  %  gloomy  air. 
aure  met  this  with  a  particularly  cheertlil  one;  on  thii 
lotiard^B  face  cleared  up,  and  he  waa  him    "'     n — h^t^^- 

hie  ae  thia  was  Laure  felt  n  little  dbn  ..    **  I   am 

ojii  he  IS  not  jealou.^  after  all/'  thought  ^he. 
rjosepbine  left  her  room  this  ^&y  and  mingled  once  more 
ihe  famiiy.     The  bare  sight  of  her  wob  enough  thr 
Be  al  first;  hut  after  a  while  be   wnnfrd  niore.     He 
to  be  often  iiJofie  with  her, — but  severaJ  cauM^a  ix*- 
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operated  to  make  her  shj  of  giving  him  many  such  oppor 
tunities.  First  her  natural  delicacy  coupled  with  her  habit 
of  self  denial,  then  her  fear  of  shocking  her  motherland 
lastly  her  fear  of  her  own  heart,  and  of  Camilla  whose 
power  over  her  she  knew.  For  Camille,  when  he  did  get  a 
sweet  word  alone  with  her,  seemed  to  forget  everything 
except  that  she  was  his  betrothed,  and  that  he  had  come 
back  alive  to  marry  her.  He  spoke  to  her  of  his  love  with 
an  ardor  and  an  urgency  that  made  her  thrill  with  happiness, 
and  at  the  same  time  shrink  with  a  certain  fear,  and  self 
reproach.  Possessed  with  a  feeling  no  stronger  than  hers, 
but  single,  he  did  not  comprehend  the  tumult,  the  trouble, 
the  daily  contest  in  her  heart.  The  wind  seemed  to  him  to 
be  always  changing,  and  hot  and  cold  the  same  hour.  Since 
he  did  not  even  see  that  she  was  acting  in  hourly  fear  of  her 
mother's  eye,  he  was  little  likely  to  penetrate  her  more  hidden 
sentiments ;  and  then  he  had  not  touched  her  key  note, — self 
deniaL 

Women  are  self  denying  and  uncandid.  Men  are  self 
indulgent,  and  outspoken. 

And  this  is  the  key  to  a  thousand  double  misunderstand- 
ings ;  for  good  women  are  just  as  stupid  in  misunderstanding 
men,  as  good  men  are  in  misunderstanding  women. 

To  Camille  Josephine's  fluctuations,  joys,  tremors,  love, 
terror,  modesty,  seemed  one  grand  total-caprice.  The  com- 
ponent parts  of  it  he  saw  not ;  and  her  caprice  tortured  him 
almost  to  madness.  Too  penitent  to  give  way  again  to  violent 
passion,  he  fretted.  His  health  retrograded  and  his  temper 
began  to  sour.  The  eye  of  timid  love  that  watched  him  with 
maternal  anxiety  from  under  its  long  lashes  saw  this  with  dis- 
may,— and  Xjaure  who  looked  into  her  sister^s  bosom,  devoted 
herself  once  more  to  soothe  him  without  compromising  Jose- 
phine's delicacy.  Hence  arose  mystification  No.  3.  Riviere's 
natural  jealousy  being  once  awakened  found  constant  food  in 
the  attentipn  Laure  paid  Camille.  The  false  position  of  all 
the  parties  brought  about  some  singular  turns.  - 1  give  from 
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eir  number  one  ihat  forms  n  link  tliough  a  small  one  b  mj- 

ilive. 
One   day,  Eflviuanl    found  Laure  alone  in  tte  PJt/asanee  ; 
Bhe  received  hifu  with  t\  mditini  Binile  uiid  the/  had  a  charm- 
ing talk,  t  a  taik,   all  about   him;  what   Ihe  family    owed 
biia,  etc 

On  ihiB,  his  late  jealousy  and  sense  of  iDJuijj  leemed  a 
ting  of  three  yearis  ago*  lind  never  to  return* 
JadnUia  came  with  a  me^^^e  from  the  ColoneU  **  Would 
^  \m  Kgre^ble  to  Mademobella  Laure  to  walk  with  him  at 
usual  hour  ? 
**  Certainly,  s^d  Laure." 

» Jm^mtha  was  redring  Edouard  called  to  her  to  stop  a 

^  May  I  beg  yott  to  re-consider  thai  deierminatioo  ?  '*  fiaid 
to  Laure  politely. 
**  Wlutl  di termination  ?  " 

*  To  sacrifice  me  to  this  Colonel  Dujardln  ?  '*  BtHl  politelyi 
aly  a  little  grimly • 
Lauif  oj«oed  her  eyes,     **  Are  you  mad  ?  "  inquired  she 
Uquicl  haute un 

Cciiher  mad  nor  a  fool/*  was  the  reply.     **  I  love  you  too 

well  ta  fbare  your  regard  with  any  one^   upon  any  terms  | , 

»l  of  all  up*>n  ihese,  that  there  i^  tt>  be.  a  man  in  the  world, 

wliD^e  beck  and  i^all  you  are  to  be»  and  at  whose  orders 

you  are  to  break  off  an  inler^dew  with  me.     Perdition  I  " 

"  Kdouard  what  folly.     Can  you  suspect  me  of  dlHconf^ 

sgy^  as  well  m  of,^ — ^I  know  not  what.     Colonel  Dujaidin 

~wt]l  join  UHf  that  is  all^  and  we  shall  take  a  little  walk  with 

mr 

"  Kot  L — I  dedine  the  iniruiion :  you  are  etiguged  with 
and  1  have  things  to  say  fo  you  that  are  not  fit  for  that 
appy  to  hear.     Choose  tlierefore  between  me  and  him*  and 
liooiir  for  ever/* 

Hire  colored,  but  i^miled.     "  1  should  be  very  sorry  la 
\  either  of  you  for  ever,  but  for  thia  atomoon  I  cboosu 
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^  Oh  thank  70a — mj  whole  life  shall  prove  my  gradtiide, 
for  this  preference." 

Laure  beckoned  Jacintha  and  sent  her  with  an  excuse 
to  Captain  Dujardin.  She  then  turned  with  an  air  of  mo^ 
fiohmisaion  to  Edouard.     *<  I  am  at  monsieur's  orders" 

ifedouardy  radiant  with  triumph,  and  naturally  good 
natured,  thanked  her  agaur  and  again  for  her  condescension 
in  setting  his  heart  at  rest  He  proposed  a  walk,  since  his 
interference  had  lost  her  one.  She  3rielded  a  cold  assent. 
This  vexed  him,  but  he  took  for  granted  it  would  wear  off 
before  the  end  of  the  walk.  Edouard's  heart  bounded,  bat 
he  loved  her  too  sincerely  to  be  happy  unless  he  could  see 
her  happy  too:  the  malicious  thing  saw  this,  or  perhaps 
knew  it  by  instinct,  and  by  means  of  this  good  feeling  of  his 
she  revenged  herself  for  his  tyranny.  She  tortured  him  as 
only  a  woman  can  torture,  and  as  even  she  can  torture  only 
a  worthy  man,  and  one  who  loves  her.  In  the  course  of 
that  short  walk  this  inexperienced  girl,  strong  in  the  instincts 
and  inborn  arts  of  her  sex,  drove  pins  and  needles,  needles 
and  pins,  of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  through  her  lover's  heart 

She  was  everything  by  turns,  except  kind, — and  nothing 
for  long  together.  She  was  peevish,  she  was  ostentatiouslj 
patient  and  submissive,  she  was  inattentive  to  her  companion 
and  seemingly  wrapped  up  in  contemplation  of  absent  things 
and  persons,  the  Colonel  to  wit  She  was  dogged,  repulsive, 
and  as  cold  as  ice ;  and  she  never  was  herself  a  single 
moment  They  returned  to  the  gate  of  the  Pleasance, "  Weil 
mademoiselle,"  said  Riviere  very  sadly  *^  that  interloper  might 
as  well  have  been  with  us." 

"  Of  course  he  might,  and  you  would  have  lost  nothing  by 
permitting  me  to  be  courteous  to  a  guest  and  an  invalid.  If 
you  had  not  played  the  tyrant,  and  taken  the  matter  into 
your  own  hands,  I  should  have  found  means  to  soothe  yonr 
zeal, — your  vanity :  but  you  preferred  to  have  your  own  way. 
Well,  you  have  had  it" 

^  Tes,  mademoiselle,  you  have  ^ven  me  a  lesstm ;  you  faan 
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fiSwr^Se  how  M\e  It   b  !o  atti^inpt  lo  force  a  young  kdys 
my  thing.     I  ehnll  not  Lowe\*er  oflfeod  again  j 
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gjotng  away. 
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8be  did  not  believe  him. 


"  Ye§,  mttilemoLselle,     I  am  sorry  lo  ^ay  I  am  promoted." 
^  Sorry  you  are  [promoted  ?  *^ 

*•  I  mean  I  was  gorry  this  morning ;  because  my  new  post 
\  tten  leagues  (rom  Boanrepaire ;  bnt  now  I  am  not  iony» 
br,  were  I  to  stay  here,  I  foresee  you  would  soon  lose  wbat^ 
Iver  friendly  feeling  yon  have  for  me," 

^I  am  tben  very  changeable  ?     I  am  not  o^nsidered  so:'^ 

iinnstrated  Lattre  gently. 

Hlviert?  explained  i  "  I  am  not  rain,  no  man  less  ^,nai-am 

■n  jpatoui; ;  but  1  rci^pect  myself,  and  I  could  never  be  contenl 

^Hp  share  your  lime   and  your  regard  with  Colonel  DujardiU| 

^Hr  with  a  much  better  man.*' 

^V   "  Mon^^ieiir/*  began  Laure^    angrily — then    she  reflected* 

^^  Mons.  Erloiiard  "  said  she  kindly,  if  you  were  not  goitvg  to 

Jeavu  u:^,  (only  for  a  lime  I  tru^t,)  "  I  should  be  angry*  and 

let  you  think— ay  nonsense,  and  &o  vex  yourself  aud  affront 

mt*  monsieur :  hut  it  h  ao  time  lor  l«iising  you :  my  friend^ 

^kI>c  ri'aHunabh?^ — be  juet  lo  yourself  mid  uie — ^do  not  give  way 

^Bo  ridieubu?*  fancier :  do  not  nui?e  to  a  falsf  ijn|*ortattee  this 

^Boor  manp  who  h  nothing  la  you,  nothing  lo  me — upon  my 

^'liononr/* 

**  DesiT  Mademoiselle  Lanre,*'  «iid  Edouard,  ^  see  what  ibis 
^■prr^on,  who,  after  your  wordii,  I  lun  bound  to  believe  Ib 
^^kdiffL'tent  to  you^  has  done.  He  luis  made  me  arrogant  and 
^Hmpt'riouii  to  yon.  Was  I  ever  m  before  F  No  I  no  1  no  I 
^^ind  I  forgive  you  now  my  poor  friend/' 

**  Me  bji^  mmlii  you  cold  as  ice  to  mo?" 

**  No  !  that  wjis  my  own  wjckcdne.^s  und  spiiefulnesi*** 

Wicked Jic^8,  spttcfuUn^^^ !  ihey  are  n»*t  in  yonr  nainrci. 
is  all  ibis  wreic-h*s  doing." 

r<«a4tre  siirlicd,  but  ^ht^  <aid  nothing  :  for   %h'^  *aw  thai  to 
ciisu  CninLile  would  only  make  this  jealous  one  more  bitter 
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^  Will  you  deign  to  write  to  me  at  my  new  post  ?  onoe  s 
month  ?  in  answer  to  my  letters  ?  " 

^^  Yes,  my  friend.  But  you  will  ride  over  sometimes  to 
see  us." 

''  Oh  yes :  but  for  some  little  time  I  shall  not  be  able. 
The  duties  of  a  new  post." 

"  I  understand — well  then — in  a  fortnight  or  so  ?  ** 

'^  Sooner  perhaps — the  moment  tka$  man  i$  out  of  (Ae 
hotiser 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 


"  IiAtmB  dear,  you  have  not  walked  with  him  at  a]]  today/ 
**  No :  jou  must  p«t  him  yourself  today,  1  hate  the  sight 
him.** 

«  What  hm  he  done  ?  " 

**  He  haa  done  nothing :  but  it  has  made  mischief  he t ween 
Edouard   and  me,  my  being  so  attentive  to  htm.     Edomird 
Is  jeabu?^  and  I  cannot  wonder*     After  all  what  right  have 
',  to  mystify  him  who  honon  me  with  his  affection  ?  ** 

Tlieu,  being   pressed   with   questions  by   Josephine,  abe 
ehited  to  her  all  that  had  passed  between  Edouai^  and  her, 
orti  for  word* 

Joeephine* — *'  Poor  Caroille  I  '* 
"^  Laure. — "  Oh  ye*  I  poor  Cam  ill  e !  who  ha^  the  power  to 
make  n^  hII  mLn^mblis  and  who  dues  ii,  and  will  do  iu  untJl 
U  happy  himself." 

i,i  would  Co  be^iveii  I  could  make  him  as  happy  bs  he 
~   ib«," 
*Tcii3  fy>utd  easily  do  thai.     And  why  not  do  it  ?  '* 
*  Lanre,  you  know  rery  well  what  sacked  feidiuga  with- 
bold  mc.     Laure,  tell  me,  do  you  think  it  h  renlly  potitble 
Camille  does  not  really  know  my  heart,  and  all  the  feelings 
ituU  strive  in  it  I*"  ** 

*  My  ibler,  these  men  are  ab<?ttrd  ;  th<^y  btdievt*  ordy  what 
nf  see*  I  have  done  what  I  can  for  yon  and  (amillc? ;  but 
il  is  uaeleaa.  Would  you  have  him  believe  you  love  him, 
joa  must  yourself  be  kind  lo  him ;  and  it  would  be  a  rbari- 
^tiUo  action — ^you  would  make  four  unhappy  pro[ile  liappy. 
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or  at  least,  put  them  on  the  road :  now  they  are  off  the  road, 
and,  by  what  I  have  seen  today,  I  think,  if  we  go  on  so  a 
little  longer,  it  will  be  too  late  to  try  to  return.  Come  Jo- 
sephine, for  my  sake ! " 

'<  Ah  I  you  say  this  out  of  kindness  to  me — and  to  me 
alone." 

'^  No,  indeed,  I  am  thinking  of  myself.  He  will  make  us 
all  miserable  for  life  if  he  is  not  made  happy  directly." 

^  If  I  thought  that,  I  could  almost  consent.*' 

"  To  be  happy  yourself?  " 

'^  I  will  remonstrate  with  him  for  his  unkindneas  to  m^- 
in  being  miserable." 

'*  Josephine,  I  will  go  and  tell  him  what  you  say." 

"  Stay  Laure." 

"No I    I  will  not  stay.    There,  the  crime  is  mine." 

Laure  returned  the  next  minute. 

"  There,"  she  cried,  "  he  is  going  away." 

Josephine  started. 

"  Groing  away  ?  Impossible  !  " 

"  Yes !  he  is  in  his  room,  packing  up  his  things  to  go.  I 
spied  through  the  old  place  and  saw  him.  He  was  sighing 
like  a  furnace  as  he  strapped  his  portmanteau.  I  hate  him 
— but  I  was  sorry  for  him.     I  could  not  help  being." 

Josephine  turned  pale,  and  lifted  her  hands  in  surprise 
and  dismay. 

"  Depend  on  it  Josephine,  we  are  wrong,"  sud  Laure, 
firmly :  "  these  wretches  will  not  stand  our  nonsense  above  a 
certain  time — ^and  they  are  right.  My  sister,  we  are  mis- 
managing :  one  gone — the  other  going — ^both  losing  faith  in 
us." 

Josephine's  color  returned  to  her  cheek,  and  then 
mounted  high.  Presently  she  smiled,  a  smile  full  of  ooQ- 
Bcious  power  and  furtive  complacency. 

«  He  will  not  go."  ' 

Laure  was  pleased,  bat  not  surprised,  to  beiur  her  sister 
speak  so  confidently,  for  she  knew  her  power  over  Caiiulle. 
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"  That  is  righU     Go  to  Ijira,  and  my  two  words,     *I  bid 
jf  ou  ^injJ  " 

**Oh  Laurel  hqT' 

**  Polircx>Q !  You  know  he   would   go  down  on  his  koet.^, 
nd  stay  direetly*" 

**No;.  I  should  hhi^h  all  ray  life  before  you  and  bim.     I 
(Irf  not,     I  should  lt!i  him  go  sooner^  almosL     Ob  no  1    I 
will  never  a^k  a  man  to  ^tjiy  who  wkhes  to  leaire  me*" 

*•  Wtjll  t  but  you  iaiid  jui^t  now^ " 

**  Liiyre,  dt^nr.  go  to  hiin^  and  ?ay  MaUam  Eajnal  b  going 

ke  a  Utile  walk :  wiU  be  do  her  the  honour  to  be  her 

abii  ?  Not  a  word  more,  if  you  love  mti/' 

•*Ig©!  Hypocnte!*' 


JomfMnt  it^t*eived  Oimllk  with  a  bright  smile.     Blie  was 

iinusuiilly  good  spiritj^f  ami  overflowing  witb  kindiieas  and 

Boocetu  Miitrfition*     On    tim  his  gloomy  brow   relaxed,  and 

11  hia   pix>siieet&  btigbtened   m  by  magic*     Then  she  oiin- 

lunicntiHl  to  bim  a  number  of  Htde  plans  for  next  week  and 

be  wet'k  uJu*r«     Among  tlie  rt^t  he  wai  to  go  witb  her  and 

10  Frejn^ 

**  Such  A  8weet  place  CamiUe  ;  I  must  show  it  you*     You 

illoofne?" 

He   hf^iiitated    a  single   iBoment:   a  niomeiit  of  intense 
Biiety  to  the  smihng  Josephine. 

I  **  Yem  I  he  would  come — it  was  a  great  temptation — ^he  ^mw 
-little  of  her/* 

**  You  will  4ce  more  of  mt?  now  CamiUe  1  '* 
*•  ShaU  I  see  you  every  day — iilone  I  mean  ?  " 
**  Ob  yi»^^  if  you  wi#b  it,"  replied  Jo^tephlne,  in  an  otf  hand 
inch tfe rent  way* 

Hi*  ?c»ized  her  hauil  anil  devoured  it  with  kiises. 
**  Fooh^h  Cmniile  T  murmun^   she,  looking  down  ou  bitn 
ith  inertAhlc  tenderneBS.  **  Should  I  not  im  alway*  witb  you 
n  couiiulted  my  indination — ^let  nw  jio." 
*  Ko !  oonjsuU  your  imdination  a  Uttk  long«?r**' 


884 


WHITE    LIES. 


"  Yes ;  that  shall  be  your  punishment  for- 


-humphr 


"  For  what  ?  What  have  1  done  ?  "  asked  sha,  with  an  air 
of  great  innocence, 

"  You  have  made  me  happy,  me  who  adore  you*" 

Josephine  eame  in  from  her  walk  with  a  high.  cx>1or  md 
beaming  eyes- 

"Run  Laure!'* 

On  this  concise,  and  to  us  not  very  clear  instruction,  Lflurt 
slipped  up  the  secret  stair.  She  saw  Camille  come  in  sod 
gravely  unpack  his  little  portmanteau,  and  dispose  hi^  thinp 
in  the  drawers  with  soldierlike  neatness,  and  hum.  an  agrtt; 
able  march.  ■ 

She  came  and  told  Josephine. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Jo,'5ephiiie  with  a  little  sigh  of  pleasore,  and  i 
gontlo  triumph  in  her  eyes. 

Slit.'  liad  not  only  got  hor  desire,  but  had  arrived  at  it  hci 
way — woman's  way — round  about. 

This  adroit  benevolence  led  to  more  than  she  barirain<d  t«^r 

She  and  Camille  were  now  together  every  day  :  and  iliti 
hearts,  being  under  restraint  in  public,  melted  together  all  ih 
more  in  their  stolen  interviews.  jNIuch  that  j)as>ed  hel\\>v 
these  true  lovf^'s  may  well  be  left   to  the  imagination. 

At  the  third  delicious  interview  Camille  Dujai'din  begL^- 
Josephine  to  be  his  wife  directly. 

Have  you  noticed  thoe  half  tame  deer  that  come  up  i 
you  in  a  f)ark  so  lovingly,  with  great  tender  eyes,  and.  l-  i 
now  almost  within  reach,  stop  short,  and  with  bodies  ri\' 
like  statues  on  pedestals,  crane  out  their  gracrt'ul  in-rk-  ■ 
sugar,  or  l)read,  or  a  cliestnut,  or  a  pocket  handkereliief?  1 
but  offer  to  put  your  hand  uj)on  them,  away  thev  boun^l  il 
moment  twenty  yards,  and  then  stand  quite  still,  and  l<xtk 
your  hand  and  you,  with  great  inquiring,  suspicious,  ten' 
eyes. 

So  Jose[>hine  started  at  CamilleV  audacious  proposal. 

^'  Never  mention  such  a  thing  to  me  again  :  or — or,  1  v 
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ot  walk  Hicli  yuu  ariy  more:"  tUtm  she  tlirUled  with  pleas^ 
iLTc  at  liM?  obnoxious  iden,  *'  she  CaiiiilJe*s  wife  I  "  and  colored 
I  over — with  nig«%  Cmoiliij  tUougbt*  Uti  promised  submk* 
f  ejj  not  to  re  tie  w  the  lopic  :  no  more  he  did  tUl  next  daj* 
Tho  mLenrai  Josephine  had  ^pent  in  thhikiDg  of  ii. 
There  Jo  re  she  ws^  prepared  to  put  hira  down  by  ealm  rea- 
n$*     8he  proceeded  to  do  ^  geniiy,  bul  fiittilj* 

» I  and  beiioliJ,  vvhut  due^  he  do,  but  meeis  her  with  jusi  as 

'  ric«50us,  and  just  aa  c-uhn  ones  :  and  urge«  tliem  gi^ntly 

firmly, 

Ht^avcn  bud  been  very  kind  to  them  :  why  :»houId  tbey  bo 

Etkind  to  Uiem^lvei  ?     They  imd  had  a  grtaat  eicaije  ;   why 

not  «M?cept  the  happiness,  i%By  being  persons  of  honor,  Ihey 

had  aceepted  the  misery  ?  with  many  other  argmnents^  differ^ 

log  ill  otbcr  things,  but  agreeing  in  thi^^j  that  ihey  wexe  all 

&ber,  gnive,  and  full  of  comratm  sense, 

Finding  hini  not  tjefenceleds  on  ibe  score  of  reason,  eho 

filled  her  ground  and  appealed  to  bh  deEcai^jr.     On  this  he 

iJeil  to  her  IovCm,,  and  then  ealm  reason  was  joslled  oW 

feld,  and  passion  and  sentiment  battled  tn  her  place. 

these  conteat^^  day  hy  day  renewed,  Camille  bad  many 

ranlage?!, 

Laure«  though  ahe  did  net  like  htmi  had  now  deeiared  on 

«ide.     She  refused  to  show  htm  the  leagt  attentioii.     This 

ew  him  on  Josepliine :  and  when  Josephine  begged  her  to 

pip   reduce    Camille    to   reason,  her  answer    would  rum 


iiyijocrite  I "  with  a  kioa ;  or  ebe  she  wonld  Sfty,  with  a 
tndf  ratuic  pctulanrt?,  ** No  J  no!  I  am  on  hb  side*  Givft 
him  hi^  own  way  or  he  will  make  us  all  foar  mtserable." 
Thii!4  Jtksephme*8  ally  went  over  to  the  enemy* 
And  I  hen  Ihia  coy  young  laily*^  vi*ry  (lower  oi  w^gisimiix 
htpm  to  give  way.  Sbi'  b«d  now  battled  for  months  a^iui 
her  own  heart :  firs**  for  ber  mother  ;  tlien,  in  a  far  more  lem* 
ble  eonHict  tor  Raynal,  for  honor  and  purity ;  and  of  tsie 
the  h«d  bean  hatthng,  9till  ngiunst  her  own  heart,  for  delicacy, 
17 
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for  etiquette,  things  very  dear  to  her,  but  not  so  great,  holj, 
and  sustaining  as  honor  and  charity  that  were  her  very  house- 
hold gods :  and  so,  just  when  the  motives  of  resistance  were 
lowered,  the  length  of  the  resistance  began  to  wear  her 
out 

For  nothing  is  so  hard  to  her  sex  as  a  long,  steady  strug- 
gle. In  matters  physical,  this  is  the  thing  the  muscles  of  the 
fair  cannot  stand. 

In  matters  intellectual  and  moral,  the  long  strain  it  is  diat 
beats  them  dead.  Do  not  look  for  a  Baoona,  a  Newtona,  a 
Handella,  a  Victoria  Huga. 

Some  American  ladies  tell  us  education  has  stopped  the 
growth  of  these. 

No !  mesdames.    These  are  not  in  nature. 

They  can  bubble  letters  in  ten  minutes  that  yon  could  do 
more  deliver  to  order  in  ten  days  than  a  river  can  play  like 
a  fountain.  They  can  sparkle  gems  of  stories :  they  can  flash 
little  diamonds  of  poems.  The  entire  sex  has  never  produced 
one  opera  nor  one  epic  that  mankind  could  tolerate  a  minute: 
and  why? — ^these  come  by  long,  high  strung  labor.  But, 
weak  as  they  are  in  the  long  run  of  everything  but  the  afieo- 
tions,  (and  there  giants,)  they  are  all  overpowering  wbfle 
their  gallop  lasts.  Fragilla  shall  dance  any  two  of  you  flat 
on  the  floor  before  four  o'clock,  and  then  dance  on  till  pe^ 
of  day. 

You  trundle  off  to  your  business  as  usual,  and  could  danoe 
again  the  next  night,  and  so  on  through  countless  ages. 

She  who  danced  you  into  nothing  is  in  bed,  a  human  jell^ 
crowned  with  headache. 

What  did  Josephine  say  to  Laure  one  day  ?  "I  am  tired 
of  saying  *  No  I  no  I  no  I  no  I  no ! '  for  ever  and  ever  to  him 
I  love."  She  added  combining  two  leading  ideas  in  one  phrase 
as  it  is  not  given  the  rude  logical  sex  to  do,  '*  I  am  weaiy 
of  all  this  cruelty." 

But  this  was  not  alL  She  was  not  free  from  self-reproach. 
Camille's  futh  in  her  had  stood  firm.     Hers  in  him  had  not 
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She  hnd  wronged  him,  first  by  btliev^ing  him  false,  IhrJi  by 
IQiLtrying  anotiien     One  d&y  she  asked  his  pardon  for  thisi 

*  I  ]mve  forgiven  Lhat,  Josepiime  i  but  why  djoL  make  me 

♦^  I  wbh  I  could." 

**  You  can.     Many  me ;    then   your  relaljons  with  that 
kwiU  Mjem  but  a  hideoua  dream*     I  shall  be  able  to  say, 
ag  lit  jou  my  wife — ^  I  was  faithful^ — 1  suffered  some- 
ting  for  her — 1  came  home — she  loved  me  stiU — the  proof 
,  &lie  wiis  my  wife  withiD  three  months  of  my  return.*  ^' 
When  he  said  that  to  her  in  the  Pleasanee^  if  there  had 

I A  priest  at  hand In  a  word  Josephine  longed  to 

'  him  her  love,  yet  wished  not  to  ehock  her  moiherj  or 
Q&Siad  her  own  sense  of  delicacy. 

Camille  i^red  for  nothing  but  bis  love.     To  sacrifice  love 

nd  happiness,  even  for  a  lime,  to  etiquette,  seemed  to  him  to 

mfling  witli  the  substance  of  great  th bgs  for  the  shadow 

stty  things ;  and  he  suid  ao :  sometimes  eadly^  eometiiHiei 

\  hillcrly* 

Here  then  was  a  beleagured  fortre^^s,  attacked  with  one 

jill^  and  defended  by  troops  one  third  of  which  were  hot  ot 

t  side  of  tlie  besieger* 

nere  woa  a  heart  divided  agaliajt  itself,  attacked  by  i 
fttnglf?  heart* 

When  ttingknefti  attacks  diTision,  you  know  the  result  he- 
forrhand.  Why  then  should  I  spin  words  ?  I  will  not  traci 
•o  itl^nmtrlied  a  contest,  step  by  step,  sentence  by  sentence 
let  mi/  niilLif  hai^ieu  to  rekte  the  one  peculiarily  that  aso^ 
otn  t*f  Un?.  trite  content,  where,  under  the  names  of  Camilk 
ttiid  Jci^ephiDe,  tbe  two  great  sexes  may  be  seen  acting  the 
old  world-wide  dbtich, 

'*  lt>  ft  tw*ti'«  piurt  to  try^ 

Afi4  %  w<nitiin'i  to  tlnnj"  [for  a  whik  ?) 

Fuidiiig  her  own  resolution  oozing  away*  Josephkit 
at  another  peiwn* 
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She  Siiid  to  CamilJe^  before  Laure — 

"  Even  if  I  could  bring  rajaelf  to  snatch  at  happioesa  in 

indelicate  way— scarce  a  mouth  after — oh  !- '*     And  tl 

ended  the  lady's  sentence*    Id  the  absence  of  a  legitiiiiai& 
stop,  she  put  one  hand  before  her  lovely  face  to  hide  i^J 
50  no  more*     But  some  two  minutes  after  she  deliver^ 
rest  in  the  form  and  with  *'»"  *""e  of  a  di£tixiet  remark — ** 
mother  would  never  eoa^ 


be  brought  to  implore  h& 

Josephmej  turning  qtilckt 

jld  look  with  horror  on  i 
■3  to  man-y  within  a  twe 


**  Ye*  she  would,  if  you 
earnestly  as  I  implore  yo 

"Woaldshe  Laure?" 
her  sister, 

^*  No,  Dcver  I  Our  moti 
a  propot*aL     A  daughter  c_ 
month  of  her  w^idowhood*" 

"  There,  you  see,  Camille." 

"  But,  besides  that,  she  loved  Rajmal." 

"  She  has  not  forgotten  him  as  we  have,  almost." 

"  Ungrateful  creature  that  I  am,"  sighed  Josephine. 

"  She  mourns  for  him  every  day.  Often  I  see  her  t 
suddenl}^  fill — that  is  for  him.  Josephine's  influence  ^ 
mamma  is  very  great :  it  is  double  mine :  but  if  we  all  v 
on  our  knees  to  her — the  Doctor  and  all — she  would  m 
consent." 

"  There  you  see,  Camille  :  and  I  could  not  defy  my  moi 
— even  for  you." 

Camille  sighed. 

"  I  see  everything  is  against  me,  even  my  love  :  for 
love  is  too  much  akin  to  veneration  to  propose  to  you  a  c 
destine  marriage." 

"  Oh  thank  yon !  bless  you  for  respecting  as  well  as  lo^ 
me,  dear  Camille." 

These  words,  uttered  with  gentle  warmth,  were  some  ( 
solation  to  Camille,  and  confirmed  him.  as  they  were  inien 
to  do,  in  the  above  good  resolution.     He  smiled. 

"  Maladroit !  "  cried  Laure. 


WHITE  Lijea, 


3df 


••Why  maiadrmtf**  asltt?il  Cainill<.%  opening  bk  ejeu* 
Li*t  u^  talk  of  ^onitnKing  el?*/*  rf^plied  Lunrc  coolly. 
Camille  luni^d  rt?iL      He  iiiidt^rstm*d  tlitii  lie  liitd  done 
omrthing  very  sltipid,  but  he  rotild  not  conceive  wIiuL 

lie  Wked  trum  one  sbteT  to  tlie  other  tihernatuly,    Laur@ 
Irtid  ?.njiling  tronically* 

Joai-'phiiie  liud  tier  eyes  beni  dtimurely  on  a  handkerchief 
he  was  embroldenng* 
Tlmi  evening  CtimiUe  drew  Ljiure  a.^ide* 
WiH  you  be  &o  gf-nerous  aa  to  explain  why  you  called 
Unaludr&liJ*'*  I 

^  So  It  was,"  Implied  I^tare  ghurply. 

But  as  this  did  not  midEe  the  matter  quite  cleari  Camtlk 
a  litllc  further  explanntion. 
Ttts  It  your  part  to  miike  difEeuUies  ?  ** 
«  Ko  indeed/' 

**  Waa  it  for  you  to  Icdl  her  a  secret  marriagG  would  not  be 
detical^  ?     Do  yon  think  she  will  W  belnnd  you  in  delicaey? 
tlifit  vk  love  without  rt'speel  will  satisfy  her  ?  yet  you  must 
^  and  tell  ber  yoii  respected  her  too  fuucb  to  aak  her  to 
Tf  you  atecretiy.     In  olher  words,  situated  as  she  !&,  yoa 
her  not  to  marry  you  at  all ;  she  consented  to  that  di- 
,     VThiii  ebe  could  you  expect  F  " 
Maladroit  /  indeetl/*  eaid  Camille,  **  but  I  would  not  havn 

itt  only  I  til  ought '* 

**  Yoit  fhought  nothing  would  induce  ber  to  tnarry  secretly* 
you  wud  to  yourself  I  will  n^aume  a  virtue:  I  will  do  a 
|t  of  cheap  f^elf  denial  I  decline  to  the  sound  of  truiapot* 
^bat  another  will  be  sure  to  deny  me  if  I  don't — ha  I  ba  ! — 
sllf  for  your  comforts  I  am  by  no  means  so  iure  plm  might 
U  have  t»i»en  bronght  to  do  an^thmg  for  you,  except  openly 
lie  fy  mam  run  r  but  now  of  uourse," 
H»ire  tiitK  youn^a;  Isdy'ft  sentence  ended :  f<^T  ibert  was  • ' 
otrg  grammatical  hktmf*?ts«  betweitn  tlie  sistei^. 

He  WU8  m  disconcerted  mid  &411I  at  what  be  bnd  done, 
arc  began  to  pity  him:  m  nbe  rallied  hhn  a  Uttk] 
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longer  in  spite  of  her  pity :  and  then  all  of  a  sudden  gave 
him  her  hand  and  said  she  would  try  and  repair  the  mischief. 

He  began  to  smother  her  hand  with  kisses. 

**  Oh ! "  said  she,  "  I  don't  deserve  all  that :  I  hare  a 
motive  of  my  own :  your  unlucky  speech  will  be  quoted  to 
me  a  dozen  times — never  mind." 

"  Josephine  you  will  not  be  happy  if  you  doD%  no  more 
will  he." 

Josephine  sighed. 

*'  You  heard  what  he  said  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that  was  only  to  please  you.  He  thought  nothing 
would  tempt  you  to  do  so  much  for  him." 

^^  I  would  do  anything  for  him  but  lose  his  respect,  and 
make  my  mother  unhappy." 

"  Well  love,  you  shall  do  neither :  you  shall  scarcely  move 
in  the  matter :  only  do  not  oppose  me  very  violently,  and  all 
wiU  be  well." 

"  Ah  !  Laure  !  I  know  how  you  love  me.  Am  I  not  fortu- 
nate to  have  a  sister  who  loves  me,  and  who  is  so  shrewd  ?  it  is 
delightful — terrible  I  mean — ^tohave  a  little  creature  about  one 
that  reads  one  like  this.   What  shall  I  do ?   What  shall  I  do?" 

"  Yes  Josephine.  It  is  very  plain  what  we  must  do :  we 
must  conceal  it  from  our  mother." 

"  Marry,  and  hide  my  marriage  from  her  who  bore  me  ?" 

"  We  have  concealed  many  things  from  her,  dear,  not  to 
give  her  pain." 

"  Yes  !  but  nothing  like  this.     I  don't  know  what  to  do." 

"  We  must  do  the  best  we  can  under  all  the  circumstances. 
Consider,  his  wound  is  healed.  He  must  go  back  to  the 
army ;  you  have  both  suffered  to  the  limits  of  mortal  endur- 
ance. Is  he  to  go  away  unhappy,  in  any  doubt  of  year 
affection  ?  are  you  to  remain  behind  with  misery  of  self  re- 
proach added  to  the  desolation  of  absence — think." 

"  Dear  Laure  1 1  Find  me  some  excuse  for  deceiving  my 
mother." 
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**  Do  not  my  deceiviDg  our  mother,  ihat  h  finch  a  ehocklitg 

J^^vure  i1j«.'[i  iviuUiJeit  JoEiuiihiiie  of  the  day  when  Edouard 
tii^i  uAd  them  a  wbe  r^Lleence  was  not  the  same 
iJiiiig  ag  an  imtuor^  deceit.  She  reminded  her,  too,  how 
at\er  ihey  bad  aiied  on  liig  advice  and  always  with  gtyod 
tjffeet  boflr  wmiiy  imxieiieg  and  worries  they  hud  saved 
caother — ^by  reticeiioe,    Josephine  asaeoted  warmly  to 


Wti  there  oot  some  reason  to  think  they  had  saved  their 
ther*^  very  life  hy  these  reUceiaees  ?  Josephine  assented. 
■And  Jobephine,  you  are  of  age,  yon  are  your  own  mifeti'esi, 
jrou  have  a  right  to  marry  whom  you  please :  and  sooner  or 
later  you  will  cerUiinly  marry  CamiUep  I  doubt  whether 
even  our  mother  could  prevail  on  you  to  refuse  him  alto- 
gether. So  it  h  but  a  question  of  time,  and  of  giving  our 
mother  |min,  or  spai  ing  her  pain*  She  ia  old,  our  dear 
DMther ;  she  is  prejudiced-  Why  shock  her  prejudices  ?  She 
:)uld  not  he  brought  to  understand  the  case :  these  things 
Bf  (ST  happened  in  her  day.  Everything  seems  to  have  gon^  ■' 
then.  Let  us  do  nothing  to  worry  her  for  the  short 
t  the  has  to  live.  Let  us  take  a  course  between  pain  to 
her  mid  eroelty  to  yon  and  Camille." 

Tlriese  nr^tnnent^  wt^nt  far  to  convince  Josephine;  tor  her 
own  htiurt  stjppcirted  tiiero.  Then  Camille  put  in  his  word^ 
ho  proposed  to  the  sisters  to  let  him  begin  by  entreating  the 
bnrone«3 :  and  if  she  should  he  inexorable,  then  for  Josephine 
%g^  marry  him  .secretly* 

**0h  no  I"  cried  Josephine,  **you  shall  ask  her  if  yoit 
e,  hut  if  die  says  no  (and  she  will  mij  no),  jill  is  endf*d. 
i»  much  to  take  nuch  a  *top  without  her  sanrrion,     Vtsff 
er  1  nevirr  will/* 

**  na<i  juti  not  better  be  pi  lent  Colonel  Malmiroii  f  **^ti^d 
nure  ttevrreiy* 
''Much  bf^ttcr  I  "  cric4  ihc  gallant  roUmt-l  hastily  Jti  mort^ ' 
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Haying  silenced  the  colonel,  Laure  pleaded  his  cause 
then  and  there  so  ably,  that  Josephine  went  from  her  solid 
objections  to  untenable  ones— -a  great  point  gained.  She 
urged  the  difficulty,  the  impossibility  of  a  secret  marriage. 

Camille  burst  in  to  the  conversation  here :  he  undertook 
at  once  to  overcome  these  imaginary  difficulties. 

"  We  will  be  married  ten  leagues  from  here." 

<<  You  will  find  no  priest  who  will  consent  to  do  such  a 
wicked  thing  as  marry  us  without   my  mother^s  knowl- 


^Oh!  as  to  that,"  said  Laure,  ^you  know  the  mayor 
marries  people  now-a-days." 

"I  won't  be  married  without  a  priest,"  said  Josephine 
sharply. 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Camijle.  "  I  know  a  mayor  who  will  do 
the  civil  forms  for  me,  and  a  priest  who  will  marry  me 
in  the  sight  of  heaven,  and  both  will  keep  it  secret  for 
love  of  me  till  it  shall  please  Josephine  to  throw  off  this 
disguise." 

"  Who  is  the  priest,  Camille  ?  "  inquired  Josephine,  keenly. 

"An  old  cur^:  he  lives  near  Frejus:  he  was  my  tutor, 
and  the  mayor  is  the  mayor  of  Frejus,  also  an  old  friend  of 
mine." 

"  But  what  on  earth  will  you  say  to  them." 

*'  That  is  my  affiur :  I  must  give  them  some  reasons  which 
compel  me  to  keep  my  marriage  secret  Oh  1 1  shall  have  to 
tell  them  some  fibs,  of  course." 

"  There,  look  ! — Camille  I  I  will  not  have  you  tell  fib»— it 
lowers  you." 

"  Of  course  it  does :  but  you  can't  have  secresy  without  a 
fib  or  two." 

"  Fibs  that  will  injure  no  one,"  said  Laure,  majestically. 

From  this  day  Camille  began  to  act  as  well  as  to  talk 
He  bought  a  light  caleche  and  a  powerful  horse,  and  elected 
factotum  Dard  his  groom.  Camille  rode  over  to  Frejus  and 
told  a  made-up  story  to  the  old  cur^  and  the  mayor,  and 
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*  his  old  friends  believed  every  word  he  siud,  and  readily 
fied  their  servicer  and  strict  secresy. 
He  told  th*?  yoting  ladj>^  what  be  bad  done. 
Laiire  approved,  Josephine  shook  her  head  ;  and  seeing 
mmm  going  m  her  heart  desired  and  her  eonsctenca  did 
not  quite  iipproYe,  she  sutldenly  iiBeeted  to  be  next  to  DOlK>dy 
iti  ilie  business,  to  be  resigned,  paiigive,  and  disposed  of  Co 
her  surfirise  by  Laiire  and  Camille^  without  herself  taking 
tiy  uelual  part  in  their  proceedinga. 

At  \a^i  the  jp^eat  day  arrived  on  which  Camille  and  Joeo 
ilune  were  U)  be  married  at  Frejaa* 

Th<?  mayor  awaited  them  at  eleven  o'clock.     The  caM 
at  twelve.     The  family  had  been  prepared  for  this  exL-yrsion 
several  smaller  ones. 
Laure  announced  their  intention  over  night. 

lammat*'  said  she,  bhifihing  a  little.  **  Colonel  Bujardln 
I  enough  to  take  u&  to  Freju3  tomorrow.  It  m  a  long 
wayt  and  we  mnst  breakfast  early  or  we  shall  not  he  hack  to 
dlfint^r,** 

*♦  Do  so  my  child-  I  hope  you  will  have  a  tne  d^y : 
id  mijod  you  take  plenty  of  wraps  with  you  in  eaae  of  a 
ower*" 
^'  I  wiU  take  care,  mamma.** 


At  ieven  oVlock  the  next  morning  Ciunilie  and  the  two 
ladies  took  a  ha-lj  ciip  of  coflTee  log^^ther  in,fttead  of  break- 
jit,  and  tlien  Dard  bixmgla  the  cjdecbe  rounth 
The  ladicF  got  in*  nnd  Cum i lie  bad  just  taken  the  reins  111 
^1:4  hand,  when  Jiitnntha  screametl  to   him  from  the   Hall* 
\  Wait  a  momejit,  colonel !  wait  a  moment  1     The  doctor  1 
n*t  go  withoni  the  doctor !  '*  ajid  the  next  moment  Boctor 
Aubin  appeared  with  hiti  cloak  on  hiw  arm,  and»  snluting 
ladies  politi'ly,  e tinted  hini>ielf  qnit'tly  in  the  vdiiclu  before  1 
be  party  had  rf^-overi'd  tlieir  j*iirpriae. 
^Where  ehall  we  have  the  ptensur^  of  taking  yon  ?  "  ftpked 
Ue,  and  gnawed  his  lip, 
)-• 
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«  To  Frejus,"  was  the  reply. 

Josephine  quaked.  Camille  was  devoured  with  seoet 
rage  :  he  lashed  the  horse  and  away  they  went. 

It  was  a  silent  party.  The  doctor  seemed  in  a  reverie. 
The  others  did  not  know  what  to  think,  much  less  to  mj. 
St  Aubin  sat  by  Camille's  side ;  so  the  latter  could  bM  no 
secret  communication  with  either  lady. 

Now  it  was  not  the  doctor's  habit  to  rise  at  this  time  of  the 
'  morning  :  yet  there  he  was,  going  with  them  to  Frejos 
miinvited. 

Josephine  was  in  agony;  had  their  intention  tranqHicd 
through  some  imprudence  of  Camille  ? 

Camille  was  terribly  uneasy.  He  concluded  the  secret 
had  transpired  through  female  indiscretion.  Then  tfaej  aD 
tortured  themselves  as  to  the  old  man's  intention.  Bat  what 
seemed  most  likely  was,  that  he  was  with  diem  to  prevent  a 
clandestine  marriage  by  his  bare  presence,  without  making  a 
scene  and  shocking  Josephine's  pride:  and  if  so,  was  ke 
there  by  his  own  impulse  ?  No,  it  was  rather  to  be  feared 
that  all  this  was  done  by  order  of  the  baroness.  There  vras 
a  finesse  about  it  that  looked  like  a  woman,  and  the  barones 
was  very  capable  of  adopting  such  a  means  as  this,  to  spare 
her  own  pride  and  her  favourite  daughter's.  The  dandestine 
is  not  all  sugar.  A  more  miserable  party  never  went  akx^ 
even  to  a  wedding. 

After  waiting  a  long  time  for  the  doctor  to  declare  himsdl^ 
they  turned  desperate,  and  began  to  chatter  all  manner  of 
trifles.  This  had  a  good  effect :  it  roused  St  Aubin  from 
his  reverie,  and  presently  to  their  great  surprise  he  gave 
them  the  following  piece  of  information — 

**  I  told  you  the  other  day  that  a  nephew  of  mine  was  just 
dead.  A  nephew  I  had  not  seen  for  many  years.  WA 
my  friends,  I  received  last  night  a  hasty  summons  to  hb 
funeral. 

"AtFrejus?" 

'*  No  I  at  Paris  I    The  invitation  was  so  pressing,  that  I 
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ffa*  oh!ig<?43  lo  go.    Tht-  Itlit^r  informed  me  st  diligence  pdjs«e^ 

br»>u^^li   Frr^jiiJi^  nt  rlevf  n  <yplonk,  for   Paris.     Forturuileljf 

you  wi^rt*  giiJTig  ro  Frtjus.     I  imekec!  up  a  few  eiumges  dT 

litifi^  and  my  MS.»  my  work  on  eijiotuologj*,  whii.4i  ni  my 

lust  visit  to  the  cnpitJil  all  the   puhli^bers  were  maU  euougk 

•  refuse  :  here  it  is*     ApropoM  \m&  JadnLbn  put  my  hag  into 

be  c^rringe  \  ** 

On   tbi8   a  fiercB   footBeareln  and   the   bag   was  found. 

icjmtime  Josephine  leaned  hack  in  her  seat  with  a  sigh  of 

bmikliilness*     She  wa^i  more  intent  on  not  being  found  out 

ban  on  being  married.     But  Caniille,  who  wa^i  more  intent 

being  married  than  on  Dot  being  found  oul,  wa^  asking 

elf,  with  fury,  how  on  earth  they  should  get  rid  of  8t 

Lubm  hi  tliue. 

Well,  of  couffie  under  sueh  dreumeitaiiees  as  these  the 

i:b  dill  not  eome  to  its  time,  nor  tiU  loug  aficr :  and  all  tho 

rhile  lliey  were  waiting  for  it  they  were  fidling  their  rett- 

C2TOUS  with  the  mayor,  and  making  their  rendeasTous  with 

le  coi-ate   jTiipo-^^ible.     But  at)ove  all,  there  was  tlie  risk  . 

i  one  or  other  of  I  hose  friends  coming  up  and  blurtirig  tUf 

ViU  taking  for  granted  llmt  tha  doctor  must  he  in  their  con 

lencr,  or  why  bring  him. 

At  liLHt,  at  half-past  eleven  o'clock,  to  their  great  relief,  Uf 
ti»<t  coarh-     The  doctor  prepared  In  take  his  pi  nee  io 
Eiterior,  when  the  wndtietor  pojitely  informed  him  tlial 
d11igi?nc0  stopped  there  a  quarter  of  nxi  hour. 
^  In  thai  enL^e  T  wiU  not  abandon  my  IHendSi**  eold  thi 
doct' »r  affor t  »♦  mnl c  ty* 

One  nf  hi.«  friends  gna^^^hed  his  teeth  at  this  mark  of  afiTection 
Jo«*ephine  1^miled  i^woetly* 

Ai  last  he  was  gone ;  hut  it  wanted  ten  inmates  only  to 
reive* 

Josephine  iaqmnn^  amiahtyf  whether  it  would  not  he  aa 
tell  to  [losttpone  niMtlers  to  another  day— ^meaning  for  #»Tt*r, 
Camillo  fiy|>lied  by  dragging  them  both  v«ry  fast  to  Mm 
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That  worthy  received  them  witb  prafoundj  tbougli  oomi^ 
what  demure  respect,  aod  invittHi  them  to  a  tuLk*  ^utnptooo^^ 
served.  'The  ladle,s,  out  of  politeuess,  were  about  to  a^^ 
but  Oimille  begged  pcnnissbn  ta  postpone  thftt  jtart  im^ 

after  the  ceremony*  i 

At  last^  to  tbeir  utter  wonder^  tHey  were  manied.  Thcii 
with  a  promise  to  return  an<?  ^' —  with  the  mayor,  they  wei 
to  the  cure*     Lo  !  and  beh  e  waj^  gone  to  -rijit  a  sid 

pereon*     "  He  had  waited  5  time  for  ihem,"  edd  dl 

senanL 

Jo&ephine  was  much  di^co-  d,  and  shower!  a  disponlii 

to  cry*     The  servant,  a  gt  ired  girl,  nosed  a  wediU 

and  offered  to  run  and  brie  &veretic©  in  a  minute.      j 

Presently  there  came  au  u  Ivery  haired  man,  who  m 
dressed  them  all  as  his  children — and  seemed  to  mean  i 
He  tocik  thorn  to  the  diiin-h,  and  ble^^ed  their  union  :  m 
for  the  first  time  Josephine  felt  as  if  Heaven  consent e 
They  took  a  gentle  farewell  of  him,  and  went  back  to  tl 
mayor's  to  dine  ;  and  at  this  stage  of  the  business  Laure  lu 
Josephine  had  a  sudden  simultaneous  cry,  apropos  of  nothir 
that  was  then  occurring. 

This  refreshed  them,  and  they  glowed  at  the  mayor  s  tab 
like  lapses  washed  with  dew. 

But  oh  !  how  glad  at  heart  they  all  were  to  find  themselv 
in  the  carriage  once  more  going  home  to  Beaurepaire. 

Laure  and  Josephine  sat  intertwined  on  the  back  r^er 
Camille,  the  reins  in  his  right  hand,  nearly  turned  his  ba 
on  the  horse,  and  leaned  back  over  to  them  and  talked  w 
Laure  and  looked  at  his  wife  w^ith  ineffable  triumph  a 
tenderness. 

The  lovers  were  in  Elysium,  and  Laure  was  not  a  lit 
proud  of  her  good  management  in  ending  all  their  troub 
Their  mother  received  them  back  with  great,  and  as  i\ 
fancied  with  singular  affection.  She  was  beginning  to 
anxious  about  them,  she  said.  Her  kindness  gave  th 
happy  souls  a  pang  it  never  gave  them  before. 
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Sinca  tlje  ithort  e^ent  scarce  a  fortnigUt  bad  elapsed  :  bui 
iich  «  changfj-  Camille  sunhiirni  and  heultliy,  find  full  of 
tfiijintfion  iLfid  contidtTJoe :  Jofsrphini!  b*^aiuiug  with  suji- 
r€J<»^il  Uaijpmej^-^,  (ind  mort^  b^iiutifnl  than  even  Luurc  eoidd 
rer  rrmeniber  to  have  leen  her.  For  a  so(\  halo  of  lore 
happiness  shone  arotind  her  head :  a  new  and  indefiiiabla 
nctiott  bloomed  on  her  faee.  She  was  a  wife*  Her  eye 
tbflt  iiJicd  to  glance  furtively  on  CamjUe^  now  dwelt  di.miirelj 
tm  him — tlwcU  on  htm  with  a  sort  of  gentle  wonder  and  aur- 
prtded  admiraiion  aa  well  as  affection,  and  when  he  catne  or 
p:L«<i*d  near  her^  a  keen  observer  might  just  hare  M^n  her 
iLnlL 

She  kept  a  gooil  deal  out  of  her  mother's  way ;  for  she  felt 
111  bin  lb  At  her  face  mngC  he  too  happy.  She  feared  to  shock 
er  mother's  grref  with  her  radiance.  She  was  ashamed  of 
liling  nn mixed  heaven.  But  the  flcKjd  of  secret  bUs^s  e^he 
it^l  in  \*on'  all  mii*^ving8  away.  The  pair  were  lor  ever 
Elraling  away  together  for  hotirs,  and  on  these  oecasions 
Miro  waj*  to  keep  out  of  her  mother's  sight,  uniil  they 
aid  rf*ium*  80  then  the  new  married  couple  could  wander 
ind  in  hand  ilirotigh  the  thick  woods  of  Boaurepaire,  whose 
Ji  green  leaves  were  now  just  out,  and  he^r  the  distant 
ilckoo,  and  sit  on  mossy  banks,  and  pour  love  into  one 
f^yea,  and  plan  age^  of  boppineas  and  murmur  their 
^tti  and  tlieir  by>,«  nhnoi^t  more  thsm  mortal;  eoidd 
ail  thiii  imd  more,  without  jsboeking  propriely.  These 
re<-t  dfiet**  passed  for  trios ;  for  on  tlieir  return  Lanre  would 
looking  out  for  tliem,  or  would  ^o  imtl  meet  I  hem  at  nome 
H  til  nee*  and  all  threw  would  go  up  logelber  to  the  baron  e&«, 
from  a  joint  ex  en  r«  ion*  And  (ben  when  Ibey  went  up  In 
^eir  bedroomfl,  Jof^epJiine  would  throw  her  armi^  round  her 
Her**  neek»  and  sigh — **  it  i«  not  happiness — h  h  head* 

M^'fLntime  the  bartmess  mourned  Yur  Uitynal,  Her  grief 
[jwe4  no  decrease.  Lauro  even  (anded  at  time*  »hp  wor^j 
glorjmy  and  dkmnUmt/td  look  a<  well :  but  on  rrfleetiou 
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an  thinking  of  all  dim|)l 
hiDt  that  all    the  partf 


Bhe  attributed  that  to  her  owa  fancy,  or  to  the  ccmtraat 
that  had  now  i^prutig  up  in  her  sii4ter*s  beaming  CAtnpb* 
cency. 

Laure  herself  wbeo  she  found  herself  daj  after  day  abw 
for  hours,  wfif^  sad  and  tbo light  of  Edouard.  And  this  frelisf 
gaintd  on  her  day  by  day. 

At  last  one  afternoon  she  i-^t^-'^'i  herself  in  her  own  rocm 
and  after  a  long  contest  with  ide,  which  if  not  uadaiiii- 

table  waa  next  door  to  it,  ahi  own  to  write  him  a  Uirif 

letter*     Now  in  this  letter,  i  place  devoted  by  mt^ii  bi) 

their  aft er-th oughts,  by   wor  >  their    pretended 

thoughts,  1*  c.  to  what  they  bj 
the  letter,  she  dropped  a  c 
missed  him  very  much,  **e(r 

the  h^e  hag  transferred  his  semcts  el^€ where*  I  Atnmfirgivm 
him  fhaf,  hecmfse  h**  has  snid  dvH  things  ahoni  you~^ 

Lauro  was  reading  her  letter  over  again,  to  make  sure 
that  all  the  principal  expressions  were  indistinct,  and  that  the 
composition  generally  excei)t  the  postscript  resembled  ;i 
Deli)hic  oracle,  when  there  was  a  hasty  footstep,  and  tap  at 
her  door. 

"  Come  in,"  and  in  came  Jacintha,  excited. 

''  He  is  come.  Mademoiselle  Laure,"  cried  she,  and  nodd'^  1 
her  head  like  a  mandarin,  only  more  knowingly  :  then  -b- 
added,  '*  so  you  may  burn  tlic  letter."  For  her  quick  t  vt 
had  ghuK'ed  at  the  table. 

*'  Who  is  come  ?  "  inquired  Laure  eagerly. 

"  Why  your  one  ?  " 

"  My  one  ? "  asked  the  young  lady  reddening,  "  im 
what  ?  " 

"  The  little  one — Edouard — Monsieur  Riviere." 

"Monsieur  Riviere!"  cried  Laure  acting  agreeable  sir- 
prise.  "  I  am  so  glad.  Why  could  you  not  say  so  :  you  uv 
such  phrases  it  is  im})Os>ihle  to  conjecture  who  a'ou  mean. 
I  will  come  to  Monsieur  Riviere  directly  :  mamma  will  k 
so  fflad." 
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Jacintha  gone,  Laure  tore  up  the  letter  and  locked  up  the 
pieces — ^then  tore  to  the  glass. 

Etc. 

Edouard  was  so  thoroughly  miserable  that  he  could  stand 
it  no  longer :  so  in  spite  of  his  determination  not  to  visit 
Beaurepaire  while  it  contained  a  rival,  he  rode  over  to  see 
whether  he  had  not  tormented  himself  idlj :  above  all  to  see 
the  beloved  face. 

Jacintha  put  him  into  the  saUe  a  manger. 

^By  that  you  wiU  see  her  alone,"  said  the  knowing 
Jacintha. 

He  sat  down,  hat  and  whip  in  hand,  and  wondered  how  he 
should  be  received. 

In  glides  Laure  all  sprightliness  and  good  humour,  and 
pats  out  her  hand  to  him ;  the  which  he  kisses. 

"  How  could  I  keep  away  so  long?"  asked  he  vaguely, 
and  self  astonbhed. 

^  How  indeed,  and  we  missing  you  so  all  the  time  I " 

^  Have  you  missed  me  ?  "  was  the  eager  inquiry. 

"  Oh,  no  I "  was  the  cheerful  reply :  "  but  all  the  rest  have." 

Presently  the  malicious  thing  gave  a  sudden  start. 

"  Oh !  such  a  piece  of  news :  you  remember  Colonel 
Dujardin — the  obnoxious  colonel  ?  " 

No  answer. 

"  Transferred  his  attentions  sir — ^fancy  I " 

"Who  to?" 

**  To  Josephine  and  mamma*  But  such  are  the  military. 
He  only  wanted  to  get  rid  of  you  :  this  done  (through  your 
want  of  spirit,)  he  scorns  the  rich  prize :  so  now  I  scorn  him 
— ^will  you  come  for  a  walk  ?  " 

"Oh  yes  I" 

"  We  will  go  and  look  for  my  deserter.  I  say,  tell  me 
now :  cannot  I  write  to  the  commander  in  chief  about  this  ? 
when  all  is  done  a  soldier  has  no  right  to  be  a  deserter — has 
he?  tell  me,  you  are  a  public  man,  and  know  everjrthing — 
except — ^ha!  ha!" 
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"  Is  it  not  too  bad  to  tease  me  today  ?  ** 

"  Yes  !  but  let  me  do  it.  I  do  like  it  sa  Please,  I  hate 
had  few  amusements  of  late." 

"  Yes,  you  shall  tease  me.     I  feel  I  deserve  no  mercy." 

Formal  permission  to  tease  being  conceded,  she  went  that 
instant  on  the  opposite  tack,  and  began  to  tell  him  how  she 
had  missed  him,  and  how  sorry  she  had  been  anything  should 
have  occurred  to  vex  their  kind  good  friend.  In  shori^ 
Edouard  spent  a  delightful  day,  for  Laure  took  him  one  waj 
to  meet  Josephine,  who  she  knew  was  coming  another. 
When  the  whole  party  assembled,  the  last  embers  of  jeakiBj 
were  quenched,  for  Josephine  was  a  wife  now  and  had 
already  begun  to  tell  Camille  all  her  little  innocent  secrets; 
and  she  had  told  him  all  about  Edouard  and  Laure  and  had 
given  him  bis  orders :  so  he  treated  Laure  with  great  respect 
before  Edouard :  but  paid  her  no  marked  attention :  also  he 
was  affable  to  Riviere,  who  having  ceased  to  suspect  begu 
to  like  him. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  the  colonel  also  informed  the 
baroness  that  he  expected  every  day  an  order  to  join  the 
army  of  the  Rhine. 

Edouard  pricked  his  ears. 

The  baroness  said  no  more  than  politeness  dictated.  She 
did  not  press  him  to  stay,  but  treated  his  departure  as  a 
matter  of  course.  Riviere  rode  home  late  in  the  evening  in 
high  spirits. 

The  next  day,  Laure  varied  her  late  deportment:  she 
sang  snatches  of  melody,  going  about  the  house :  it  was  for 
all  the  world  like  a  bird  chirping.  In  the  middle  of  one 
chirp  Jacintha  interfered.  "  Hush,  mademoiselle,  your 
mamma  !  she  is  at  the  bottom  of  the  corridor." 

"  What  am  I  thinking  of  ?  "  said  Laure,  "  to  sing ! " 

"  Oh !  I  dare  say  you  know  mademoiselle,"  replied  tlie 
privileged  domestic. 

^  A  letter  of  good  news  came  from  St  Aubin.  It  was  not 
for  nothing  that  summons  to  his  nephew's  funeral.** 


WHITE   LIES.  401 

The  said  nephew  was  a  rich  man  and  an  oddity ;  one  of 
tliose  who  love  to  surprise  folk,  and  hate  to  be  foreseen  and 
calculated  upon.  Moreover,  he  had  no  children,  and  detected 
his  nephews  and  nieces  being  civil  and  attentive  to  him. 
"  Waiting  to  cut  me  up  I  **  was  his  generous  reading  of  them. 
So  with  all  this  he  turned  restive,  and  made  a  will,  and  there 
defied,  as  far  as  in  him  lay,  the  laws  of  Nature. 

For  he  set  his  wealth  a  flowing  backwards  instead  of  for- 
wards. 

He  handed  his  property  up  to  an  ancestor,  instead  of  down 
to  posterity. 

All  this  the  doctor  related  with  some  humom*,  and  in  the 
calm  spirit  with  which  a  genuine  philosopher  receives  pros- 
perity as  well  as  adversity. 

One  little  regret  escaped  him :  that  all  this  wealth,  since 
it  was  to  come,  had  not  come  one  little  half-year  sooner. 

All  at  Beaurepaire  knew  what  their  dear  old  friend  meant 

He  added  that  the  affairs  would  be  wound  up  b^  the  law- 
yers, and  it  would  take  twelve  months.  He  was,  therefore, 
free ;  and  they  might  expect  him  any  day  after  this  letter. 

So  here  was  another  cause  of  rejoicing. 

**  I  am  so  glad,''  said  Josephine.  ^  Now,  perhaps  he  will 
be  able  to  publish  his  poor  dear  Entomolgy,  that  the  book- 
aeUers  were  all  so  unkind,  so  unfeeling  about. 


402  WHITE   LIBS. 


CHAPTER  XXXr. 

It  was  a  fair  morning  in  June :  the  sky  was  a  brigfat^  deept 
lovely,  speckless  blue :  the  flowers  and  bushes  poored  po^ 
fume  and  sprinkled  song  upon  the  balmy  air.  On  soch  t 
day — so  calm,  so  warm,  so  bright,  so  scented,  so  tuneful— to 
live  and  to  be  young  is  to'  be  happy.  With  gentle  hand  it 
wipes  all  other  days  out  of  the  memory ;  it  laug^  and  doods 
and  rain  and  biting  wind  seem  as  far  off  and. as  impossibk  as 
grief  and  trouble. 

Camille  and  Josephine  had  stolen  out,  and  strolled  hudij 
up  and  down  close  under  the  house,  drinking  the  sweel  afft 
fragrant  with  perfume  and  melody,  the  blue  sky,  and  love. 

Laure  was  in  the  house.  She  had  missed  them :  bat  she 
thought  they  must  be  near :  for  they  seldoin  took  long  waOa 
early  in  the  day.  Meeting  Jacintha  on  the  lAn<1ing  of  the 
great  staircase,  she  asked  her  where  her  sister  was. 

<<  Madam  Baynal  is  gone  for  a  walk,  Mademoiselle  Lanie.* 

"Alone?" 

^  Oh  no,  mademoiselle.  She  took  the  colonel  with  ber. 
You  know  she  always  takes  the  colonel  out  with  her  now." 

"  That  will  do.     You  can  finish  your  work." 

Jacintha  went  into  Camille*s  room. 

Laure,  who  had  looked  as  grave  as  a  judge  while  Jacintki 
was  present,  bubbled  into  laughter.  She  even  repeated 
Jacintha  aloud  and  chuckled  over  them  :  "  You  know  she 
always  takes  the  colonel  out  with  her  now — ha  I  ha !  ha!" 

"  Laure  I  "  cried  a  distant  voice. 

Laure  looked  round,  and  saw  the  baroness,  at  some  dis^ 
tanoe  in  the  corridor,  coming  slowly  towards  her,  with  ejes 
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at  glonmilf  on  the  ground.     Laure  composed  her  features 
|ti>  n  setih'd  grjivitj,  and  wc?nt  to  meet  hpr, 

**  I  wish  lo  (*pi-'ak  wilh  jou  my  daughti-.r  I  " 
I  ••  Ye»  roamma.^ 

•*  Let  us  »it  doWTi :  it  is  cool  here/* 

Laure  ran   and  brought  a  seat  without  a  hack,  but  well 

uffbd,  and  mi  it  agamet  the  walh     The  old  tady  gat  down 
nd  leaned  back,  and  looked  at  Laure  m  silence  a  good  while: 

en  flhe  said — 

"  There  is  room  for  you  ;  sit  down^  my  youngest" 

**  Yes  dear  mamma.'' 

•*  I  want  to  8p^?ak  isermnsly  to  yOQ*" 

"  Yes  my  mother  :  what  is  it  ?  " 

**  Tarn  a  little  TOund,  and  let  me  see  your  feee-'* 

**  Therf"  mamma." 
P^iuip^  you   can  guess  what  I  am  going  to  say  to 

'■  No  t  there  are  m  many  tilings." 
**  Well  I  I  am  going  to  put  a  question  to  you*" 
**  Tes  nmmma.** 

"T  invite  you  to  explain  to  me  the  mo^t  singular,  the  most 
itnnerountahle  thing  that  ever  fell  under  my  notice.  Will 
you  iJo  this  for  your  mother  ?  " 

*♦  Oh  mamma^  of  course  I  will  do  anything  to  please  yoti 
Hi  I  can :  htit  indeed  I  don't  know  what  you  allude  to.** 
**  I  am  going  to  tell  you.** 

The  old  lady  paoaed.    The  3roung  one  felt  a  chill  of  vagQ0 
ixiely  tttrike  across  her  fhime, 

**LaMn*/-    wild   the   nld    lady,  speaking   vnry  gently  hut 

ilt^  and  leaning  in  a  peculiar  way  on  her  word^s  wlirlt* 

©ye  worked  like  an  ioe  gimlet  on  her  daright^^r'ft  fncc!, 

ntlle  Hhile  a^o — -wh**Ti  my  piK»r  Raynal— ^otir  bt-ii^.^ljwj'lor 

>-WJw  alivf — and   1  waA  Imppy— you  all  el»illn<l  mv  happi* 

byyt»ur  gloom:   the  whoU^  house  secmrd  a  hmi^-c  of 

ling — ^tell  me  now  why  wa^i  thU?*' 

i ! "  mid  Laure^  aOcr  a  momi'nt*«  hesitations  *<  wo 
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could  hardly  be  gay.  Sickness  in  the  house  I  And  if 
Colonel  Rajnal  was  alive,  still  be  was  absent,  and  m 
danger."  ^ 

'^  Oh  !  then  it  was  out  of  regard  for  him  we  were  aQ  &- 
pirited  ?  " 

''Why  not?"  said  Laure  fiuntly.  She  ooogratnktoi 
lerself  that  her  mother^s  sospidon  was  oonfined  to  ptft 
events. 

^^  Good !  "  said  the  baroness.  ^  In  that  case,  tell  me  wkf 
is  it  that  ever  since  that  black  day  when  the  news  of  bii 
death  reached  us,  the  whole  house  has  gone  into  black,  tei 
has  gone  out  of  mourning  ?  " 

"  Mamma,"  stammered  Laure,  "  what  do  yon  mean?" 

"  Even  poor  Camilley  who  was  so  pale  and  wan,  has  n* 
covered  like  magic." 

"  Oh  !  mamma,  is  not  that  fancy  ?  " 

"  Humph  ?  it  may  be — or  may  not :  but  the  rest  is  certw 
I  have  seen  the  change :  at  first  I  doubted  my  senses,  aoi 
that  is  why  I  said  nothing.  I  waited  to  be  snre— and  now  I 
am  sure.  So  tell  me.  Do  you  hesitate  ?  Is  it  come  to  tbii 
then  ?  has  my  youngest  secrets  from  her  mother  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  mamma — ^pray  I  pray  !  do  not  scold  me  I  You  wiB 
break  my  heart!  Of  what  do  you  suspect  me?  Oanyw 
think  I  am  unfeeling — ungrateful  ?  I  should  not  be  fo^ 
daughter ! " 

"  My  child,"  said  the  baroness,  "  I  have  not  scolded  yoo. 
On  the  contrary,  I  see  you  attempt  sorrow  as  you  put  oo 
black.     My  Laure  is  too  rightminded  not  to  do  this." 

"  Thank  you,  mamma,"  said  Laure,  humbly. 

'*  But,  my  poor  child,  you  do  it  with  so  little  skill  that  I 
see  a  horrible  gaiety  breaking  through  that  thin  disguise: 
you  are  not  true  mourners :  you  are  like  the  mutes  or  the 
undertakers  at  a  funeral,  forced  grief  on  the  surface  of  ywff 
faces,  and  frightful  complacency  below. 

<<Trala!  lal!  la!  la!  Trala!la!  Tra  la  I  la  !  "  caitM 
Jacintba,  in  the  colonel's  room  hard  by. 
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The  ladies  looked  at  one  another:   Laore  in  great  con 
fusion. 

"  Tra  la  !  la !  la !     Tra  lal!  lal !  la  I  la !  la ! " 

**  Jacintha  I  "  screamed  Laure,  angrily. 

"  Hush  !  not  a  word  to  her,"  said  the  baroness ;  and  when 
Jacintha  appeared  on  the  threshold,  in  answer  to  the  sum- 
mons, she  sent  her  down  to  do  her  own  room. 

**  Why  remonstrate  with  her  f  Servants  are  like  chame- 
lions :  they  take  the  tone  of  those  they  serve.  Do  not  cry  I 
I  wanted  your  confidence,  not  your  tears,  love.  There,  I 
will  not  twice  Jn  one  day  ask  you  for  your  heart :  it  would 
be  to  lower  the  mother,  and  give  the  daughter  the  pain  of 
refusing  it,  aad  the  regret,  sure  to  come  one  day,  of 
having  refused  it  I  will  discover  the  meaning  of  it  all 
by  myself.     Eliss  me,  my  youngest" 

^  Oh  mamma  I  mamma ! "    - 

"  There,  there,  dry  your  eyes,  and  go  out  into  the  garden 
atas  fine  day.  I  shall  be  sure  to  find  it  out  without  torment- 
ing you  any  more,  my  beloved.  Stay  I  you  can  tell  all  who 
respect  me,  it  will  be  as  well  to  try  at  least  and  mourn  the 
death  of  my  dear  son." 

^  Yes  Camille,  all  is  lovely,  all  is  happy ;  but  one  sad 
thought  wtU  come.    You  will  leave  me.** 

«  Not  today." 

''How  like  a  soldier  that  is  I " 

'^  It  is  true,"  said  Camille :  ^  the  fact  is  we  are  seldom  sure 
of  a  day :  I  mean  when  we  are^  under  arms." 

^  Must  you  go  at  all  ?  Must  you  risk  again  the  life  on 
which  my  life  depends  ?  " 

"  My  dear,  that  letter  I  received  from  head  quarters  two 
days  ago,  that  inquiry  whether  my  wound  was  cured.  A 
hint,  Josephine— a  hint  too  broad  for  any  soldier  not  to 
take." 

**  CBmille  you  are  very  proud,"  said  Josephine  with  an 
•ooent  of  reproach,  and  a  loc^  of  approval. 
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<<  I  am  obliged  to  be.  I  am  the  huBband  of  the  prooM 
woman  in  France." 

^  Hush  !  not  so  loud :  there  is  Dard  on  the  grass.' 

''  Dard !  "  muttered  the  soldier  with  a  world  of 

There  was  a  sudden  silence  between  the  lovers.  OumDe 
broke  it. 

<^  Josephine,"  said  he  a  little  peevishlj,  "  how  much  loo^ 
are  we  to  lower  our  voices,  and  turn  awaj  oar  eyes  bm 
each  other,  and  be  ashamed  of  our  happiness  ?  " 

^  Five  months  longer;  is  it  not?"  answered  JosepliiBe 
quietly. 

"  Five  months  longer  III" 

<^  Is  this  just  Camille  ?  Think  of  two  months  ago :  yo^ 
yes,  two  months  ago,  you  were  dying.  You  doubted  af 
love,  because  it  could  not  overcome  my  virtue  and  my  gnti- 
tude ;  yet  you  might  have  seen  it  was  destroying  my  lii^ 
Poor  Raynal,  my  husband,  my  benefactor,  died  I  llieo  I 
could  do  more  for  you,  if  not  with  delicacy,  at  least  will 
honour;  but  no  !  words,  and  looks,  and  tender  offices  of  love 
were  not  enough,  I  must  give  stronger  proof.  Dear  Cainilk^ 
I  have  been  reared  in  a  strict  school :  and  perhaps  none  d 
your  sex  can  know  what  it  cost  me  to  go  to  Frejos  that  d^ 
with  him  I  love  I "" 

"  My  own  Josephine  I " 

'^  I  made  but  one  condition :  that  you  would  not  rob  bb 
of  my  mother's  respect:  to  her  such  a  marriage  woaK 
appear  monstrous,  heartless.  You  consented  to  be  seerdiltf 
happy  for  six  months.  One  fortnight  has  passed,  and  jm 
are  discontented  again." 

'<  Ob,  no  I  do  not  think  so.  It  is  every  word  trae.  1 0 
an  ungrateful  villain  ! " 

"  You  Camille  ?  how  dare  you  say  so  ?  and  to  me !  No! 
I  have  thought,  and  I  have  discovered  the  reason  of  all  tkii 
— ^you  are  a  man  I !  I " 

So  I  have  been  told :  but  my  conduct  to  yon,  sweet  €oe, 
has  not  been  that  of  a  man  from  first  to  last     Yet  I  oonJ 
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die  for  jou,  with  a  smile  on  my  lips.  Bat  when  I  think 
that  once  I  lifled  this  sacrilegious  hand  against  jour  life 
—oh!" 

''  Do  not  be  sillj  Camille.  I  love  jou  all  the  better  for 
jving  me  well  enough  to  kill  me.** 

^  The  greater  shame  of  me  who  am  jour  husband,  jet 
am " 

"Hush!'' 

"  Discontented — ^what  a  scoundrel  1 " 

^  I  tell  JOU,  JOU  foolish  thing,  jou  are  a  man :  monseig- 
neur  is  one  of  the  lordlj  sex,  that  is  accustomed  to  have 
everything  quite  its  own  waj.  Mj  love,  in  a  world  that  is 
full  of  miserj,  here  are  two  that  are  condemned  to  be  secretlj 
happ J  a  few  months  longer :  a  hard  fate  for  one  of  jour  sex 
it  seems :  but  it  is  so  much  sweeter  than  the  usual  lot  of 
mine,  that  reallj  I  cannot  share  jour  miserj,"  and  sho 
smiled  jojouslj. 

"  Then  share  m j  happiness,  mj  dear  wife." 

"Hush!  not  so  loud!" 

"  Whj,  Dard  is  gone,  and  we  are  out  of  doors,  will  the 
little  birds  betraj  us  ?  " 

"  The  lower  windows  are  open,  and  I  saw  Jadntha  in  one 
of  the  rooms." 

'<  Jacintha  ?  I !  we  are  in  awe  of  the  verj  servants  I !  I  Well 
if  I  must  not  saj  it  loud  I  will  saj  it  often,"  and  putting 
his  mouth  to  her  ear,  he  poured  a  burning  whisper  of  love 
into  it — ^**Mj  love!  mj  angel!  mj  wife!  mj  wife!  mj 
wife!" 

She  turned  her  swimming  ejes  on  him. 

"  Mj  husband ! "  she  whispered  in  return. 

Laure  came  out  and  found  them  almost  literallj  billing 
and  cooing.  She  looked  into  their  beaming  faces,  and  said 
pettishlj — 

**  You  must  no^  be  so  happj,  jou  two ! " 

"We  can't  help  it." 

"Toa  must,  and  shall  help  it ;  Josephine,  our  mother  haa 


«  After  aH«aaidii 

wh7  conceal  the  tnith 
give  us," 

"Take  care,  Laure, 

offended  her  by  a  won!, 

"How  can  I  teU  my  I 

uusband's  death?" 

''Don't   say  your   h, 

the   pnest  never   coni 

^tore  a  magistrate  do  n. 

Heaven." 

JosepWne  cut  him  shor 

"Amongst  honourable 

«f^- and  Heaven's  eyt 

church.    A  daughter  of, 

hand  to  Captain  RaynaJ,  a 
fore  she  waa  his  wife:  a. 

everything;  the  house  you 

She  ought  to  be  proud  of  h, 

h^ic  spirit,  and,  when  sh 

hm«,then  say  that  graUtuc 

place  among  mankind!" 

"Come  into  tlif  ,.| .1  • 
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Willi  thm  hetre^  of  Beaurepaire ;  and,  in  &  few  aoldkf- 
JLf  wonjft,  the  uprigbtnese,  fiiiopLicity,  and  getiei^iJsUjr  of  his 

The  glfla  were  s©  loucbed  by  this  unexpected   trait  in 
Ckmilie  thfti  thejr  Uinjw  their  arms  round  hig  neck  by  one 

'Arn  I  wrong  to  be  proud  of  him?"  Bald  Josephine 
Hiimphantly,  **You  couqaered  yoanielf  here,  my  brave 
Ml^r  1 " 

**Do  oot  praise  me,"  said  Camilk  looking  down  confused.  J 
•Chiti  tried  to  be  good ;  but  it  ia  very  bard — to  some  of  us — 
not  (o  you,  Josephine ;  t\nd,  after  all,  it  is  only  the  truth  that 
we  hjiTe  written  on  that  stone*  Poor  Baynal  I  he  was  my 
old  eomnule ;  be  saved  me  from  death^  and  not  a  soldier's 
death — drowning ;  and  be  was  a  better  man  than  I  am,  op 
ever  aliaU  be.  Kow  he  k  dead,  I  can  say  these  things.  If 
_1  had  aiud  them  when  he  was  alivc^  it  would  ha?e  been  more 
I  my  ci^ii-'* 

Fartlier  comment  was  cut  bbort  by   two  workmen,  who 
m  in  with  a  pail  of  liquid  cement,  to  place  and  fix  the 

I  and  the  ladiea  went  back  titwards  the  house :  and 
,  m  pmi^^e  ieeroed  to  make  CamiUe  uneomfortablet  they 
iirally  fell  «[^on  the  other  topic. 

Lani^  told  them  all  that  had  ^fmed  between  the  barooesg 
id  her.     When  Laura  Qatne  to  the  actual  details  of  that 
nyersation,  to  the  wordi,  and  looks^  a^d  tones,  Jo§ephine*i 
unea^ine^  pose  to  an  overpowering  height, 

"  We  have  underrated  mamma's  shrewdness*    What  shall 
Ido?'^ 

Better  tell  her  than  let  her  find  out^'*  said  Laune.    «  We 
ml  tell  her  some  day," 

At  hid  t^  tti^er  a  long  and  a^tated  diseusslon,  Josephine 
CQBieated :  bnt  Laure  mutt  be  the  one  lo  tell  all  to  the  bar- 


**  So  then,  you  at  least  will  make  your  peace  with  mamma,* 
18 
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argued  Josephine,  ^  and  let  us  go  in  and  do  ihlM  before  om 
courage  &ib  ;  besides,  it  is  going  to  rain,  and  it  kat^  tuntd 
cold.  Where  have  all  these  clouds  eooie  from  ?  An  hom 
ago  there  was  not  one  in  the  ^y  1 " 

They  went,  with  hesitating  steps  aad  guilty  look$,  to  th« 
saloon.     Their  mother  waa  not  there.     A  reprieve, 

Laure  Lad  an  idea.  **  No  I  will  not  tell  her  here.  I  wiD 
ask  her  to  go  out  with  me  :  hen  I  will  take  her  to  the 


chapel,  and  show  her  the  mo 
pleased  with  poor  CamUle : 
I  will  begiu  bj  telling  her  aL 
through ;  aad,  when  she  piti< 
was  all  my  fault  jour  misery 
"  Ah,  Laure  I  you  are  mj 


nt,  and  then  she  will  be  » 
that,  when  she  is  sckneoe4 
misery  you  have  both  gooi 
>VLy  then  I  will  show  her  i 
sd  in  a  secret  marriage*  ' 
liian  angd.     I  feel  cold  i 


what  is  coming  :  it  is  very  goou  of  you  to  make  the  pluBg» 
for  us.     After  ali,  tomorrow   mu^t  eorae  I     Tomorrow  vh 

shall  be  no  longer  playing  a  part,  and  hiding  our  hearts  fn-c 
our  dear  mother.  It  will  seem  like  a  return  to  nature  to  b 
once  more  all  open  to  her,  as  we  used  to  be  till  this  lai 
twelvemonth." 

Laure  assented  warmly  to  this,  and  the  confederates  s:i 
there  waitiug  for  the  baroness.  At  last,  as  she  did  not  com- 
Laure  rose  to  go  to  her.  "  When  the  mind  is  made  up.  ii 
no  use  being  cowardly  and  putting  off,"  said  she,  firmly.  Fc 
all  that  her  cheek  had  but  httle  colour  left  in  it  when  she  le 
her  chair  with  this  resolve. 


wttrrfi  tms. 
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CHAPTER    XXXn. 

k  happened  as  Laure  went  down  tlie  long  suion  to 

out  their  united  resolve,  thai  Jacintha  looked  in  ;  atidt 

filter  a  luvstj  glance  to  me  who  was  pi-^i^ot,  sbe  waited  till 

XiftEira  eame  up  to  her,  and  li^en  she  drew  a  letter  from  under 

her  apron  and  gave  it  her. 

**  A  ktter  for  my  mistress,"  said  ^he,  with  an  air  of  mys- 

MM    *•  Why  not  tttke  it  to  her,  then  ?  *' 

^H    *^  I  Uionglii  you  might  like  to  see  it  first,  niademoiBelL^** 
r     aaid  she,  with  a  quiet  meaning* 
^H    "  A  letter  for  our  mother,  Josephine,  that  is  all," 
^^    **  li  it  from  the  dear  doctor  ?  "  a.sked  Josephine* 
'  "  La,  no,  tnademoiaelle "  said  pJaeintha  :   don't  tou  know 

the  doctor  is  come  home  ?     Why  he  has  been  in  the  house 
near  an  hour.     He  is  with  my  lady." 

The  doctor  entered  the  room  at  this  very  moment ;  Lauro 
threw  ilown  the  letter^  and  she  and  the  whole  party  were 
isetimtly  occupied  in  greeting  him. 

When  they  had  &11  shaken  hands  with  him,  and  welcomed 
turn  ugatD  and  agmin,  Laiire  rememl>ered  the  letter,  and  took 
il  up  to  cany  to  the  baroness.     Looking  at  It  th«n  more, 
doeety,  she  uttered  an  exclamation  and  beckoned  the  doctor  ] 
liiu^tily. 

Ue  came  to  her  i  and  she  put  the  letter  into  his  hand^ 
He  put  tip  his  glasses  and  eyed  iL 
"  Ye§  J"  whispered  he,  "  it  is  from  htm** 
Josephine  and  Camille  saw  soncic thing  was  going  on :  th^ 
joined  the  other  two  with  curiosity  in  tlieir  faces. 
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Laure  put  her  hand  on  a  small  table  near  her  ai^  leaned 
a  moment.  She  turned  half  sick  at  a  letter  coming  from  the 
dead. 

<'  Mj  love  I  mj  Laure ! "  cried  Josephine  with  great  con- 
cern, ^  what  is  the  matter  ?  * 

"  My  poor  friends,''  said  the  doctor  solemnly,  ^  this  is  one 
of  those  fearful  things  that  jon  have  not  seen  in  jour  short 
lives,  but  it  has  been  more  than  once  my  lot  to  witness  it. 
The  ships  that  cany  letters  from  distant  oountries  yaiy 
greatly  in  speed,  and  are  subject  to  detaining  accidents. 
Tes  I  this  is  the  third  time  I  have  seen  a  letter  come  written 
by  a  hand  known  to  be  cold.  The  baroness  is  a  little  exckoi 
today,  I  don't  know  from  what  cause.  With  yoor  mpprohtt 
tion,  Madame  Raynal,  I  will  read  this  letter  before  I  let  her 
see  it." 

«  Read  it  doctor." 

"ShaUIreaditout?" 

^  Certainly.  There  may  be  some  wish  expressed  in  it : 
and  the  last  wishes  of  a  hero  are  sacred." 

Camille,  from  delicacy,  retired  to  some  little  distance,  and 
the  doctor  read  the  letter  in  a  low  and  solemn  Toioe. 

^  Afy  dear  mathery — I  hope  aU  are  weU  ai  Beaurepaitne  at  1 
am,  or  I  hope  soon  to  be,  I  received  a  wound  in  our  lati  ^kit^ 
tnish :  not  a  very  severe  one :  hut  it  put  an  end  to  my  wriiing 
for  some  time.*' 

^  Poor  fellow !  it  was  his  death  woiukL  Why,  when  was 
this  written? — ^why?"  and  the  doctor  paused  and  seemed 
stupefied :  <<  why  my  dears  has  my  menu^  gone,  <^  " — and 
again  he  looked  eagerly  at  the  letter,  ^for  God's  sake  what 
was  the  date  of  the  battle  in  which  he  was  killed :  for  this 
letter  is  dated  the  15th  of  May.  Is  it  a  dream  ? — no  I — this 
was  written  since  his  death." 

"  No  doctor,"  said  Camille  hastily,  "  you  deceive  yoarself." 

<<  Why  what  was  die  date  of  the  MoniUur  th^**  asked  St. 
Anbin  in  great  agitation. 

"^  Considerably  later  than  this,"  said  Camille. 
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**  WeU  but  eupposa  it  waji — jou  dooH  see — the  jouroal  I 
the  journal !  ** 

'  My  luothtfr  Ima  H  loek«d  up.  I'll  run/* 
*  No  Laure,  do  od^  but  me.  JoaephiDe^  do  not  give  way 
lo  tkopes  that  may  b€  delusive.  But  I  ieM  jou  plainly  there 
s  liope0t  I  must  riee  that  journal  directly.  Stay  where 
1  ftie.  I  will  go  to  die  baroness."  He  hurried  out 
He  wat  scarceLy  gone  when  a  cry  of  horror  filled  the  room, 
cry  fts  of  madnaM  falling  like  a  tbanderbolt  on  a  himmii 
mlod- 

li  was  Josephine,  wbo  up  to  this  had  not  uttered  one  word* 
Bhe  tttood,  white  m  a  corpse,  in  the  niiddle  of  the  room,  and 
wrung  her  h&ndB. 

^  WU&t  have  I  done  ?  What  ehall  I  do  ?  It  was  the  Uurd 
of  May !  I  see  it  before  me  in  letters  of  fire — the  third  of 
May  1  the  tUii-d  t*f  May ! — and  he  writes  the  15th.** 

**  No  I  no  1 "  cried  Camille  wildly.  **  It  waa  long,  long  after 
ai0th!f4** 

"It  was  the  TarnD  of  Mat  I  '*  repeated  Josephine  in  a 
boane  Toice  that  none  would  have  known  for  hers. 

Camille  ran  to  her  with  words  of  comfort  and  hope :  he 
I  did  not  ahare  her  feart.  He  remembered  about  when  the 
tit^ar  came^  though  not  the  very  day*  He  threw  hia  arm 
vingly  round  her  as  if  to  protect  her  against  these  shafiowy 
rron.  Her  dihoing  eyes  seemed  fixed  on  something  dij- 
tit  in  space  or  time — at  some  horrible  thing  conung  slowly 
raida  her*     She  did  not  gee  Camille  approach  her»  but  the 

nl  ftha  felt  him  she  turned  upon  him  swiftly, 
*Do  you  love  me — yon?"  still  in  tha  hoarse  vmoe  that 
i  80  little  in  it  of  Josephine* 
'  Ob,  Josephine  !  ** 

'  Does  on©  grain  of  respect  or  virtue  mingle  in  your  love 
forme?'* 

**  What  words  are  these,  my  wife  ?  '* 
••Tkm  leave  liaynal*^  hoiwe  upon  tfjo  instant.     You  won- 
Ld^  I  can  be  m  cruel  ?     I  wonder  too !  and  tliat  t  c4Ui  ^*e 
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my  duty  so  clear  in  one  short  moment  Bat  Gamille  I  have 
lived  twenty  years  since  that  letter  came.  Oh  mj  brain  has 
whirled  through  a  thousand  agonies.  Bat  I  have  ocHne  back 
a  thousand  times  to  the  same  thing — ^yoo  and  I  moat  see  each 
other's  face  no  more." 

Camille  threw  himself  on  his  knees,  and  iooplored  her  to 
recaU  her  words.    • 

*^  Take  care,"  she  screamed  wildly,  <*  I  am  on  the  Terge  of 
madness;  is  it  for  you  to  thrast  me  over  the  precipice? 
Come  now,  if  you  are  a  man  of  honour,  if  yoa  have  a  spaik 
of  gratitude  towards  the  poor  woman  who  has  given  yoa  all 
except  her  fair  name — ^that  she  will  take  to  the  grave  in  ^ite 
of  you  all — promise  that  yoa  will  leave  Raynal'a  hooae  thii 
minute  if  he  is  alive,  and  let  me  die  in  honoar  as  I  ha^e 
Uved." 

'*  No,  no  I  **  cried  Camille  tenor  stricken ;  **  it  cannot  be  I 
Heaven  is  merciful  I  and  Heaven  sees  how  happj  we  are! 
Be  calm  I  these  are  idle  fears — be  calm  I  say  1  Well  then, 
my  poor  saint,  if  it  is  so  I  will  obey  you.  I  will  stay,  I  wiQ 
go,  I  will  die,  I  wiU  live.  Whatever  you  bid  me  do,  I  will 
do,  my  poor  Josephine  I " 

'<  Swear  this  to  me  by  the  thing  you  hold  most  sacred  ! " 

"  I  swear  by  my  love  for  you." 

Agitated  voices  were  heard  at  the  door,  and  the  baroneai 
burst  in,  followed  by  the  doctor  who  was  tryiog  in  vain  to  put 
some  bounds  to  her  emotion  and  her  hopes. 

"  Oh  my  children  ! — my  children  I "  cried  she  trembling 
violently.  <*  Here  Laure,  my  hands  shake  so  ;  take  this  key, 
open  the  cabinet,  there  is  the  Moniteur.     What  is  the  date?  " 

"The  20th  of  May." 

"  There  I "  cried  Camille  I     "  I  told  you  ! " 

The  baroness  uttered  a  feeble  moan.  Her  hopes  died  as 
suddenly  as  they  had  been  bom,  and  she  sank  drooping  into 
a  chair,  with  a  bitter  sigh  I 

Camille  stole  a  joyful  look  at  Josephine.  She  was  in  the 
same  attitude  looking  straight  before  her  as  at  a  comiog 
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horror*     Presently  Laur«  uttered  a  faint  ctj^    "  Uifi  battle 
— [g  As/are/" 

*•  To  be  sure,"  eri€Kl  the  doctor :  "  you  forge t>  it  b  not  the 

te  of  the  pjiper,  but  of  tbe  battle  it  records     Foi'  God*a 

m  wben  was  the  battle?  ** 

"Thb  Third  or  May"  smd  Josephine,  in  a  toIco  that 
seemed  to  come  from  the  tomb. 

Latire's  bandd  tiiat  held  the  journal  fell  like  a  dead  weight 
upon  her  knees.      She  whispered — 

*•  It  wns  the  third  of  MayJ* 

**  All  ]*'  cried  the  baronese,  starting  up,     "He  may  yet  be 

Ve  i  He  tnyj^t  be  alive !  Heaven  id  merciful  I  HeaTen 
Id  DOl  take  my  son  from  mc^  A  poor  old  waumn  who 
not  bog  to  Uve*     There  was  a  letter  1  Where  is  tbe 

ter?" 

**Ye«  tbe  letter!  Wht^e  is  it?**  said  the  doctor,  **I 
hmd  it :  it  has  dropped  from  my  old  fingers.  I  thought  of 
itctbing  but  tbe  joumiil/* 

A  fthort  examinatioD  of  tbe  room  showed  the  letter  lying 

inplt!*!  up  near  the  door*    Camille  gave  it  to  the  baroness. 

**  Hca<i  J — read  I  no,  not  you,  old  friend !  You  and  I  are 
old ;  our  hands  shako,  and  our  eyes  are  troubled  i  this 
young  gentleman  witi  read  it  to  us:  bk  eyes  are  not 
dim  and  trouhM.  Ob !  ^metbing  tells  me  that  wben  / 
bair  this  letter,  I  shall  find  out  whether  my  son  lives  I  Why 
do  yon  not  read  It  Co  me  CmwAlmV*  od^  &he  abnodt 
H*rc5ety- 

CamiJJet  thua  preyed,  obeyed  meebanicalty^  and  began  U»  ' 
read  liiLjmars  letter  aloutli  gt^irce  knowing  what  be  did*  hat 
urged  and  driven  by  the  baroness* 

•*  Jfy  d^ar  mother^ — I  hojw  ail  are  tPfU  ai  Ikaurtpmr*^  m 
lom^     I  rectit^d  a  wound  m  our  Itutt  xkirmtjih^  not  a  rtffy 
ont:  hit  it  tfoppfd  r«y  wriiimj  Jhr  smm  tim^*' 
oon^  dear  CtuniUt^ !  go  on/* 
»«  page  enda  there,  madam." 
\  fia{>er  was  thin,  and  Camillt*,  wiio^c  band  tnrtnbl^^ 
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had  some  difficaltj  in  detaching  the  leayes  from  one  anodMr. 
He  succeeded,  however,  at  last,  and  went  on  reading  md. 
writhing. 

^  By  the  way  you  mu$t  addreit  your  mxi  ieiUr  to  me  m 
Colonel  RaynaL  I  was  pronwted  juti  i$f9r9  this  kui  afimr, 
ha  had  not  time  to  teByou/* 

<'  There,  there  I "  cried  the  bazooess.  <*  He  was  GokiMl 
Bajnal,  and  Colonel  Raynal  was  noikUled." 

«  Pray  don't  interrupt.'' 

^  No  my  friend :  go  on  Gamille — ^whj  do  joa  hesitate? 
what  is  the  matter  ?  do  for  pity's  sake  go  on,  sir.f 

Camille  cast  a  look  of  agony  aixmnd,  and  pat  his  hand  to 
his  brow,  on  which  large  drops  of  cold  perspiration,  like  a 
death  dew,  were  gathering ;  bat  driven  to  the  stake  on  all 
sides,  he  gasped  on  rather  than  read :  for  his  eye  had  gone 
down  the  page. 

^  A  namesake  of  mine —  Commandant  Raynall " 

"Ahl" 

^Has  not  been — so  fortunate  :  he ** 

"Go  on  I  go  on!" 

The  wretched  man  ooald  now  scarcely  utter  BaynaTs 
words :  they  came  from  him  in  a  choking  groan. 

"  He  was  killed — f>oor  fellow  I — while  heading  a  gaSLaai 
charge  upon  the  tnemjfsfiankP 

The  letter  was  ground  convulsively ;  then  it  fell  all  cmmpM 
on  the  floor. 

"Bless  you  Camille  I"  cried  the  baroness,  "bless  yoal 
bless  you  1  I  have  a  son  still  I  Give  me  the  predoos 
letter  I " 

She  stooped  eagerly,  took  it  up,  and  kissed  it  again  and 
again. 

"  Your  husband  is  alive  I  my  son  is  alive  1  our  bene&ctor 
is  alive  I " 

Then  she  fell  on  her  knees,  and  thanked  Heaven  akwd 
before  them  alL  Th^i  she  rose  and  went  hastily  out,  and 
her  voice  was  heard  crying  very  loud — 
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'JAcmtlinl  JacinthiiP' 

The  doctor  followed,  feartul  for  the  dfecls  of  this  violent 

on  s^  Jigeil  A  persoru     The  iUree  remained  hebitid,  pant- 

\  &»d  [tale  liko  lliotK^  to  wboui  deud  Lajsama  bun»t  tlie  tonib^ 

And  (mine  forth  in  a  momeni — ^at  a  word.     Theu  CatniLle 

half  kneeled   half  fell  at  Ji>j^ep bine's  feet,  and  m  a  voiee 

_^oked  with  aobs*  bade  her  dispose  of  him- 

[  8he  turned  her  head  away. 

I  **  Do  not  Bpeak  to  me,  do  not  look  at  me ;  if  we  look  at 

k  another,  we  are  lost.     Go  I  die  at  your  post,  and  I  at 

oer 

^  He  bowed  his  head,  and  kissed  her  dre^  then  he  rose 

I  m  despair  and  white  as  death,  and  Ma  knees  knocking 

Elder  liiin,  be  tottered  awaj  like  a  corpse  set  moiringp 


The  bttronesj*  came  ba<:k,  triumphant  and  gay. 
^  1  have  sent  her  to  bid  them  ring  the  beLk  m  the  village  ; 
thiS  poor  shall  be  fe^t^ — all  shall  share  our  joy — ^mj  son 
waa  dead,  and  lires,  oh  joy  !  joy !  joy  !  '* 
"  Muther  1  '*  8hri<iked  Josephine. 

•*  Iklad  woman  tbitt  1  am,  1  am  too  boiatenius  1  help  me 
fture  1  she  is  going  to  faint — her  lif^  are  white  1 " 
They  brought  a  ehair.     They  forced  Josephine  into  lU 
be  was  not  tlie  leaa^t  fain  t :  yet  her  body  obeyed  their  hands 
6t  like  a  dead  body.    The  baroness  bur^t  into  tears,  tears 
Ded    from    Laurels  eyes.     Jo^phine's  were   dry  and 
f^  and  fijted  on  coming  horror.    The  baroness  reproached 
emlf. 
**  Thoughtless  old  woman*     It  wm  Uto  sudden  :  it   is  tfjo 
mueh  for  my  dear  child.     I^  too,  am  faint  now ;  '*  and  ahe 
Juieded,  Add  laid  her  aged  head  on  her  daughter's  t>osom, 
~  ;  ftdily  through  her  te«irs,  **  too  much  joy — too  much 

JoM<phine  took  no  notice  of  her.     She  bvlI  like  one  fumed 
,  looking  far  away  over  her  mother**  head  wiib  rt^d 
i*jea  fixed  on  the  air  and  on  coming  borrorti. 
IS* 
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CHAPTER  XXXm, 


JosEPHtKE  Ratkal  is  DO  straDger  to  you :  mmt  of  jon 
'Imow  more  aboul  beF  tbaa  about  any  other  woman  of  your  ' 
aequajntauce*     Bring  jour  know  Ledge  to  mj  aid.     Im^ne ' 

the  weafj  Lours  imd  days  and  weeks  roll  o^er  ber  Lead, 
rLat  this  loviBg  woman  feela  for  her  lover  whom  eLe  has  , 
it*mi8s<*d ;  what  this  grateful  womaji  feela  for  the  beDefacCorl 
^ unwittingly  wrongi^d — but  wiU  never  wtx>Dg with  herj 
\Vlmt  iliis  woman  J  pure  as  aoow,  and  prond  m ' 
Brtv  feels  at  the  appenmnce  of  frailty  mto  which  drmm- 
^ stances  have  betrayed  her, 

Piit  down  tlie  book  a  tnoment:  shut  your  ey^:  and 
Imagine  tLia  stmng^  form  of  human  8uf  eiing. 

Doctor  St  Aubin  received  one  day  a  not«  from  a  pub- 
thing  bookseller,  to  inquire  wbetLer  he  stiU  thought  of 
living  Uie  world  his  valuable  work  on  insects  The  4actar 
was  nitin^ed. 

**  My  valuable  work  1     Why  Laure  they  all  reAjst<l  ic^  an^ 
bis  one  in  particular  recoiled  from-  me  as  if  my  insects  could 

Dg  on  paper*^ 

The  publbher  went  on  to  say- — 

**  Studies  o/ihU  cktsB  ar«  gaining  gmtrnd^  and  I  think  i 
m^hi  renhtr^  hef&re  the  pu^icJ^ 

This  led  to  a  corre^fjondence,  in  which  the  convert  lo 
iiiAcct^  explaini^d  that  the  work  must  be  pubhVhfd  »t  the 
ftuthorV  expense,  the  publijiher  contenting  Liiuj&elf  with  ihd 
profits 
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The  author  thirsting  fot  the  public  oonseoied. 
Then  the  publisiher  wroie  again  to  saj  that  the  work  mun 
be  spiced.     A  iittte  politics  muat  be  flitng  in :  Dothipg  ^m 
down  else. 

The  author  anF^wered  In  some  heat  that  he  would  not 
dilute  things  everlasting  with  the  fleeting  topics  of  the  Jij* 
nor  defile  acieoce  with  politics.  hh  hh  Mentor  smoothed 

him  down,  despising  him  seer  *  not  seeing  that  a  bodfe 

is  a  matter  of  trade  and   nc  else.     BHef,  St.  An&ta 

went  to  Paries  to  liatch  his  I 

He  had  not  been  there  a  yx  ^hen  a  small  d€poiati*jo 

called  on  liim,  and  infonned  had  been  elected  honor- 

ary member  of  a  oertain  scie  !iety, 

"  Hallo!  "  thought  he,  ana  I  as  gentlemen  u^ed  and 

as  dancing  ma.^u^Ts  use*     Fair  speeches  on  both  sides  !    En! 
deputation. 

Next  invitations  poured  in.  He  accepted  them.  He 
shone  at  parties.  Compliments  were  gracefully  insinuated  to 
Lis  face.     Science  seemed  really  to  be  coming  into  fashion. 

But  when  a  lovely  young  woman  or  two  began  with  the 
pliancy  of  their  sex  to  find  they  had  for  many  years  secredj 
taken  a  warm  interest  in  butterflies — out  of  their  own  species 
— the  naturalist  smelt  a  rat. 

"  I  see,"  said  he,  *'  entomology,  a  form  of  idiocy  in  a  }xx)r 
man — is  a  graceful  deviation  of  the  intellect  in  a  rich  one." 

Philosopher  without  bile,  he  saw  through  this,  and  k-t  it 
amuse,  not  shock  him.  His  species  had  another  trail  'u\ 
reserve  for  him. 

He  took  a  world  of  trouble  to  find  out  the  circurastanc«r> 
of  his  ne})hew's  nephews  and  nieces :  then  he  made  arran;:!.- 
ments  for  distributing  a  large  part  of  his  legacy  among  tiiem. 
His  intentions  and  the  proportions  of  his  generosity  tniii- 
spired. 

Silent  till  now,  they  all  fell  to  and  abused  him  :  each  Icx'k- 
ing  only  at  the  amount  of  his  individual  share,  not  at  the  sum 
total  the  doctor  >n'a?«  ^wVw^  ^ww^  vo  ^\\  ww^^^'e^^eful  lot. 
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I  The  donor  wm  greatlj  amused^  and  noted  down  the 
C^ideni  and  some  of  iho  remarks  in  liLs  commonplace  book, 
kder  ihi^  liead^  **  Maiu** 

[l*am  IB  full  of  ^ductloQs^  &ome  of  tliem  muocent.  It 
ited  th«  doctor,  and  hdd  blm  fast. 

He  was  disliirbed  from  time  to  tiine  by  ill  aceounti  of 
Josephine's  lieidlh  :  and  if  he  liad  tEoughl  with  the  baroneag 
that  her  illness  was  of  ihe  body*  he  would  have  come  to  her 
mde  at  onci^ :  as  it  wa^^  be  hoi)ed  more  from  time  than  from 
drugs  in  her  ca^ ;  and  as  he  hod  a  Tj^e  suspicloii  he  was 
desiroui$  the  baroness  should  share^  he  wad  rather  dU^ 
i*jd  to  keep  out  of  her  way. 

He   wrote,    therefore,    briefly   and    reser¥edly,  assuiing  < 
i  de  Beaurepaire  that  Madam  Ray  oat  bad  no  organic 
Si  and  would  outgrow  these  fluctuations  of  health ;  be 
imbed  some  mild  tonics. 
The  despair  of  Jot^ephine^s  mind  wag  so  terrible  that  Laura 
would  gladly  have  compounded  for  a  bodily  illn&^is :   she  • 
feared  for  her  sister'a  re^tjaon  ;  and,  thongh  it  added  another 
ftoxietjv  ibe   was  scarcely  sorry  when  she  dii^covered  that 
fijnipK^ms  which  looked  like  bite  attacked  her  fraquentlj. 
•*  I  aball  t€ll  our  mother  of  ihW* 

**  I  would  not  tell  her  a  word  ^>out  it,**  observed  Jadniba 
tfahtily.     She  happened  to  be  pre^^nt* 

**  Why  not  ?  *hc  hadi  already  noticed  how  ill  my  sister  is," 
^  Mademc^beUe  Laure,  take  my  advice,  and  don't  go  and 
^orry  her :  it  can  do  no  good/' 
Jaciniha  spoke  so  firmly,  and  seemed  so  coaBdent^  thai 
murv  drew  her  aside. 

"  Jaeintlia  I  am  so  anxious  about  her :  and  [)erlibp§  our 
Hother  may  know  some  remedy:  the  b  more  rxpcrienoedl 
an  we  are.*' 

**  Tiiere  h  no  remedy  wnnted.     You  are  making  a  ftisa 
out  nothing  madt*moiselk'/* 
How  do  you  know  tliat  Jjicintlui?     Did  you  crcr  aee 
Qyone  aufler  as  ibe  doea  ?  " 
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"Plenty  I" 

*<  Oh  Jadntha  I  be  frank  with  me :  did  they  die  ?  " 

«  No." 

**  None  of  them  ? 

"  Not  one," 

"  Then  there  is  no  danger,  you  think  ?  ** 

"Not  an  atom." 

"  Bless  yon  for  saying  so,  good  Jadntha !  And  how  oob- 
fidently  yon  speak :  yoar  tone  and  manner  reassure  me.  Tet 
after  v\\,  my  poor  Jacintha,  yon  are  not  a  doctor !  " 

"  No  mademoiselle,  but  women  in  my  way  of  life  see  a 
many  things,  and  hear  a  many  things  that  doQ*t  eome  lo  a 
young  lady's  knowledge  like  you  I  " 

"Oh,  do  they?" 

The  above  symptom  disappeared:  but  a  more  seriocs 
cause  of  fear  remained  in  Josephine's  utter  listleesness  and 
frightful  apathy :  she  seemed  a  creature  descending  inch  bj 
inch  into  the  tomb.  She  shunned  all  company :  eren  Laore's 
at  times.  She  seldom  spoke.  One  day  she  said  "  not  dnd 
yet ! "  half  to  herself,  and  in  such  a  tone,  that  Laore's  heart 
died  within  her. 

The  house  fell  into  silence  and  gloom. 

Jadntha,  naturally  so  bustling  and  cheerful,  became  silent, 
thoughtful,  and  moody.  She  had  never  been  so  affected  bj 
their  former  troubles.  Laure  caaght  her  eye  at  times,  dwdl- 
ing  with  a  singular  expression  of  pity  and  interest  on  Jo- 
sephine. "  Gk>od  creature  I "  thought  Laure,  she  sees  mj 
sister  is  unhappy :  and  that  makes  her  more  attentive  and 
devoted  to  her  Uian  ever. 

One  Say  these  three  were  together  in  Josephine's  room* 
Josephine  was  mechanically  combing  her  long  hair,  when  all 
of  a  sudden,  she  stretched  out  her  hand  and  cried  hastily— - 

«  Laure  I " 

Laure  ran  to  her,  and  coming  behind  her  saw  in  tbe 
glass  that  her  lips  were  colourless.  She  screamed  to  Ja- 
cintha,  and  between  them  they  supported  Josepldne  to  the 
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bad  haniJy  touclied  it  when   eba   fainted  de^d 


"  Mamma  I  mamma ! "  cried  Luure  in  l»ei*  terror. 
_^  Hush  I"  crieti  Jaeintha,  **  hold  joiir  tongue;  it  is  only 
Help  me  loosen  htr,  don't  malcR  any  noise,  whatever,** 
*^iey  loosened  her  i^tajs,  and  applied  the  usual  remedies, 
but  it  was  M)metime  befai^  a  he  came  to.     At  last  tha  col  our 
ae  hack  to  her  lips»  then  io  her  cheek,  and  the  light  to  bsr 
^e-     She  smiled  feeblj  on  Jarintlia  and  Laure. 
**  I  have  l>een  injensible,  have  I  not  ?  '^ 
**Yes  love,  and   frightened    us — a  little — not  much — oh 

r  I  oh  dear  I 
"  Doa't  be  alarmed^  aweet  one — I  am  Ijeiter*" 
*^  Now  may  I  go  and  tell  mamma  ?  **  ai^ked  X^ure. 
,  '^  Ko  I  Eoademaiiielie,'*  was  Jaeintha^s  replj,  "  What  makes 
^  beat  on  tormeDtiug  my  mi  at  res*  ?  ** 
Itit  Jacintha  ;  t  am  frig  ti  ten  ed  :  it  is  not  as  if  my  sbter 
wai  ftubject  to  fainting  fits.     I  oever  saw  her  himi  but  once 

'And  I  wfjl  never  do  it  again,  smee  it  frigbt^tis  you.** 

lien  Josephine  said  to  her  sister  in  a  low  voice,  and  in  the 
alian  lan{niag««     **  I  hoped  It  was  death  my  sijter  ;  but  he 
aes  not  to  tiie  wretched*'* 

**  If  you  hoped  thai  I  "  replied  Laure  in  the  same  Ungnage, 
.**you  do  not  love  yoiir  poor  eiater  who  so  loves  yon,*' 

Willie    the    Italian   waa  going  on,  Jacintha's   dark  eyes 
iine«d  sufipicionj^ly  on  each  speaker  iti  turn.     But  her  iu»* 
dona  were  all  wide  of  the  murk, 
"  Now  Daay  I  go  and  tell  raamma  I " 
'  No  maiamoifieUe  I  Madam  Bayoal  do  tak^  my  «da«  and 
rbid  ber." 

"  Why  what  is  it  to  you  ?  **  said  Laure  sharply, 
"  If  it  was  not  something  to  me,  sliould  I  tJiwart  my  d^ar  ^ 
iiing  bidyr* 

**  No.     And  you  shall  have  your  own  way,  if  you  will  hut 
Qdesoend  to  gire  me  a  reason.'* 


*"*  tned  friends.     G«a, 

^-[^"^e  acquiesced  bat  wi 

**  en  one  comfort,  Dort 
than  suppose." 
"  What  da^  does  the  doc 

'' ^^  don't  i^owyn:  but 
M  improvement  took  nia 

-;p|«-  «h.  „«.  ,„  J^ 

"  %  sister,  I  no  Jo»«,  ^. 

"»e  to  surer  morp  ;>" 
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**  It  is  T«7  corifoling  tu  be  loved  so,"  iobbed  Josephine, 
If*  Oh  !  thai  notii;  oihrr  but  you  had  ever  loved  me.  1  have 
I'd  the  de»?pair  of  one  wbo  loved  me  wdl,  loo,  Ohl  mj 
' ! — my  s^^ler !  ** 
XLts  was  the  only  lime  aho  had  ever  alluded  for  tnoDthfl 
si  to  C!mtiiJle,  She  gunrdcnl  the  avenues  of  her  heart, 
soul  I  She  fought  for  her  pujity  sm  itemly,  as  keenlj, 
I  ewer  foogbi  for  glory,  or  timrtyra  for  truths* 


pUints'i  appearance  improved  sdll  more.  Her  hollow 
ks  recovered  their  plump  f^mooihnc?.'?,  and  her  beauty  it« 
folpom,  and  h**r  person  grew  more  noble  and  slatue*lifce  than 
ever,  and  wirhin  she  fell  a  sense  of  indomitable  vitality, 
Ber  appetiit*  liad  for  some  month.^  been  eiceesRively  feeble 
nod  uncerla^iti,  and  her  f^iod  taste le^ii* ;  but  of  late  by  what 
lll«  conceived  to  be  a  i^e^etion  ^uch  as  h  eooimon  af^er  youth 
htts  aliaken  off  a  long  eicknes^,  her  appetite  had  been  not 
Dolf  bemlihy  but  eagen 

The  banine^  observed  this,  and  it  rdleved  her  of  a  lar^ 
|K>ftioD  of  her  anxiety.  One  day  at  dinner  her  maternal 
iMmn  was  BO  plcifued  with  Josephine's  performance  that  she 
look  it  8A  a  personal  favour* 

*'  W«U  doiie,  my  daughter  I  that  gives  your  mother  plea^ 
vou  eat  aj^tn.     Soup  and  bouillon  :  and  now 
.  jie  b«*en  to  Laurc  for  some  of  that  pati!',  which 
I  «o  much  credit,  Jacintha." 

1*,-^'  ^lune  ctiloared  high  at  this  oompHment. 
*'  It  is  tnie,'*  ^aid  «he«  **  I  eat  like  a  pig/'  and,  with  a 
j-Ianoe  at  the  sjiid  pate,  she  laid  down  her  knife  and 
li  ate  no  more  of  anything. 
■VHne  doctor  will  be  angry  with  me**  said   tlics  baronesi. 
^  have   tormrntcil  him   away  from   Pari??,  and  when  be 
comr^  he  will  find  her  as  wt*ii  a.**  evi*r/* 

**  Mailatn    thei    Baroness/'  said   Ja4?inth»,  hn-^tily.  •*  wlien 
Umj  doctor  come,  if  I  may  make  so  bold*  tliat  I  may  get 
Ills  reom  ready  f  ** 


/^k   at   that   (lea 

rr;,^.^  *" "--  ^  ^» 

Pnde,a„dpeW«p.J, 
Cc^"  '  "'-   -'  - 

«»<*<^Jeonhe  night,  Li 

Dujnrd.n,  w,«  now  turned 
fiiv-oupite  room  o„ 

as  well  1,  *•       '^  "^^  «  l«a 

baron  1"^  r  !^'"''-^  1« 
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wa?   iiippreasing  witb   tolemWe,  but  not  complete 


DisjTujsiijg  the   inieasiDess   tLk  discoverj'^  gftve   her,  trim 
ok«d  ilacuitUa  full  in  ike  ^oe,  ^ad  i&id  mildly^  but  a  little 

"WeU^JadntU?** 

Jjiciiithji  lowered  her  eyes,  and  muttered  alowlj — 
^  Tlie  dui-tor — comes — todaj."  Then  rabed  her  eyes  all 
I  m  tnoraent  to  take  Judephiue  oflT  her  guard — but  the  calm 
was  impenetrable*  So  then  Jaelntha  added^  "to  our 
lislbrtune/*  throwing  in  Gtill  more  uieaniug* 

'To  our  tiii.^fortune ?     What,  dear  old   friend — ^whai  do 

wean  ?  ** 
•*  II  »  not  do  easy  to  say  what  I  meau  I " 
''And   it    \&   im|>os5ible  for    me    to    divine    it,   my  poor 
inthar* 

•*  Madam;*  said  the  other  firmly^  "  do  not  jest,  I  entreat  ^ 
i  I  the  case  u  too  ^rious.  That  old  man  makes  me  shake. 
toa  are  never  ^afe  with  him.  So  long  m  his  bead  h  in  the 
iouda,  you  might  lake  h\^  shoef^  off,  and  on  he'd  walk  and 
urer  know  it ;  but  every  now  and  then  he  comes  out  of  tbo^  J 
ci4Jfl  all  in  one  moment,  without  a  word  of  warning*  ani ' 
\flmn  he  doea  his  eye  is  on  everything,  like  a  bird's*  Than 
I  fO  old.  He  has  8een  a  heap.  Take  my  word  for  it, 
ore  more  knowing  thmi  the  youn»;,  let  them  hi*  as 
»  as  you  like  ;  the  old  Ijave  ^i^en  everything*  TF**  have 
ilf  heard  talk  of  the  mo^r  part^  with  here  and  tliere  a 
ap«a*  To  know  life  to  the  bottom,  you  mu^t  live  it  out, 
am  the  soup  to  the  dessert ;  imd  that  is  what  the  doctor  haa  ^ 
E>i»e,  nnd  now  he  is  coming  here/* 
,  **  Wellt  ftnd  wimt  fotlows  ?" 

**  Mademoiselle  Laure  will  go  telling  him  everything:  and 
abe  tell  bim  half  what  I  here  b  to  lelU  your  secret  will  be 

•*  My  aecret  I  **  gasped  Josi^phine  turning  palo. 

••  Doo'l  look  »o  madam  ?— don't  be  frightened  at   potir 


biekl-  ^"^ 

"Ah  I  would  they  oou 
"And  if  ever  I  had  tl 

Iitae  face  would  turn  ag 

leave  it  for  Jacintha;an< 

bpouble-batjoutuma, 

tbat  would  be  cut  in  piece, 

o«elIe,  you  are  wrong. 

«*n  trouble,  and  a  servai 

*«  the  heart  to  love  her 

Ah  mademoiaeliel  do  noi 

you  in  her  arms,  and  hi, 

«»M>7*8  and  many's  the  tin, 

Josephine  panted  audib] 

Wlytowa«faJacintha,b 
trembled.  ^ 

^i;j'"'"'«wtaha8tygla 
^Wedtooatwhatle^ 

"  a»e  conversation  had  bt 
e^ade  it,  for  «f,^  „..„.  ,^  *^. 
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I  ilumJd  be.  Ever  Amm  un^  daj  you  aU  went  lo  Frejus 
plhor  you  wero  a  chunged  womtm,  I  have  seen  you  look 
a,  m — an  a  wife  looks  at  her  mun.  1  have  seen  him-- — — *' 
>  Uuih  !  Jaeintha.  Do  not  tetl  me  what  you  hiivo  seen — 
do  not  remind  me  of  joys  I  pray  Gotl  to  help  me  forget- 
kwas  oiy  buftbanil  theu!^ — ^oK  cruel  JaemLlm  to  rt^mind  me 
ibii  1  have  hcen :  of  what  1  am — ah  me  I  ah  me  1  ah 
I  ** 

LXour  bttsfcand ! !  *'  muttered  Jacintha  m  utter  sma^e- 


i  Josephine  drooped  her  bead  on  this  falUifu]  creature^s 

'  «tid  told  her  with  mauy  sobs  the  story  1  have  told 

«ihe  told  it  very  briefly,  for  it  warf   to  a  woman,  who 

little  edueated  was  full  of  feeling  and  ^hrewdness^ 

1  but  ibe  bare  facts:  she  eould  add  iJie  rest  from 

ronns  tiesrt  and  experience :  could  tell  the  storm  of  feel- 

tliroogh  which  these  iwo  unha[>py  lovers  must  bav© 

Her  fret|uent  sighs  of  piiy  and  lympatiiy  ilrew 

phine  on  to  pour  out  all  her  griefs.     When  the  tMle  was 

fihe  gave  a  sigli  of  relief* 

ttighl  b&ve  be^n  wor^e/'  said  Jacintha;  ''I  thought 
■*the  more  fbol  1 — I  deserve  to  have  my  head 

tr 

t VIS  Jodephine'?  turn  tu  }*>■  Ainn^f^d, 

it«  boeo  wDs>L, '  -aid  ^iie*     **  How  ?  teli  me** 
i  Mtlerly*    **  It  would  Im    i  rt  nsolation  to  me,  could 

coloured  and  evaded  I  bin  qu^sUou,  and  begged 
go  on^ — ^to  kf*ep  nothing  bark  from  her.     JoM-fihine 
tir^d  her  ithe  had  reveahd  all.     Jacinllia  lookc?d  at  ber  il 

nt  in  fiilencf^. 
^Il  y  then  m  I  bdf  sutpeeti^d.** 
lWl»at?" 
fou  tin  not  know  all  tfiiit  is  before  jou*    Tou  do  aoi 
vhj  I  am  afraid  of  that  old  man  ?  " 
|Ko:  not  of  him  in  pardcukr/* 


o  «cT?p  waiar  10  wad6  tj 
that  Josephine  trembled, 
eren.  Yoq  have  told  mt 
whatiflcotniDg;  Heaven 

Josephine  trembled. 

'*  Give  me  jotir  dear 
beheve  I  love  jon  !  " 

**  There  de^  Jactutha.'' 

She  trembled. 

"  Have  jou  no  misglvin 

"AlasT  lamfuU  of  th 
nen  they  Hy  around  me  in 

**Have  yon  no  one?*' 

"  Tum  joor  head  from  i 
am  an  honest  woman,  thou 
and  I  am  forced  against  m 
than  I  am  used  to,*' 
^  Then  fonowed  a  convers 
ticipate  our  story;  suffice 
another  confidante, 
^  Laure,  coming  into  the  ] 
flister  weeping:  on  Jadotha^s 
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^phf  as  to  her  appetite,*'  cried  the  barciness,  "  it  b  im- 


^Indeed?" 
i  **  It  was,"  explained  Josephine,  "just  when  I  began  to 
H  hotter ;  bitt  now  it  is  much  a^  usuaL'*  Thk  answer  had 
I  Arranged  beforehand  bj  Jacintba*  She  added  :  *^  The 
L^,  we  wanted  to  iOd  jon  doctor^  and  mj  ndlculous  ail- 
rnt*  wore  a  good  excuse  for  tearing  you  from  Pari^.*' 
I  **  And  now  we  have  eueueeded^"  ssiid  Laure,  **  let  us  throw 
the  tnaskp  and  talk  of  other  tMng^«^ — above  alJ»  of  Paris 
bd  your  SelaC* 

**  For  all  that,"  persisted  the  baroness,  "  she  waa  iU^  when 
\^T%i  wrote,  and  very  iU  too/* 
**  Madame  Raynal/'  ^aid  the  doctor  solemtily,  •'  your  con- 
pet  ha^  been  irregular^  to  say  the  least ;  once  iU,  and  your 
nesi*  announced  to  yotir  medical  adviBer^  you  had  no  right 
et   wcUj  but  by  his  prescriptions.     As  then  yoo  have 
yourself  nnfit  to  conduct  a  malady,  it  becomes  my 
til  duty  to  forbid  you  henceforth  ever  to  be  ill  at  all, 
dthout  my  pcrmisision  ^v^l  obtained  in  writing/* 
This  badinage  wns  greatly  rcliifihed  by  Laure :  but  not  at 
by  the  baroness. 

The  doctor  stayed  a  month  at  Beaurepaire,  then  off  to 
is  iig:un  :  and  being  now  a  rich  man,  and  not  too  old  to 
innocent  plcti^urt'^^  be  got  into  a  habit  of  running  buck- 
and  forwards  l>f?tween  the   two  phn^ei,  spending  a  1 
or  !>o  at  c!*cb  alternately*     So  the  days  rolled  on. 
pliine  i^ll  into  a  state   that  almost  defies  description. 
^Iietut  was  full  of  deadly  wounds  :  yet  this  seemed  by 
I  mysterious,  haU'  healing  balm  to  throb  ^id  ache,  but 
i  no  mofB* 

!  of  stmiifd  tmf€ft9oiuitil6  eooplseency  would  ^ool  ^ 
her:  the  next  moment  raieetiofi  would  comej  »h<|i 
bttld  droop  her  hcatl,  and  sigh  piteously-     Then  all  would 

in  a  wild  terror  of  detection- 
She  seemed  on  the  borders  of  a  river  of  bliaa — blii*,  new, 
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divine,  and  inexhaustible :  and  on  the  other  bank  mocking 
malignaiiL  fiends  dared  her  to  enter  that  heavenlj  stream. 

Nature  was  strong  in  this  young  woman :  and  at  this  part 
of  her  eventful  career  Nature  threw  herself  with  giant  forte 
into  the  scale  of  life.  The  past  to  her  was  Ibll  of  regrets: 
the  future  full  of  terrors,  and  empty  of  hope.  Yet  she  ^ 
not,  could  not  succumb.  Instead  of  the  listlessness  and  lan- 
guor of  a  few  months  back,  she  had  now  more  energy  tbaa 
ever;  at  times  it  mounted  to  irritation.  An  activity  pos- 
sessed her :  it  broke  out  in  many  feminine  ways.  Among 
the  rest  she  was  seized  with  what  we  men  should  call  ft 
cacoethes  of  the  needle  ;  "  a  raging  desire  '*  for  work.  Her 
fingers  itched  for  work.  She  was  at  it  all  day.  As  devotar? 
retire  apart  to  pray,  so  she  to  stitch. 

On  a  wet  day  she  would  slip  into  the  kitchen,  and  ply  tbe 
needle  beside  Jacintha :  on  a  dry  day  she  would  hide  in  die 
old  oak  tree,  and  .sit  like  a  mouse,  and  ply  the  tools  of  her 
craft,  and  make  things  of  no  mortal  use  to  man  or  womiQ: 
and  she  tried  little  fringes  of  muslin  upon  her  white  hand, 
and  held  it  up  in  front  of  her,  and  smiled,  and  then  moaned 
It  was  winter,  and  Laure  used  sometimes  to  bring  her  out  a 
thick  shawl,  as  she  sat  in  the  old  oak  tree  stitching,  but  Jo<«- 
pliine  nearly  always  declined  it  She  was  impervious  to 
cold. 

Then  her  purse  being  better  filled  than  formerly,  she  vir 
ited  the  poor  more  than  ever,  and,  above  all,  the  young 
couples :  and  took  a  warm  interest  in  their  household  nut- 
ters, and  gave  them  muslin  articles  of  her  own  making  and 
sometimes  sniffed  tlie  soup  in  a  young  housewife's  pot,  sn^ 
took  a  fancy  to  it,  and  if  invited  to  taste  it  paid  her  the  coof 
pliment  of  eating  a  good  plateful  of  it,  and  said  it  was  bet^r 
soup  than  the  chateau  produced ;  and  thought  so ;  and  when- 
ever some  peevish  little  brat  set  up  a  yell  in  its  cradle,  and 
the  father  shook  his  fist  at  the  destroyer  of  his  peace,  Madsn 
KaynaFs  lovely  face  filled  with  concern  not  for  the  sufferer 
but  tlie  yeller,  and  she  fiew  to  it  and  rocked  it  and  ooaxed  it 
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!  H,  and  the  joung  housewife  stnlled  aiid  slopped 

mouth  by  other  menni.     And,  hesides  the  five  franc  piece^a 

p:         *        '.is  to  hold,  tliese  visits  of  Miidam  lUyoal 

d  by  one  from  JacuHha  with  a  basket  of 

on  her  etalwiLrt  uruu  and  lioni^l  Sir  John  Bur* 

pei;piiig  out  at  ihn  comer.     Kind  and  beneficent 

i  WA%  ber  temper  deteriorated  a  little  i  it  eaiue  down  froia  ' 

aJiZkOet  to  hii<n4in>     Laure  and  Jacintha  were  sliuct 

the  ctiao^y  asaented  to  every  diiog  sht*  saidt  wxd  cjn- 

Dinged  her  in  everything  it  ple&'^ed  her  caprice  to  do. 

■  rne  the  baroness  lived  on  her  sou  Raynal*i  letters : 

i;  regularly  twic«  a  month.) 

l^ure  too  had  a  eorreepondencey  a  csonstant  sounze  of  de- 

|ht  to  her* 

Bdoiiard  Hiviere  was  posted  at  a  great  diitance,  and  could 

her ;  but  their  love  advanced  nevertlidess  rapidly. 

V  he  wrote  down  for  his  Laur«3  the  ai^ts  of  the  day, 

twict^  a  we<ek  sent  tJie  budgi^t  to  his  sweetheart,  and  told 

er  at  the  saiuo  time  eveiy  feeling  of  his  heart*     She  wm 

^  fcjrtunatti  than  he  ;  sho  had  to  carry  a  ln^avy  secret  j  hut 

hhtj  found  plenty  to  tell  hira^  and  lender  feelings  too 

ot  on  him  in  her  own  arch,  shy,  fitful  way.     Letters  oaflil 

Hchata  hearts ;  it  was  by  tetters  that  these  two  found  them* 

lives  impereeptibly  betrothed, 

Thtiir  union  was  li^oked  fort^  ard  to  as  eertaln^  and  not  very 

at     Meantime,  it   was  always  a  comfort  arid  a  joy  101 

Of  It  of  Sight  and  chat  to  the  beloved  one  on  papen     On 

i  sid«v  at  Iviisu  all  wa!$  brighL 

I  day,  Dr-  Su  Aubin^  eoniifij^  back  froui  Pari«  to  Briiu- 

mthcr   suddenly,   found   nohody   at    home    but   I  he 

S*     Jo^phine  and  Laure  were  gone  to  Frejws — had 

^Mtre  mor^  than  a  week.     She  wa^  ailing  again  :  so«  n« 

>  liiiid  agreed  witli  her  once,  Ijiure  tlioughtit  might  again* 

**  1  will  send  fur  them  back  now  you  are  come.*' 

'Jfat"  faid  the  doctor,  **why  do  that?     I  will  go  0Tii| 

1  and  see  them/' 

19 


494  WHITE    LIE9* 

Accordingly,  a  day  or  two  aAer  thlsj  Su«  AqHii  Ueti 
carriage  and  went  off  early  in  the  morning  to  Frejii^  b 
small  a  place  he  expected  to  find  tbe  young  ladiee.  ai  tanhj 
but,  to  his  surprisej  no  one  knew  them  or  had  heard  of  ch* 
He  was  at  a  non-plua,  and  jast  about  to  retam 
laugh  at  himself  and  the  barcmess  for  this  mldgoo&^  cl 
when  he  fell  in  with  a  face  he  knewj  one  Mlv^ari)  a 
a  young  man  of  some  talent,  who  had  mttd&  his  ftcqi 
in  Paris*  Mivart  accosted  him  witli  great  w^^e^ 
after  the  Srst  compUments,  informed  hiEn  that  he  hmd  bM 
settled  some  months  in  tJits  little  towii^  aod  was  doii^  ^Mr 
etroke  of  business. 

'^  Killing  some,  aad  letting  Nature  euro  others — eh  I  ni» 
jweur?"  &md  the  doctor,  ^^t 

Mivart  grinned.     The   doctor  then  revealed.  In  g4^| 
term&,  the  occasion  that  had  brought  him  to  Frfjog.         ^^ 

"  Are  they  pretty  women,  your  friends  ?  I  think  I  know 
all  the  pretty  women  about,"  said  Mivart,  with  unpardonabfe 
levity. 

"  They  are  not  pretty,"  replied  St.  Aubin. 

Mivart's  interest  in  them  faded  visibly  out  of  his  couDten- 
ance. 

"  But  they  are  beautiful.  The  elder  might  pass  for  Venus, 
and  the  younger  for  Hebe." 

"  I  know  them  ! "  cried  he  :  "  they  are  patients  of  mine." 

The  doctor  coloured. 

"  Ah  indeed  !  " 

"In  the  absence  of  your  greater  skill,"  said  Mivart 
politely,  "  it  is  Madam  St.  Aubin  and  her  sister  you  are 
looking  for,  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  Madam  St.  Aubin  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  and  how  stupid  of  me  not  to  know  by  the  name 
who  you  were  inquiring  for." 

"  It  is  a  curious  coincidence,  certainly  :  but  it  happens  to 
be  a  Madam  Raynal  I  am  looking  for,  and  not  a  Madam  Su 
Aubin." 
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^  Madam  Rajnal  ?  don't  know  her." 

Mivart  then  condoled  with  the  doctor  for  this,  that  Madam 
St.  Aubm  was  not  the  friend  he  was  in  search  of. 

**  She  and  her  sister,"  said  he,  "  are  so  lovely  they  make 
one  ill  to  look  at  them :  the  deepest  blue  eyes  you  ever  saw 
—both  of  them :  high  foreheads,  teeth  like  ivory  mixed  with 
pearl,  such  aristocratic  feet  and  hands,  and  their  arms— oh  I " 
and  by  way  of  general  summary  the  young  surgeon  kissed 
the  tips  of  his  fingers,  and  was  silent :  language  succumbed 
under  the  theme. 

The  doctor  smiled  coldly. 

^  If  you  had  come  an  hour  sooner,  you  might  have  seen 
Mademoiselle  Laure  ;  she  was  in  the  town." 

**  Mademoiselle  Laure  ?  who  is  that  ?  " 

«  Why  Madam  St  Aubin's  sister." 

**  Hum  I  where  do  these  paragons  live  ?  " 

^  They  lodge  at  a  small  farm :  it  belongs  to  a  widow :  her 
name  is  Both." 

They  parted. 

Doctor  St  Aubin  walked  slowly  towards  his  carriage,  his 
hands  behind  him ;  his  eyes  on  the  ground.  He  bade  the 
driver  inquire  where  the  Widow  Roth  lived,  and  learned  it 
was  about  half  a  league  out  of  the  town.  He  drove  to  the 
farm  house :  when  the  carriage  drove  up,  a  young  lady 
looked  out  of  the  window,  on  the  first  floor.  It  was  Laure 
de  Beaurepaire.  She  caught  the  doctor's  eye,  and  he  hers. 
She  came  down  and  welcomed  him.    She  was  all  in  a  flutter. 

**  How  did  you  find  us  out  ?  " 

^  From  your  medical  attendant,"  said  the  doctor,  drily. 

Laure  looked  keenly  in  his  face. 

He  said  he  was  in  attendance  on  two  paragons  of  beauty — 
bhie  eyes,  white  teeth  and  arms. 

"  And  you  found  us  out  by  that?  "  inquired  Laure  lookmg 
stiU  more  keenly  at  him. 

^  Hardly :  but  it  was  my  last  chance  of  finding  you,  so  I 
came.    Wliere  is  Madam  Raynal?" 
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^  Gome  into  this  room  dear  friend.  I  wQl  go  and  tai 
her." 

Full  twenty  minutes  was  the  doctor  kept  waiting,  and  thci 
in  came  Laure  gailj  crying — 

<<  I  have  hunted  her  high  and  low,  and  where  do  joa  tbink 
my  lady  was  ?  sitting  out  in  the  gardens-come." 

Sure  enough  they  found  Josephine  in  the  garden,  seated 
on  a  low  chair.  She  smiled  when  the  doctor  came  up  to  bo^ 
and  asked  after  her  mother.  There  was  an  air  of  langoor 
about  her ;  her  colour  was  clear,  delicate,  and  beautifizL 

"  You  liave  been  unwell  my  child  ?  " 

^  A  little,  dear  friend :  you  know  me :  always  luling,  ind 
tormenting  those  1  love." 

*'  Well !  but,  Josephine,  this  place  and  this  sweet  air 
always  sets  you  up.  Look  at  her  now,  doctor  ;  did  you  ever 
see  her  look  better  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  How  can  you  say  so  ?  See  what  a  colour.  I  never  saw 
her  look  more  lovely." 

*'  I  never  saw  her  look  so  lovely :  but  I  have  seen  her  look 
better.     Your  pulse,  my  child !     A  little  languid  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  am  a  little." 

"  Do  you  stay  at  Beaurepairc  ?  "  inquired  Laure ;  **  if  50» 
we  will  come  home." 

"  You  will  stay  hero  another  fortnight,"  said  the  doctor 
authoritatively. 

••  Prescribe  some  of  your  nice  tonics  for  me,  doctor,"  said 
Josephine  coaxingly. 

'^  No !  I  can't  do  that :  you  are  in  the  hands  of  another 
practitioner." 

«  What  does  that  matter.     You  were  at  Paris.'* 

'<  It  is  not  the  etiquette  In  our  profession  to  interfere  wiA 
another  man's  patients." 

"  Oh  dear  I  I  am  so  sorry,"  began  Josephine. 

'^  I  see  nothing  here  that  my  good  friend  Mivart  is  not 
competent  to  deal  with,"  said  the  doctor  interrapting  her. 
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Then  followed  some  general  conversation,  at  the  end  of 
which  the  doctor  once  more  laid  his  commands  on  them  to 
Btay  another  fortnight  where  they  were  :  and  he  bade  them 
good  bye. 

When  he  was  gone,  Laure  went  to  the  door  of  the  kitchen, 
and  called  out — *^  Madam  Jouyenel  I  Madam  Joavenel  I  you 
may  come  into  the  garden  again  I " 

The  doctor  drove  away :  but,  instead  of  going  straight  to 
Beanrepaire,  he  ordered  the  driver  to  return  to  the  town. 
He  then  walked  to  Mivart's  house. 

He  was  an  hour  and  three  quarters  closeted  with  Mivart 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

Edouard  Riviere  contrived  one  Saturday  night  to  work 
off  all  arrears  of  business,  and  start  for  Beaurepaire.  He 
had  received  a  very  kind  letter  from  Laure,  and  his  longing 
to  see  her  overpowered  him.  On  the  road  his  eyes  often 
glittered  and  his  cheek  flushed  with  expectation.  At  last  he 
got  there.  His  heart  beat :  for  four  months  he  had  not  seen 
her.  He  ran  up  into  the  drawing  room,  and  there  found  the 
baroness  alone :  she  welcomed  him  cordially,  but  soon  let  him 
know  Laure  and  her  sister  were  at  Frejus.  His  heart  sant 
Frejus  was  a  long  way  off.  But  this  was  not  all.  Laure's 
letter  was  dated  from  Beaurepaire,  yet  it  must  have  been 
written  at  Frejus.  He  went  to  Jacintha,  and  demanded  an 
explanation  of  this.  The  ready  Jacintha  said  it  looked  as  if 
she  meant  to  be  home  directly. 

"That  is  a  hint  for  me  to  get  their  rooms  ready,"  said 
Jacintha. 

"This  letter  must  have  come  here  enclosed  in  another,'* 
said  Edouard  sternly. 

"  Like  enough,"  replied  Jacintha  with  an  appearance  of 
sovereign  indifference. 

Edouard  looked  at  her.     "  I  will  go  to  Frejus.** 

"  So  I  would,"  said  Jacintha  faltering  a  little,  but  not  pe^ 
ceptibly :  "  you  might  meet  them  on  the  road — if  so  be  they 
come  the  same  road — there  are  two  roads,  you  know." 

Edouard  hesitated :  but  he  ended  by  sending  Dard  to  the 
town  on  his  own  horse  with  orders  to  leave  him  at  the  inn 
and  borrow  a  fresh  horse.     "  I  shall  just  have  timej"  said 
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He  rode  to  Frejus  and  inquired  at  the  inns  and  the  i>oflt- 
BcfJ  for  Mndrtnoisf^lle  de  Befttirejiaire-     Tbey  did  not  know 

^r :  tlieii  \ui  iiujtiired  for  ItLuliuii  Kujuid.     No  ducli  Jiu.uie 

laown.     Ilei  rode  by  tJie  jteit^ide  upon  tlie  cliance  of  tlicir 

emg  biin — ^no  t     He  piiradt'd  on  horaebiick  througlioiU  the 

ce  in  hopes  every  moment  that  a  window  would  open,  and 

wr  fiMTi?  shints  lit  it,  and  call  to  hitn — ^no  t     At  last  his  time 

up»  mid  he  wtia  obliged  to  ndo  buck — sick  at  heart — to 

caur^fpaire.     He  told  the  baroness  with  some  natm^al  irrita- 

,  what  had  happmed*    She  was  as  much  surprised  m  hja 

^  write  to  Madam  Bajnal  at  the  post-office  Frtyas^*^ 
be. 

nd  Madam  Raynal  gets  your  letters  ?  " 
'  Of  totirse  she  doea,  since  she  answers  them  ;  you  eaimot » 
»vr^  iiiqjiired  at  the  post" 
'  Mmlmiu  it  was  the  Brst  place  I  Inquired  at,  and  neither 
ciiaelle  de  Beaurepaire    nor   Madam   Raynal  wena 

llotli  i>artJe3  were  pogitiTe,  and  Jadntba,  who  could  have 

|Tifn  the*  rlue?  seemed  m  puzzled  hen^lf  that  thej  did  not  ^ 
iren  apply  to  her,     Edouard  took  a  sorrowful  leave  of  the 
Diie^x,  and  set  out  on  his  journey  home. 
Oh  1  how  sad  and  weary  that  ride  seemed  now  by  what  it 
liecn,  poming.     Hi^^  dUappoiiitment  was  deep  and  irrilat* 
;»,  and  ere  lie  iiad  ridden  lialf  way,  a  torturer  faistened  oa  J 
heart.     That  torture  h  called  suepicion :  a  vague  and 
awy  but  gigantic  phanlom  tbnt  oppre*sea  and  rendij  th** 
lind  more  ti-rribly  thjux  certainty.     In  this  state  of  vaguo 
nkcning  RU^picion  he  remained  some  days :  iben  cami^  an 
'afl*^;-elbnaCt»  letter  from  Laur«!,  who  bad  aetually  returned 
In  this  she  exi>ress«-*d  ber  rt*gret  and  dlaappolntmont 
xring  missed  him  ;  hiami?d  bei^rlf  for  mirtltiidin^  him, 
but   ijxpljiined  thiit  tlimr  p(tay  ut  Fr^^jus  bud  bi**'n  j 
9m  day  to  iby  far  beyond  her  eiLpe elation-    **  The       ,       j 
the  pa«t -office  was  more  than  i!ibe  could  itf»:»^TDXfet5!*  ^'aA 
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she.  But  what  went  fartliest  to  console  Edouard  was  tint 
after  this  contretemps  she  never  ceased  to  ioTite  him  to  come 
to  Beaurepaire.  Kow  heibre  this,  though  she  said  maoy 
kind  and  prettj  things  in  her  letters,  she  had  never  inTited 
him  to  visit  the  chateau ;  he  had  noticed  this.  ^  Sweet  souL* 
thought  he,  '^she  really  is  vexed."     ^I  must  be  a  brute  to 

think  any  more  about  it     Still ."     So  this  wound  wis 

skinned  over. 

At  last,  what  he  called  his  lucky  star  ordained  that  be 
should  be  transferred  to  the  very  post  his  Commandant  Bay- 
nal  had  once  occupied.  He  sought  and  obtained  permissioQ 
to  fix  his  quarters  in  the  little  village  near  Beaurepaire. 
This  airangement  could  not  be  carried  out  for  three  months ; 
but  the  prospect  of  it  was  joyful  all  that  time — joyful  to  both 
lovers.  Laure  needed  this  consolation,  for  she  was  veiy  un- 
happy. Her  beloved  sister  since  their  return  from  Frejos 
had  fallen  into  a  state  that  gave  her  hourly  sorrow  and  anxi- 
ety. The  flush  of  health  was  gone  from  Josephine's  cheek, 
and  so  was  her  late  energy. 

She  fell  back  into  deep  depression  and  languor,  broken 
occasionally  by  fitvS  of  nervous  irritation. 

She  would  sit  for  hours  together  at  one  window.  Can  th« 
reader  guess  which  way  that  window  looked  ?  Laure  trem- 
bled lor  two  tilings — her  life  and  her  reason.  But  Edouard 
would  come :  he  was  a  favourite  of  Josephine  :  he  wouM 
help  to  distract  her  attention  from  those  sorrows  which  » 
lapse  of  years  alone  could  cure. 

On  every  account,  then,  Edouards  visit  was  looked  for- 
ward to  with  hope  and  joy. 

He  came.  He  was  received  with  open  arras.  He  took 
up  his  quarters  at  his  old  lodgings,  but  spent  his  evenings, 
and  every  leisure  hour,  at  the  chateau. 

He  was  very  much  in  love,  and  showeil  it.  He  adhered 
to  his  Laure  like  a  leech :  and  followed  her  about  like  a  little 
dog,  and  was  always  happy  at  the  bare  sight  of  her. 

This  would  have  made  her  very  happy  if  she  bad  had 
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nothing  great  to  distract  her  attention  and  her  heart ;  but  she 
had  Josephine,  whose  deep  depression  and  fits  of  irritation 
and  terror  filled  her  with  anxiety :  and  so  Edouard  was  in 
the  waj  now  and  then.  On  these  occasions  he  was  too  vain 
to  see  what  she  was  too  polite  to  show  him  offensively. 

On  this  she  became  vexed  at  his  obtusencss. 

^  Does  he  think  I  can  be  always  at  his  beck  and  call  ?  ^ 
said  she. 

"  She  is  always  afler  her  sister/'  said  he.  « 

He  was  just  beginning  to  be  jealous  of  Josephine  when  the 
following  incident  occurred : — 

Laure  and  the  doctor  were  discussing  Josephine.  Edouard 
pretended  to  be  reading  a  book,  but  he  listened  to  every  word. 

At  last,  Dr.  St  Aubin  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  Madam 
Baynal  did  not  make  enough  blood. 

"  Oh  !  if  I  thought  that ! "  cried  Laure. 

**  Well,  then,  it  is  so,  I  assure  you." 

"  Doctor,"  said  Laure,  "  do  you  remember,  one  day  you 
said  blood  could  be  drawn  from  young  veins  and  poured  into 
old  ones?'* 

"  I  don't  remember  saying  so,  but  it  is  a  well  known  fact," 

**  And  healthy  blood  into  a  sick  patient  ?  " 

«  Certainly." 

« I  don't  believe  it," 

"  Then  you  place  a  very  narrow  limit  to  science,"  said  the 
doctor  coldly. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  it  done  ?  "  asked  Laure. 

"  1  have  not  only  seen  it  done,  but  have  done  it  myself  I " 

"  Then  do  it  for  us.  There's  my  arm,  take  blood  from 
that  for  dear  Josephine  I "  and  she  thrust  a  white  arm  out 
under  his  eye  with  such  a  bold  movement  and  such  a  look 
of  fire  and  love  as  never  beamed  from  common  eyes  I 

A  keen  cold  pang  shot  through  the  human  heart  of  Edouard 
Kviere. 

The  doctor  started  and  gazed  at  her  with  admiration :  then 
he  hung  his  head.  |q  « 


JwfaJways  done  wondered 

.     /'■•■J"^^''y  all  means," 

•ntheoo„vc.n«uio„;««nd 

hcnlshallfindoutwhere 

»>«>b.escameto8aythe7di, 
■Laure  bit  her  Jip.    ^  ^ 

friends  are  in  the  way  of  the 

togivead«>poftheirblL 
^J^  you  wore  in  sickness* 
^^onldsoonbeinsicknes 

!  teK     .  ^J^"*-      I  wish  I  w, 

to  be  Wed  as  She  is." 
ahe  ?  ""''  '***""^'«  her  : 
"Yo.,  have  often  ,„a,le  me/ 

■•■Ills  lonr»li/wI  K 
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'^  There  are  things  in  your  conduct  Lanre  I  could  wish 
explained." 

**  There  !  I  told  you  so.     You  have  not  confidence  in  me." 

"  Pray  don't  say  that  dear  Laure.  I  have  every  confidence 
in  you :  now  don't  ask  me  to  divest  myself  of  my  senses  and 
my  reason." 

^  I  don't  ask  yon  to  do  that  or  anything  else  for  me — au 
ptaisirJ* 

"  Where  are  you  going  now  ?  he  I  he !  I  never  can  get  a 
word  of  peace  with  you." 

"  I  am  going  up  stairs  to  my  sister." 

^  Poor  Madam  Raynal,  she  makes  it  very  hard  for  me  not 
to  dislike  her." 

"  Dislike  my  Josephine  ?  "  and  Laure  bristled  visibly. 

**  She  is  an  angel,  but  I  should  hate  an  angel  if  it  came 
for  ever  between  you  and  me." 

**  Excuse  me,  she  was  here  long  before  you.  It  is  you 
that  come  between  her  and  me." 

"  I  came  because  I  was  told  I  should  be  welcome,"  said 
Edouard  bitterly,  and  equivocating  a  little :  he  added,  "  and 
I  dare  say  I  shall  go,  when  I  am  told  I  am  one  too  many." 

^  Bad  heart !  who  says  you  are  one  too  many  in  the  house  ? 
But  you  are  too  exigeant  monsieur :  you  assume  the  husband 
and  you  tease  me.  It  is  selfish:  can  you  not  see  I  am 
anxious  and  worried?  you  ought  to  be  kind  to  me,  and 
soothe  me :  that  is  what  I  look  for  from  you,  and  instead  of 
that,  you  are  a  never  ending  worry." 

"  I  should  not  be  if  you  loved  me  as  I  love  you.  I  give 
ffou  no  rival.  Shall  I  tell  you  the  cause  of  all  this?  you 
have  secrets." 

*<  What  secrets?" 

**  Is  it  me  you  ask  ?  am  I  trusted  with  them  ?  Secrets 
are  a  bond,  that  nothing  can  overcome.  It  is  to  talk  secrets 
you  run  away  from  me  to  Madam  Raynal." 

"  Wen,"  said  Laure,  cooDy,  "  and  who  taught  me  ?  " 

**Cok)nelDujardin?" 
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Laufe  was  taken  quite  aback ;  she  mUimdefHtAiii 
taoment  the  directian  of  Edoiianl's  jealotinj.  He  ey^  btf 
with  swelling  suspicion.  She  let  him  ^  on  thm  wfoiig  1*^ 
awhile.  By  and  by  she  said—"  Was  it  Ccilooel  Dojttfiffiii 
who  taught  me  rtticetwe  X     I  thought  it  had  5e^*ii  }  ouf^feSI^'' 

**  Do  I  de.^erve  this  sarcasm  ?  the  reticence  that  ^%mp 
from  afFeedon  Is  one  thing ;  that  which  com^  froto  the  mat 
of  tt,  is  another.  Where  did  you  lodge  «£  Ff^tm  Mad^ 
moiselle  the  Reticent  ?  " 

"  In  a  grotto,  dry  at  low  water,  ^lonsieur  the  Ttiqukilif^^ 

"  That  is  enough,  eince  you  will  not  tell  lue^  I  wtU  find  il 
out  before  I  am  a  week  older," 

"Monsieur,  I  ihank  you  for  playing  the  lynuit  a  &ldf 
prematurely :  it  has  put  me  on  my  guard,.  X>et  vm  [lart '  nv 
are  not  gutted  to  each  other." 

"  Part  I  Laure  ?  that  is  a  terrible  word  lo  pass  betwt?<D 
you  and  me.     Forgive  me !  I  suppose  I  am  jealous." 

"  You  ai*e — you  are  actually  jealous  of  my  sister.  Well  I 
tell  you  plainly  I  love  you :  but  I  love  my  sister  bettor.  I 
never  could  love  any  man  as  I  do  her :  it  is  ridiculous  to 
expect  it. 

"  And  you  think  I  could  bear  to  play  second  fiddle  to  her 
all  my  life  ?  " 

"  I  don't  ask  you.  Go  and  play  first  trumpet  with  some 
other  lady." 

"  You  speak  your  wishes  so  plainly  now,  I  have  nothing  to 
do  but  to  obey." 

He  kissed  her  hand,  and  went  away  disconsolately. 

Laure  instead  of  going  to  Josephine,  her  determination  to 
do  which  had  mainly  caused  the  quarrel,  sat  sadly  down,  and 
leaned  her  head  on  her  hand. 

"  I  am  cruel !  I  am  ungrateful !  he  has  gone  away  broken 
hearted!  and  what  shall  I  do  without  him? — little  fool!  I 
love  him  better  than  he  loves  me.  He  will  never  forgive 
me  !  I  have  wounded  his  vanity — and  they  are  vainer  than 
we  are  I     If  we  meet  at  dinner  I  will  be  so  kind  to  him,  be 
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will  forget  it  alL  No  I  Edoaard  will  not  come  to  dinner. 
He  is  not  a  spaniel  that  you  can  beat,  and  then  whistle  back 
again.  Something  tells  me  I  have  lost  him :  and  if  I  have, 
what  shall  I  do  ?  I  will  write  him  a  note.  I  will  ask  him 
to  forgive  me  I " 

She  sat  down  at  the  table,  and  took  a  sheet  of  note-paper 
and  began  to  write  a  few  conciliatory  words.     She  was  so 
occupied  in  making  these  kind  enough,  and  not  too  kind,  that 
a  light  step  approached  her  unobserved.     She  looked  up  and 
there  was  Edouard.     She  whipped  the  paper  off  the  table. 
A  spasm  of  suspicion  crossed  Edouard's  face. 
Laure  caught  it 
**  Well,''  said  she. 

^  Deal  Laure,  I  came  back  to  beg  you  to  forget  what 
passed  just  now." 

Laare's  eye  flashed :  his  return  showed  her  her  power. 
She  abused  it  directly. 

**  How  can  I  forget  it  if  you  come  reminding  me  ?  " 
"  Dear  Laure,  now  don't  be  so  unkind,  so  cruel — I  have 
not  come  back  to  tease  you,  sweet  one.     I  come  to  know 
what  I  can  do  to  please  you  :  to  make  you  love  me  again  ?  " 
**  rU  teU  you.     Don't  come  near  me  for  a  month." 
Edouard   started  from   his   knees,   white   as  ashes  with 
mortification  and  wounded  love. 

"  This  is  how  you  treat  me  for  humbling  myself,  when  it 
18  you  that  ought  to  ask  forgiveness ! " 

**  Why  should  I  ask  what  I  don't  care  about  ?  " 
**  What  do  you  care  about  ? — except  that  sister  of  yours. 
Tou  have  no  heart.  And  on  this  cold-blooded  creature  I 
have  wasted  a  love  an  empress  might  have  been  proud  of 
inspiring!  I  pray  God  some  man  may  sport  with  your 
affections,  you  heartless  creature,  as  you  have  played  with 
mine,  and  make  you  suffer  what  I  suffer  now  !  " 

And  with  a  burst  of  inarticulate  grief  and  rage  he  flung 
oot  of  the  room. 

Laoie  sank  trembling  on  tlie  sofa  a  little  while  :  then  with 
a  mighty  effort  rose  and  went  to  comfort  her  sister. 
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EdouAnl  irmm  no  iiiom>to  Beauropftirc- 

There  li  Jin  old  French  proverb,  and  m  wise  oon,  "JKi 
fjVt^  i^^rimn  (pt^  J^iinpremi :  '^  it  meann   you  can  inslic  »• 

of  nothing  but  tiiis,  thai  matters  wtU  ttot  turn  wi  fiw  ffif 
sure  thejf  will ;  imd  for  this  feason  you,  who  ar«  ibli»kiii|i( 
ilikldc  because  trade  is  deeliniiig,  speeulfttkm  fidliit|r,  1 
ruptcy  impending^  or  your  liic  going  to  be  bli^ted  for 
by  unrequitetl  love — don't  do  Ul — ^wbf?tb<;r  yoo  aJ* 
Americmn,  French,  or  G^rmAH,  lifitoD  to  m  man  il^t 
wliat  is  what,  aod  dfmH  do  it  Why  ooi  f  hm^mum  M 
tbo^e  horrors  will  aflVct  yon  as  jou  are  pvoptetfipi  lM 
will.  The  joys  we  expect  are  not  go  brigbe,  tior  the  mMiH 
BO  dark  a^  we  fancy  they  wiU  he*  Bankrapicj  SMoiof  m 
one  thing,  come  m  quite  another :  aod  no  hmn  or  life  «^ 
he  really  blighr^id  at  twenty  years  of  iige*  The  I  r.  -  V 
girls,  that  are  picked  out  of  the  canal  alive,  marry  another 
man,  have  eight  brats,  and  screech  with  laughter  when  thej 
think  of  sweetheart,  and  probably  blockhead,  Na  1,  for 
whom  they  were  fools  enough  to  wet  tliemselves,  let  alooe 
kill  themselves.  This  happens  invariably.  The  love-ack 
girls,  that  are  picked  out  of  the  canal  dead,  have  fled  from 
short  lived  memory  to  eternal  misery,  from  guilt  that  time 
never  failed  to  cure,  to  anguish  incurable.  In  this  work! 
"  rien  n'est  certain  que  VimprevuJ^ 

Edouard  and  Laure  were  tender  lovers,  at  a  distance. 
How  much  happier  and  more  loving  they  thought  they  sbouH 
be  beneath  the  same  roof.  They  came  together.  Tbeir 
prominent  fauhs  of  character  rubbed:  the  secret  that  was  in 
the  house  did  its  work :  and,  altogether,  they  quarrelled. 

Dard  hacf  been  saying  to  Jacintha  for  ever  so  long,  ^  When 
granny  dies,  I  will  marry  you." 

Granny  died.  Dard  took  possession  of  her  little  property. 
Up  came  a  glittering  official,  and  turned  him  out.  He  was 
not  her  heir.  Perrin  the  notary  was  her  heir.  He  h*l 
bought  t\\e  \ti\ieT"\la.\icfc  o^  \ie.r  two  sons,  long  since  dead« 
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Dun]  htul  not  onlj  boked  on  the  cottAge  sod  eow  as  hi^ 
ul  luid  {!t]K»ki^n  ai  thtim  fvr  yeara.  The  tliaupjiuintiuetit  iinil 
^v  iTituy  of  tiin  ccimmiIcA  aie  into  him* 

I  will  Imive  Uib  cufschI  pla^'ts  1 "  said  he. 

'•'\ly   sent   for   him    to   Beaurepairep     He 

I.)  turn  J  with  the  noveltjf  of  a  fixed  salary, 

atbtt  fouiul  kim  a  new  little  odd  job  or  two.     She  aet  him 

\  daoce  OG  the  oak  floors  with  a  brush  fastened  to  his  right 

Kit ;  and,  iHh^r  a  rehe«irgal  or  twoj  she  mode  him  wait  at 

Dido^t   he  bang   the   things  about!    and   when   bd 

ught  a  ladjT  a  dish,  and  she  did  not   int^timtiy  attend,  he 

%vts   liL»r  elbow    a   poke   (o    attract   attufition:    then   she 

iiketl ;  and  he  ^uned  iit  bc^r  double  absurdity  in  mind- 

;  a  toodi^  and  not  minding  the  rejiJ  business  of  the  table, 

Hia  wn:>ngs  rmnkXed  in  hitu*     He  vonted  antique  phi*asei*, 

^  I   waat   a  change— this   village   ia   the   last  place  the 

Jinigbtj  maiie,"  etc* 

He  was  attacked  with  a  moral  disease— vise.,   ho  iiSeeled 
company  of  soldiers.     They  had  seen  the  world.     He 
Qt  his  weekly  salary  carousing  with  the  mihtary^  a  elaa^ 
BO  brilliant  that  they  are  not  expected  to  pay  fc>r  their 
\  in  iUg  drink ;  ihey  contribute  the  iine*^dotes  arid  t!ie 
'  appeab  to  Hc^aTen. 
ff^ip&Ri  at  inany  recital^  the  heroes  of  whieh  lost  nothing 
Inking  tht*ir  own  historians,  Dard  imbibed  a  taste  for  tnili- 
Bture*     llis  very  talk,  which  u^M  Ut  be  rj  homely, , 
lo  ba  tinselled  with  big  wwelling  words  of  vatiiiy  ' 
sported  from  the  army.     I  need  hardly  my  these  bombn^ 
phrases  did  not  elevate  his  genera!  dialect:  tht^y  lay 
llftliict  npon  the  suriaee,  **  like  lumj»s  of  marl  u{k>u  a  barren 
|tencumhering  the  ground  they  ciinnot.  tVrtilize," 
cintba  reminded  him  of  an  incident  amnerU^f]  witfi  witr- 
rouodji. 
•*  Do  you  r«mcmlier  how  you  wrre  fU>wn   uptm    vour  luck 
Uien  you  itid  hut  cut  your  foot?    Why  tlmt  is  nothing  in  the 
ay.    They  never  go  out  to  light  but  some  c«m*i  bianV  '^\>fe. 
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mms  ofT,  and  acvme  with  legs  00^  ftcid  iome  wiiB  betnl^ 

iM>iiie  doTj't  comfh  back  at  all,  luid  iiow  wcmliJ  yon  like  that 

This  view  of  i^farfare  at  fii^t  cooled  Danl*a  itnpatltitx^ 

the  field.     But  the  fighting  half  of  his  hcarl  reaeffed  «i 

to  one  Sergeant  La  Croix :  not  a  had  iiaioe  fptr  a  mi 

aspirant.     This  st^rge^nt  was  at  thti  viUag©  on  a  short 

of  absence,  and  was  now  011I7  waiting  to  mitrcb  tlia 

cruits  to  Paris,  to  join  the  arm^  of  the  Bhine, 

Croix  was  a  man  who  could  by  the  force  of  his  el 

make  aoldiering  appear  the  most  deligbtiul  as  weH  m$ 

of  hnmaQ  pursuits.     His  tongue  6red  the  incsqierieiiaed 

with  a  loire  of  arm^s  as  do  the  drums  and  tnim|iel&  and 

laDt  ringing  tread  of  soldiers  marching  mider  cokir* 

blaze  and  bayonets  that  glitter  m  the  sujt.     He  would 

been  invaluable  in   England,  where  we  recruit  bjr  pi$!£ 

He  was  superfluous  in  France,  where  they  recruited  hj  oo^ 

pulsion  :  but  lie  was  omaniealaL  imd  lie  set  Dard  am^  one  oc 

two  more  on  fire.     Sergoant  La  Croix  had  so  keen  a  sense 

of  military  glory,  that  he   did  not  deign  to  descend  to  that 

merely  verbal  honour  civilians  call  veracity. 

To  speak  plainly,  the  sergeant  was  a  fluent,  fertile,  inte^ 
esting,  sonorous,  ever  ready,  and  most  audacious  liar:  ai»«i 
such  was  his  success,  that  Dard  and  one  or  two  more  became 
mere  human  fiction  pipes,  irrigating  a  small  rural  district  with 
false  views  of  military  life,  derived  from  that  inexhaustible 
spring.  At  last  the  long  threatened  conscription  was  levied: 
every  person  fit  to  bear  arms,  and  not  coming  under  the  al- 
lowed exceptions,  had  a  number  given  him  :  and  at  a  certain 
hour  the  numbers  corresj)onding  to  these  were  deposite<i  in 
an  urn,  and  one  third  of  them  were  drawn  in  presence  of  ili** 
authorities.  Those  men  whose  numbers  were  drawn  had  «• 
go  for  soldiers.  Jacintha  awaited  tin;  result  in  great  tremor. 
She  could  not  sit  at  home.  She  left  the  chateau,  and  went 
down  the  road  to  meet  Dard,  who  had  promised  to  come  and 
tell  her  the  result  as  soon  as  known.  At  last  she  saw  Lim 
approaching  m  a  dvsc«usolate  way. 
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<^OhI  Dard,  speak  I  are  we  undone?  are  you  a  dead 
man  ?  **  cried  she. 

"What  d'ye  mean?" 

"  Have  they  made  a  soldier  of  you  ?  " 

**  No  such  luck :  I  shall  die  a  man  of  all  work." 

^  And  you  are  sorry  ?  you  unnatural  little  monster  I  you 
have  no  feeling  for  me,  then  ?  " 

**  Oh,  yes  I  I  have ;  but  glory  is  No.  1  with  me  now,  citi- 
senessl" 

"  How  loud  the  little  bantams  crow  ?  You  leave  glory  to 
six  feet  high,  Dard." 

**  General  Bonaparte  isn't  much  higher  than  I  am,  and 
gkny  sits  upon  his  brow.  Why  shouldn't  glory  sit  upon  my 
brow?" 

'^  Because  it  would  weigh  you  down,  and  smother  you,  you 
little  fooL" 

"  Oh !  we  know  you  girls  don't  care  for  reputation." 

"Don't  we  though?" 

**  But  you  care  for  the  blunt" 

«  Agreed  1" 

**  Well  then  soldiers  are  the  boys  that  make  it," 

**  La  I  Dard,  I  never  heard  that  before." 

**  At  the  wars  I  mean  :  pillaging  and  cetera,  not  on  three 
8008  a  day  here  at  home  of  course.  Why  Jacintha,"  said 
Dard,  lowering  his  voice  mysteriously,  "  there's  scarce  a 
soldier  in  the  army  that  hasn't  got  a  thousand  francs  hid  in 
bis  knapsack." 

"  La  I  now  I  But,  then,  what  is  the  use  of  it  if  he  is  to  be 
killed  next  minute  ?  " 

« I'll  tell  you.     When  the  soldier  is  dead " 

«  Yes  Dard." 

"  The  general  turns  it  into  paper  money,  and  sends  it  home 
to  the  Minister  of  War." 

"  Ay !  like  enough." 

"  Bis  takes  it,  and  puts  as  much  to  it  out  of  the  public 
chest:  then  he  sends  it  all  to  the  dead  inASL^  ^nVL^  w^Kl  V^ 
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has  got  no  wife,  to  his  sweetheart  Then  with  that  she  en 
marry  the  chap  that  she  has  heen  taking  up  with  all  the  tune 
the  first  was  getting  his  brains  knocked  out.  Oh,  I  am  up  to 
all  the  moves  now  1 " 

"  But  Dard,  70a  forget,  I  couldn't  bear  70a  to  be  killed  it 
any  price." 

^^  Ko  more  could  I,"  was  the  frank  reply ;  ^  but  I  shouldn't. 
The  enemy  always  fire  too  high:  thafs  through  nerviahness! 
We've  licked  'em  so  often.  Most  of  the  bullets  go  over  oar 
army  altogether  into  the  trees  round  about  the  field  of  battle: 
the  chaps  that  do  get  killed  are  your  six  foot  ones:  their  stu- 
pid heads  are  always  in  the  way  of  everything  you  knov. 
My  heart  is  quite  down  about  it  girL  Here  is  my  number, 
ninety  nine ! " 

"  And  it  was  not  drawn  Dard,  you  are  sure  ?  ** 

"  No  !  I  tell  you  that  I  saw  them  all  drawn.  I  saw  the 
last  number  in  the  gentleman's  hand :  it  was  sixty  something- 
So  I  came  to  tell  you,  because — because " 

"  Because  you  were  as  glad  as  I  am.  I  don't  thmk  but 
what  a  bullet  would  kill  a  little  one  as  well  as  a  big  <»& 
You  are  well  out  of  that  Dard.  Come  and  help  me  draw 
the  water." 

"  Well !  since  there  is  no  immortal  glory  to  be  picked  up 
today,  I  will  go  in  for  odd  jobs  again." 

"  That  is  you  Dard.     That  is  what  you  are  fittest  for." 

While  they  were  drawing  the  water,  a  voice  was  hetrf 
hallooing.  Dard  looked  up,  and  there  was  a  rigid  milituj 
figure,  with  a  tremendous  moustache,  peering  about.  Dud 
was  overjoyed. 

'^  It  is  my  friend  !  it  is  my  boon  companion  I  Come  here^ 
old  fellow.     Ain't  I  glad  to  see  you  I  that  is  all  ?  '* 

La  Croix  marched  towards  the  pair. 

"AVliat  are  you  sculking  here  for  recruit  ninety  tune?** 
said  he  sternly  dropping  the  boon  companion  in  the  sergeant: 
"  the  rest  are  on  the  road." 

'^ The  rest  old  fellow?  what  do  you  mean?  why  I  was  Dfll 
drawn." 
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«  Yes  you  were.** 

«  No  I  wasn't" 

"  Thunder  of  war,  but  I  say  you  were.  Yours  was  the 
last  number.** 

^That  is  an  unlucky  guess  of  yours,  for  I  saw  the  last 
number.  Look  here :  and  he  fumbled  in  -his  pocket  and  pro- 
duced his  number. 

La  Croix  instantly  fished  out  a  corresponding  number. 

^Well:  and  here  you  are:  this  was  the  last  number 
drawn.* 

Dard  burst  out  laughing. 

'^  You  goose,"  said  he,  **  that  is  sixty  six — ^look  at  it" 

^  Sixty  six,"  roared  the  sergeant,  "  no  more  than  yours  is 
— they  are  both  sixty  six's  when  you  play  tricks  with  them, 
and  turn  them  up  like  that :  but  they  are  both  ninety  nines 
when  you  look  at  them  fair." 

Dard  scratched  his  head. 

**  Come  no  shirking :  make  up  his  bundle  girl,  and  let  us 
be  off,  we  have  got  our  marching  orders.  We  are  going  to 
the  Rhine." 

^  And  do  you  think  I  will  let  him  go?"  screamed  Jacintha. 
**  No  I  I  will  say  one  word  to  Madam  Raynal,  and  she  will 
boy  him  a  substitute  directly." 

Dard  stopped  her  fiercely. 

^  No  I  I  have  told  all  in  the  Tillage  that  I  would  go  the 
font  chance:  it  is  come  and  I'll  go.  I  won't  stay  to  be 
laughed  at  about  this  too.  If  I  was  sure  to  be  cut  in  pieces 
Fd  go  I  give  over  blubbering  my  lass,  and  get  us  a  bottle  of 
the  best  wine,  and  while  we  are  drinking  it,  the  sergeant  and 
I,  you  make  up  my  bundle.     I  shall  never  do  any  good  here." 

Jacintha  knew  the  obstinate  toad.  She  did  as  she  was 
bid,  and  soon  the  little  bundle  was  ready,  and  the  two  men 
&ced  the  wine :  La  Croix,  radiant  and  bellicose — Dard,  crest 
fidlen  but  dogged  (for  there  was  a  little  bit  of  good  French 
Stuff  at  the  bottom  of  the  creature),  and  Jacintha  rocking 
herself  with  her  apron  over  her  head. 
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La 

dcr.'  " 

Jacintha.— "  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  1  oh  I  oh  !  - 

Dard  (angrily). — "  Do  drop  that  JaciDtba— do  you  tbink 
that  is  encouraging — Sergeant  I  told  this  poor  ^1  all  about 
glory  before  yon  came,  but  she  was  not  ripe  lor  it — say  solB^ 
thing  to  cheer  her  up,  for  I  can't." 

^  I  can ! "  cried  this  trumpet  of  battle,  emptying  its  gh» 
"  Attention  young  woman." 

**  Oh  !  dear  !  oh  dear !  yes  sir." 

''  A  French  soldier  is  a  man  who  carries  France  in  la 
heart." 

'<  But  if  the  cruel  foreign  soldiers  kill  him  ?  oh !  ** 

"  If  they  do,  he  does  not  care  a .     Every  man  nut 

die :  horses  likewise  and  dogs,  and  donkeys  when  they  cone 
to  the  end  of  their  troubles.  But  dogs  and  donkeys  and 
chaps  in  blouses  can't  die  gloriously  as  Dard  may,  if  he  hu 
any  luck  at  all :  so,  from  this  hour,  if  there  was  twice  as  fit- 
tie  of  him,  be  proud  of  him,  for  from  this  time  he  is  a  ptit 
of  France  and  her  renown.  Come,  recruit  ninety  niiN^ 
shoulder  your  traps  at  duty's  call,  and  let  us  go  off  in  fom 
Attention  1  !  Quick — ^march !  Ten  thousand  devils !  is  tint 
the  way  I  showed  you  to  march  ?  Didn't  I  tell  you  to  rtart 
from  the  lefl  leg  ?  Now  try  again.  Quick — march !  lA, 
right — left,  right — left,  right.  Now  you've  got  it — vnix 
ye — KEEP  it,  left,  right — left,  right — ^left,  right  And  Ike 
sergeant  marched  the  little  odd  jobber  t<f  the  wars. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

JoBEPHiNB. — ^  Laure,  the  doctor  is  cold  to  me." 

Laure. — "  And  to  me  too." 

Josephine. — ^  I  have  noticed  it  ever  since  we  came  from 
Frejus,  Laure." 

Laure. — "  Yes,  and  I  have  no  patience  with  him :  of  course 
^OQ  know  whj  it  is  ?  " 

Josephine. — *^  No  !  would  to  Heaven  I  did  I  '* 

Laure. — "  It  is  jealousy  :  these  men  are  twice  as  jealous 
aa  we  are,  and  about  twice  as  many  things.  We  had  another 
doctor  at  Frejus." 

Josephine. — ^  But  how  could  I  help  ?  No  I  It  must  be 
nore  than  that     Oh !  if  he  suspects  I ! ! " 

Laure. — *^  No  dear  I  now  don't  torment  yourself.  I  saw 
bu  face  when  he  said,  '  I  decline  to  interfere  with  another 
doctor^a  patients  I '  '  Another  doctor's  patients  too  I '  such  a 
phrase!" 

Josephine. — ^  Pray  Heaven  you  may  be  right  1  He  is 
▼ery  cold  to  us,  especially  to  me." 

Laore  (sharply). — **  Don't  be  fanciful,  dear." 

Josephine. — ^  Forgive  me.  Let  us  speak  of  something 
dse.     What  have  you  done  to  Edouard  ?  " 

Laure. — ^  That  is  a  question  I  have  answered,  let  me  see, 
twelve  times." 

Josephine^ — ^*  Yes,  Laure,  but  your  answers  were  no  an- 
swers at  all,  and  I  want  the  truth." 

Laur^ — ^''He  is  a  little  ill-tempered,  jealous,  tyrannical 
wretch." 
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Josephine. — ^  Who  is  he  jealous  of?  * 

Laure  made  a  face,  and  began  to  ooant  on  her  fingos 
«  First,  of  Camille  Diyardin." 

Josephine.—"  Oh  1 " 

Laure. — "  Secondly,  of  Josephine  de  Beanrepaire." 

Josephine.—"  Ah  1 " 

Laure.—"  Thirdly,  of  all  the  world." 

Josepliine. — "  I  must  hear  his  account,  and  make  jw 
friends  again." 

Laure  opened  her  mouth  to  remonstrate,  but  Josephine 
implored  her  to  let  her  have  her  own  way. 

"  I  have  not  many  joys  Laure :  this  one  we  can  all  havCi 
the  pleasure  of  making  peace  between  our  friends  that  ta^ 
understand  one  another." 

"  My  poor  sister ! "  cried  Laure,  "  when  will  you  think  of 
yourself,  and  leave  fools  and  egotists  to  mend  their  own 
breakages  ?  " 

"  You  consent  to  my  interference  Laure  ?  ** 

No  answer. 

Edouard  the  moment  his  temper  cooled  became  veiy  eai 
He  longed  to  be  friends  again  i;\ath  Laure,  but  he  did  not 
know  how.  Ilis  own  pride  held  him  back,  and  so  did  his 
fear  that  he  had  gone  too  far,  and  that  his  offended  mi^treji 
would  not  listen  to  an  offer  of  reconciliation  from  him. 

What  a  change  !  He  sat  down  alone  now  to  all  his  little 
meals.  No  sweet  mellow  voices  in  his  ear  after  the  fktigiiei 
of  the  day. 

His  landlady  brought  him  in  a  letter  in  a  lady's  hand- 
writing. His  heart  gave  a  leap.  But  on  examining  it,  hi 
was  disappointed.  It  was  something  like  Laure's,  but  it  wis 
not  hers.  It  proved  to  be  three  lines  from  Josephine :  re- 
questing him  to  come  and  speak  to  her.  He  went  orer 
directly.     Josephine  was  in  the  Pleasance. 

"What  has  she  been  doing  to  you,  dear,"  began  she 
kindly. 
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^  Has  not  she  told  you,  Madam  Rajnal  ?  " 

"No!" 

"  liut  she  has  told  you  what  /said  to  A^  ?"  said  Edouard 
looking  uneasy. 

"  No :  she  is  refractory.  She  will  tell  me  nothing :  and 
that  makes  me  fear  she  is  the  one  in  fault." 

"  Oh  !  if  she  does  not  accuse  me,  I  am  sure  I  will  not  ac- 
cuse her.  I  dare  say  I  am  to  blame :  it  is  not  her  fault  that 
I  cannot  make  her  love  me." 

"But  you  can  :  she  does." 

"  Yes !  but  she  loves  others  better,  and  she  holds  me  out 
no  hope  it  will  ever  be  otherwise.  You  are  an  angel,  Joseph- 
ine :  but  on  this  one  point  how  can  I  hope  for  your  sympathy. 
Alas  I  you  are  my  most  terrible  rival" 

**  I  don't  understand  you." 

^  She  told  me  plainly,  she  never  could  love  me  as  she  loves 
you." 

"  And  you  believed  her  ?" 

**  I  saw  no  reason  to  disbelieve  her." 

"  Foolish  boy  I  Dear  Edouard,  you  must  not  attach  so 
much  importance  to  every  word  we  say.  Does  my  sister  at 
her  age  know  everything  ?  is  she  a  prophet  ?  Perhaps  she 
really  fancies  she  will  always  love  her  sister  as  she  does 
now  ?  but  you  are  a  man  of  sense :  you  ought  to  smile  and 
let  her  talk.  When  you  marr}-  her  you  will  take  her  to  your 
own  house.  She  will  only  see  me  now  and  then.  She  will 
have  you  and  your  affection  always  present.  Each  day  some 
new  tie  between  you  and  her.  You  two  will  share  every  joy, 
every  sorrow.  Your  children  playing  at  your  feet,  and  re- 
Hecting  the  features  of  both  parents,  will  make  you  one: 
jour  hearts  will  melt  together  in  that  blessed  union  which 
noses  earth  so  near  to  heaven  ;  and  then  you  will  wonder 
jon  could  ever  be  jealous  of  poor  Josephine,  who  must  never 
hope — ^ah!  me  I" 

'^  Edouard,  wrapped  up  in  himself,  mistook  Josephine's 
1  ai  the  picture  she  had  drawn  of  conjugal  love.     He 
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s4)oUied  her,  vowet  fliioii  Me  honor  be  ne^er  would  ] 
Irfiurci  from  h«n" 

»*  My  (lt!ar  lister/'  he  cried  :  "  yoii  are  an  j 
a  fiend.  Ji^ilcjUfJ^j'  mi  tat  be  tUe  ioear»eit  of  all  sentiineo 
never  will  be  jejilous  again — above  all,  jealous  t/f  joa, 
angel :  after  all  jou  are  my  si&ler,  as  well  aa  be 
huA  a  right  to  love  you  since  1  love  jou*** 

**  You  make  me  very  happy  wheo  yon  talk  w^ 
Jc»sepKiiie  ;  **  peace  is  made  ?  " 

"  Never  again  to  be  broken*  I  Tfill  go,  and  ask  bi& 
don*     What  is  the  matter  now  ?  " 

Jafintha  wa^^  cackling  very  load,  aod  disxnifising  wiJJ 
nomiiiy  two  beg^n*  male  and  female- 

Jacintba  waa  iodustry  personified,  and  had  no  symf 
with  roendidty*  In  vain  the  couple  protested^  H< 
know^  with  what  trulli,  that  they  were  not  begpa% 
mechanics  out  of  work.  "  March  !  tramp  !  "  was  Jacin 
least  word.  She  added,  giving  the  rein  to  her  iraaginati 
"  ril  loose  the  dog.'*  The  man  moved  away,  the  wc 
turned  appealingly  to  Edouard.  He  and  Josephine  ( 
towards  the  group.  She  ha/l  got  a  sort  of  large  hood, 
in  that  hood  slie  carried  an  infant  on  her  shoulders.  J 
phine  inspected  this  aiTangement. 

"  It  looks  sickly  poor  little  thing." 

**  What  can  you  expect  my  young  lady  ?  its  mother 
to  rise  and  go  about  when  she  ought  to  have  been  in 
bed :  and  now  she  has  not  enough  to  give  it." 

*'  Oh  dear  I  "  cried  Josejdiine.  *'  Jacintha,"  she  cried,  **  j 
them  some  good  food,  and  a  nice  bottle  of  wine." 

"  That  I  will,"  cried  Jacintha,  changing  her  tone,  ^ 
courtier-Hke  alacrity.     ''  I  did  not  see  she  was  nursing.** 

Josephine  put  a  franc  into  the  infant's  hand  :  the  little 
gers  closed  on  it  with  that  instinct  of  appropriation,  w: 
is  our  first,  and  often  our  last  sentiment.  Josephine  sib 
lovingly  on  the  child,  and  the  child  seeing  that  gave  a  a 
crow. 
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"  Bless  it,"  said  Josephine,  and  thereupon  her  lovely  head 
reared  itself  like  a  crested  snake's,  and  then  darted  down  on 
the  child  :  and  the  young  noble  kissed  the  beggar's  brat  as 
if  she  would  eat  it. 

This  won  the  mother's  heart  more  than  even  the  gifts. 

"  Blessings  on  you  my  lady,"  she  cried.  "  I  pray  the 
liord  not  to  forget  this  when  a  woman's  trouble  comes  on 
you  in  your  turn  !  It  is  a  small  child,  mademoiselle,  but  it  is 
not  an  unhealthy  one.  See.  Inspection  was  offered  and 
eagerly  accepted. 

Edouard  stood  looking  on  at  some  distance  in  amazement, 
mingled  with  disgust. 

^  Ugh ! "  said  he  when  she  rejoined  him,  "  how  could  you 
kiss  that  nasty  little  brat  ?  " 

^  Dear  Edouard,  don't  speak  so  of  a  poor  little  innocent 
Who  would  pity  them  if  we  women  did  not  ?    It  had  lovely 


"  Like  saucers  ! " 

«Yes." 

"  It  is  no  compliment  when  you  are  affectionate  to  any- 
body :  you  overflow  with  benevolence  on  all  creation ;  like 
the  rose  which  sheds  its  perfume  on  the  first  comer." 

"  If  he  is  not  going  to  be  jealous  of  me  next ! "  whined 
Josephine. 

She  took  him  to  Laure,  and  she  said — **  There,  whenever 
good  friends  quarrel,  it  is  understood  they  were  both  in  the 
wrong.  Bygones  are  to  be  bygones,  and  when  your  time 
oomes  round  to  quarrel  again,  please  consult  me  first,  since 
it  is  me  you  will  afilict." 

She  lefl  them  together  and  went  and  tapped  timidly  at 
the  doctor's  study. 

Monsieur  Sl  Aubin  received  her  with  none  of  that  cold- 
ness she  had  seen  in  him.  He  appeared  both  surprised  and 
pleased  at  her  visit  to  his  little  sanctum.  He  even  showed 
an  emotion  Josephine  was  at  a  loss  to  account  for.  But  that 
wore  off  during  the  omvenation. 

20 
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**  Dear  frit*ii(l»"  said  she,  *^  I   oame   to  c^^qj^uU  jnoa 
Lfiur^?  mid  Eilotmrd." 

She   then   UM  htm  what  liad   hap|>eiied,  anil  huitAd 

EHouttrd'fi  one  fault. 

The  doctor  amiled, 

"  It  is  curious,"  said  he-  **  You  faaf  e  domv  to  draw  of 
alteDiioi)  to  a  point  on  wlucU  it  has  been  fixtn!  for  «iiw?  li^ 
past  I  am  pn- pa  ring  a  cure  for  iho  two  j-onng  Hwki  1 
^Tere  remedj,  but  in  their  ca.?e  a  sure  ono/* 

He  then  @bc>wed  her  a  deedj  wherein  he  had  &t>trfod  fuJ? 
thousand  francs  on  Laure  and  her  ebiKlrefi, 

''  EJouard  has  a  good  place*  He  is  netive  aad  rim^W 
with  mj  sixty  thou.saud  franc?,  and  it  litll«  puTvc  ol  !«• 
thou&and  more  lor  furoiture  and  nonsense,  ihey  can  mwiy 
next  week  if  they  like.  Yes,  marriage  is  a  tnedidn^  whicfc 
acts  difft-rtiTitly  on  good  men  and  good  women.  S\\e  Jf** 
not  love  liim  (jiiite  enough.  Cure — marriage."  He  loves 
her  a  little  too  much.     Cure — marriage  !  " 

"Oh!  doctor!" 

"  Can't  help  it.  I  did  not  make  men  and  women.  Wc 
must  take  human  nature  as  we  find  it,  and  thank  God  fori: 
on  the  whole.  Have  you  nothing  else  to  confide  to  rae,  mj 
dear  ?  " 

*'  No,  doctor." 

"  Are  you  sure,  my  child  ?  " 

"  No,  dear  friend." 

"  Then  there  is  only  this  thing  in  which  I  can  cooperate 
with  you?" 

"  But  this  is  very  near  my  heart,"  faltered  Josephine^ 

The  doctor  sighed.     He  then  said  gently — 

"  They  shall  be  happy :  as  happy  as  you  wish  them." 

Meantime,  in  another  room,  a  reconciliation  scene  ^a? 
taking  place,  and  the  mutual  concessions  of  two  impetuour 
but  generous  spirits. 

The  doctor's  generosity  transpired  in  the  house,  and  the 
wedding  became  an  understood  thing.  All  Laure  asked  for 
Mas  to  see  more  colour  in  Josephine's  cheek. 
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^  I  could  not  leave  her  as  she  is,  and  I  will  not" 

•*  Why  leave  her  at  all  ?  **  said  Edouard ;  "  we  will  have 
her  and  nurse  her  till  my  dear  commandant  comes  back  to 
her." 

The  baroness's  sight  had  failed  considerably  for  some 
months  past  But  the  change  in  Josephine*s  appearance  was 
too  marked  to  escape  her. 

She  often  asked  Laure  what  could  be  the  matter. 

^  Some  passing  aihnent'* 

^  Passing  ?     She  has  been  so,  on  and  off,  a  long  time." 

"  The  doctor  is  sure  she  will  outgrow  it." 

^'  Pray  Heaven  she  may.     She  makes  me  very  anxious." 

Laure  made  light  of  it  to  her  mother,  but  in  her  own  heart 
ahe  grew  more  and  more  anxious  day  by  day.  She  held 
secret  conferences  with  Jacintha;  that  sagacious  personage 
had  a  plan  to  wake  Josephine  from  her  deathly  languor,  and 
even  soothe  her  nerves,  and  check  those  pitiable  fits  of 
nervous  irritation  to  which  she  had  become  subject.  Unfor- 
tunately Jacintha's  plan  was  so  difficult  and  so  dangerous,  that 
at  first  even  the  courageous  Laure  recoiled  from  it :  but  there 
are  dangers  that  seem  to  diminish  when  you  look  them  long 
in  the  face. 

The  whole  party  was  seated  in  the  tapestried  room :  Ja- 
cintha was  there,  sewing  a  pair  of  sheets,  at  a  respectful 
distance  from  the  gentlefolks,  absorbed  in  her  work ;  but  with 
both  ears  on  full  cock. 

The  doctor,  holding  his  glasses  to  his  eye,  had  just  began 
to  read  out  the  Moniteur. 

The  baroness  sat  close  to  him ;  Edouard  opposite ;  and  the 
young  ladies  each  in  her  comer  of  a  large  luxurious  sofa,  at 
aome  little  distance. 

^ '  The  Austrians  lefl  seventy  cannon,  eight  thousand  men, 
and  three  colours  upon  the  field.'    Aha !  " 

"•Army  of  the  North:  General  Menard  defeated  the 
enemy  afler  a  sevwe  engagement,  taking  thirteen  field  pieces 
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and  a  quantity  of  ammunition.'     The  military  news  oaglit  to 
be  printed  larger  instead  of  smaller  than  the  rest." 

The   Baroness. — ^''And  there   is   never  anjthing  in  the 
MonitetirJ* 
.  St  Aubin. — "  The  deuce  there  is  nof* 

Baroness. — ^  It  is  always  the  same  thing :  it  is  onlj  tlie 
6giires  that  vary.  So  many  cannon  taken,  bo  many  fiv- 
tresses,  and  so  many  colours.  There  is  never  anything  aboot 
Egypt,  the  only  thing  that  interests  people.** 

St.  Aubin.—*'  *  Army  of  the  Rhine.'  If  I  was  kii^  I 
would  put  down  small  type :  it  is  the  greatest  foe  knowledge 
has.  'A  sanguinary  engagement— eight  thousand  of  the 
enemy  killed  and  wounded.  We  have  some  losses  to  lamsot 
The  Colonel  Dujardin ' " 

Josephine. — **  Ah !  ** 

Baroness. — "  Only  wounded  I  hope  ?  " 

St.  Aubin. — "<  At  the  head  of  the  22nd  brigade  madet 
brilliant  cliarge  on  the  enemy's  flank,  that  is  described  in  the 
general  order  as  having  decided  the  fate  of  the  battle.'  Bravo. 
well  done  Camille  !  " 

Baroness. — **  How  badly  you  do  read  monsieur.  I  thought 
he  was  gone ;  instead  of  that  he  has  covered  himself  widi 
glory :  but  it  is  all  our  doing,  is  it  not  young  ladies  ?  We 
saved  his  life." 

St.  Aubin. — ^**  We  saved  it  amongst  us  madam." 

Edouard. — "  What  is  the  matter,  Laure  ?" 

Laure. — **  Nothing :  give  me  the  salts,  quick." 

She  only  passed  them,  as  it  were,  under  her  own  nostrils; 
then  held  them  to  Josephine,  who  was  now  observed  to  be 
trembling  all  over.  Laure  contrived  to  make  it  appear  thit 
this  was  mere  sympathy  on  Josephine's  part. 

"  Don't  be  silly,  girls,"  cried  the  baroness,  cheerfuBj; 
"  there  is  nobody  killed  that  we  care  about" 

Jacintha. — ''If  you  please,  monsieur,  is  there  anjthiDg 
about  Dard?" 

St  Aubin.— <<  There  wdn't  be  anything  about  him,  till  k 
is  knocked  on  the  head." 
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Jacintha.— ^  Then  I  don't  want  to  hear  anything  about 
him  at  all." 

At  this  yeiy  moment,  the  new  servant,  Fanchette,  whom 
the  baroness  had  hired,  to  Jacintba*s  infinite  disgust,  brought 
in  the  long-expected  letter  from  Egypt 

Baroness. — ^  Here  is  something  better  than  salts  for  you. 
It  is  a  long  letter,  Josephine,  and  all  in  his  own  hand.  So 
he  is  safe,  thank  Heaven  I  I  was  begmning  to  be  uneasy 
again.  You  frightened  me  for  that  poor  Camille :  but  this 
is  worth  a  dozen  Camilles.  This  is  my  son.  I  would  give 
my  old  life  for  him.'' 

"  My  dear  Mother, — (*  Bless  him  I ') — ^my  dear  wife,  and 
my  dear  sister, — (*  Well  I  you  sit  there  like  two  rocks !  I ') 
^We  have  just  gained  a  battle — ^fifty  colours.  (*  What  do 
you  think  of  that  ? ')  All  the  enemy's  baggage  and  ammuni- 
tion are  in  our  hands.  (^  This  is  something  like  a  battle,  this 
one.')  Also  the  Pacha  of  Natolie.  ('  Ah !  the  Pacha  of 
Natolie — an  important  personage,  no  doubt,  though  I  never 
had  the  honor  of  hearing  of  him.  Do  you  hear  ? — ^you  on 
the  sofa.  My  son  has  captured  the  Pacha  of  Natolie.  He 
is  as  brave  as  Csesar.')  But  this  success  is  not  one  of  those 
that  lead  to  important  results,  (^  Never  mind,  a  victory  is  a 
victory  I ')  and  I  think  we  shall  be  a  long  time  in  this  con- 
founded country." 

Here  a  glance  quick  as  lightning  passed  between  Jose- 
phine and  Laure. 

^ '  Have  you  news  of  your  patient,  my  old  companion  in 
arms,  Dujardin  ?  I  spoke  of  him  to  Bonaparte  the  other 
day.  A  thorough  soldier,  that  fellow.'  (So  he  is:  and  a 
charming  young  man.)  Come  h^re,  Josephine.  She  read  to 
Josephine  in  a  somewhat  lower  tone  of  voice  :  '  Tell  my  ^-ife 
I  love  her  more  and  more  every  day.  I  don't  expect  ad 
-much  from  her,  but  she  will  make  me  very  happy  if  she  can 
make  shift  to  like  me  as  well  as  her  family  do.'  No  danger  I 
What  husband  deserves  to  be  loved  as  he  does  ?  I  long  for 
his  retunii  that  his  wife,  his  mother,  and  his  sister  may  all 
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combine  to  teach  this  poor  soldier  what  happiness 

We  owe  him  everything,  Josephine,  and  if  we  did  not  low 

him,  and  make  him   happy,  we  should  be   monsters ;  nw 

should  we  not  ?  " 
Josephine. — "  Yes." 

"  Now  you  may  aU  of  you  read  his  letter.     Jadntha  ai 
all,"  said  the  baroness,  graciously. 

The  letter  circulated.     Meantime  the  baroness  convened 
with  St  Aubin  in  quite  an  undertone. 
"  My  friend,  look  at  that  child ! " 
"  What  child  ?  " 

'*  Josephine.     See  how  pale  she  is.     I  noticed  it  the  mo- 
ment she  came  near  me." 

"  Her  nerves  are  weak,  and  I  frightened  her." 
<<  No  !  no !  it  is  more  than  that     She  has  lost  her  a|^ 
-    tite.     She  never  laughs.     She  sighs.     That  girl  is  ill,  or  else 
she  is  going  to  be  ill.'* 

"  Neither  the  one  nor  the  other  madam,"  said  St  Aubin, 
looking  her  coolly  in  the  face. 

*<But  I  say  she  is.     Is   a  doctor's   eye   keener  than  t 
mother's  ?  " 

"  Considerably,"  replied  the  doctor  with  cool  and  enviable 
effrontery." 

The  baroness  rose. 

**  Now,  children,  for  our  evening  walk.     We  shall  enjoy  it 
now." 

"  I  trust  you  may  :  but  for  all  that  I  must  forbid  the  even- 
ing air  to  one  of  the  party — to  Madam  RaynaL" 
The  baroness  came  to  him  and  whispered — 
*'  That  is  right.     Thank ,  you.     See  what  is  the  matter 
with  her,  and  tell  me."     And  she  carried  off  the  rest  of  the 
party. 

At  the  same  time  Jacintha  asked  permission  to  pass  the 
rest  of  the  evening  with  her  relations  in  the  village. 

But  why  that  swift,  quivering  glance  of  intelligence  be- 
tween Jacintha  and  Laure  de  Beaurepaire  when  the  baroness 
said—"  Yes,  certawaVy.'' 
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Josephine  and  the  doctor  were  lefl  alone. 

Josephine  had  noticed  the  old  people  whisper  and  her 
mother  glance  her  waj,  and  the  whole  woman  was  on  her 
guard.  She  assumed  a  languid  complacency,  and,  bj  way  of 
shield,  if  necessary,  took  some  work,  and  bent  her  eyes  and 
apparently  her  attention  on  it. 

The  doctor  was  silent  and  ill  at  ease. 

She  saw  he  had  something  weighty  on  his  mind,  and  that 
it  would  come  out,  unless  she  could  divert  it  A  yague  fear 
prompted  her  to  avoid  all  weighty  topics.  So  she  said  qui- 
etly— 

"  The  air  would  have  done  me  no  harm." 

"  Neither  will  a  few  words  with  me." 

^  Oh  no !  dear  friend.  I  think  I  should  have  liked  a  little 
walk  this  evening." 

^  I  played  the  tyrant.     A  friend  is  sometimes  a  tyrant !  " 

^  I  forgive  you.  My  walk  is  not  lost,  since  I  gain  a  tete  a 
iete  with  you  in  exchange  for  it." 

The  doctor  took  no  notice  of  this  somewhat  hollow  speech. 
There  was  another  silence.     A  very  long  one. 

"  Josephine,"  said  the  doctor  quietly,  "  when  you  were  a 
child  I  saved  your  life." 

"  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  speak  of  it  I  was  choked 
by  the  croup,  and  you  had  the  courage  to  lance  my  wind- 
pipe." 

^  Had  I,"  said  the  doctor,  with  a  smile.  He  added,  grave- 
ly, "it  seems  then  that  to  be  cruel  is  sometimes  kindness. 
Josephine,  we  love  those  whose  life  we  have  saved." 

"  And  they  love  you." 

"  Since  that  day,  Josephine,  how  many  kind  offices,  how 
sweet  and  sacred  an  affection  between  us  two.  Many  a  father 
and  daughter  might  have  taken  a  lesson  from  us." 

"  From  you,  my  second  father — not  from  me." 

"Yet  I  have  to  reproach  you  or  myself.  For  after  all 
these  years  I  have  failed  to  inspire  you  with  confidence." 
The  doctor's  voice  was  sad,  and  Josephine's  bosom  panted. 
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"Pray,  do  not  say  so,' 
with  my  life." 

«  But  not,  it  seems,  with  your  secret." 

"  My  secret  ?    What  secret  ?     I  have  no  secrets." 

'^  Josephine,  you  have  now  for  full  twelve  nKMitlis  suffered 
in  body  and  mind ;  yet  you  have  never  come  to  me  for  coo- 
sel,  for  comfort,  for  an  old  man's  experience  and  advice,  cr 
even  for  medical  aid." 

"  But,  dear  friend,  I  assure  you ** 

''  We  do  not  deceive  our  friend.  We  cannot  deceive  oo 
doctor." 

Josephine  trembled,  but  "women  are  not  to  be  drawn  at 
men  are.  She  fought  every  inch  of  ground  after  the  manner 
of  her  sex.  "  Dear  doctor,"  said  she,  ^  I  love  joa  all  tbe 
better  for  this.  Your  regard  for  me  has  for  once  blinded 
your  science.  I  am  not  so  robust  as  you  have  known  me, 
but  there  is  nothing  serious  the  matter  with  me.  Let  us  talk 
of  something  else.  Besides,  it  is  not  interesting  to  talk  about 
oneself." 

*^  Very  well,  since  there  is  nothing  serious  or  interesting  m 
your  case,  we  will  talk  about  something  that  is  both  seriooi 
and  interesting." 

<<  With  all  my  heart :  and  she  smiled  content  at  averting 
criticism  from  herself." 

"  We  will  talk  about  tour  child  !  " 

The  work  dropped  from  Josephine*s  hands,  she  turned  bfr 
face  wildly  on  St.  Aubin,  and  with  terrified  eyes  fixed  on 
him,  faltered  out — 

«  M— my  child  ?  " 

"My  words  are  plain,"  replied  he  gravely.  "Yoci 
CHILD  ! " 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

**  Jiien  fCest  certain  que  VimprivuJ* 

^  Our  success  leads  to  no  great  results,  and  I  fear  we  shall 
be  a  long  time  in  this  confounded  country."  So  wrote 
BajnaL 

Fortj-eight  hours  after  he  was  sailing  Franceward  with 
General  Bonaparte.  That  great  man  dropped  Egypt  sud- 
denly, very  suddenly  to  those  who  confound  the  date  of  an 
act  with  the  date  oP  the  secret  determination  that  has  pre- 
ceded it  who  knows  how  long  ?  He  dropped  Egypt,  not,  as 
his  small  critics  fancy,  because  France  and  he  could  not  have 
oontriTed  to  hold  a  comer  of  Egypt  to  this  day,  but  because 
he  had  discovered  he  could  not  make  of  little  Egypt  the  great 
8tepping-stone  he  had  intended. 

Take  this  clue  to  Napoleon  I. 

The  ends  of  ordinary  geniuses  were  his  means. 

Their  goals  his  stepping-stones. 

Goes  he  to  Egypt,  be  sure  he  goes  for  Syria  and  Assyria, 
at  least. 

If  Moscow — ^little  city  of  huts— thinks  he  went  to  Moscow 
for  Moscow,  it  pays  itself  too  great  a  compliment,  and  him 
too  small  a  one.     He  went  to  Moscow  for  Delhi  and  Canton. 

And  when  I  think  of  this  trait  in  him,  with  all  its  mental 
consequences,  I  come  by  my  art,  with  regret,  to  the  conchi- 
sion,  that  Napoleon  I.  was  at  no  period  of  his  career  a  happy 
man,  nor,  with  his  gigantic  estimate  of  success,  what  he  would 
call  a  very  successful  man ;  nor  much  gratified  by  the  sue- 
oesses  that  dazzled  all  the  rest  of  the  world. 
20»  . 
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In  the  magnitade  of  his  views  Napoleon  will  stand  aku 
among  the  sons  of  earth  till  the  last  trumpet.  But  one  tnh 
he  shared  with  every  successful  genius,  whether  of  the  sword, 
the  pen,  or  the  brush.  Unsuccessful  geniuses  waste  them- 
selves. Successful  geniuses  laj  themselves  out  to  advanta^: 
aj,  economise  themselves — some  bj  calculation,  the  rest  bf 
instinct.  Napoleon  was  too  practical  to  waste  Napokoo 
long  on  Egypt  He  did  not  give  up  the  little  country  of  the 
great  pyramids  in  despair:  he  flung  it  up  by  calcnlatioo. 
The  globe  offered  greater  prizes — and  the  globe  was  hii 
province. 

He  came  swiftly  back  to  Paris,  and  Raynal,  who  was  m 
his  staff,  came  with  him,  but  not  to  stay.  He  was  to  go  cC 
without  a  day's  delay,  to  the  Rhine  with  dispatches  and  a 
command  as  brigadier  in  that  army. 
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CHAPTER    XXXVIL 

"  Tour  child  I " 

When  the  doctor  repeated  these  words,  when  Josephine 
looking  in  his  face  saw  he  spoke  from  knowledge,  however 
acquired,  and  not  from  guess,  she  glided  down  slowly  off  the 
sofa  and  clasped  his  knees  as  he  stood  before  her,  and  hid 
ber  face  in  an  agony  of  shame  and  terror  on  his  knees.  In 
this  attitude  they  were  surprised  by  Laure  who  had  slipped 
back  (on  a  pretence  of  forgetting  her  gloves)  to  see  what  St. 
Aubin  had  to  say  to  Josephine. 

Laure  opened  the  door  softly,  ^he  did  not  arrive  soon 
enough  to  hear  the  terrible  words :  but  she  saw  her  sister 
trembling  at  the  doctor *s  knees,  and  she  herself  stood  white 
and  panting.     ^  What  could  it  mean  ?  " 

"Forgive  me!"  cried  Josephine  in  a  choking  voice. 
^  Forgive  me  I  Oh  pray  do  not  expose  me !  Do  not 
destroy  me  I" 

Laure  lowered  her  head,  and  darted  behind  a  large  screen 
that  stood  in  the  room,  unseen  either  by  the  doctor,  whose 
back  was  turned  to  her,  or  by  her  sister,  who  was  hiding  her 
eyes  against  the  doctor's  knees. 

The  doctor  raised  Madam  Raynal  against  her  wilL  She 
was  so  ashamed,  she  could  not  bear  him  to  see  her  face.  But 
be  made  her  sit,  and  held  one  of  her  hands,  and  soothed  her 
terror  while  she  turned  firom  him  and  hid  her  face  on  her 
band,  and  her  hand  on  a  comer  of  the  couch. 

**  Shall  I  ever  expose,  or  wound  you,  foolish  one  ?  This  is 
to  keep  you  from  exposing  and  destroying  yourself.    Ua- 
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happy  child,  did  you  think  you  had  deceived  me,  or  that  jm 
are  fit  to  deceive  any  but  the  blind  ?  Your  face,  your  angndi 
after  Colonel  Dujardin's  departure — ^your  languor,  and  ibei 
your  sudden  robustness,  your  appetite,  your  caprices,  jcw 
strange  sojurn  at  Frejus,  your  changed  looks,  and  k»3  rf 
health  on  your  return?  Josephine,  your  old  friend  b» 
passed  many  an  hour  thinking  of  you,  divining  your  ib%T 
following  your  trouble  step  by  step,  not  invited  to  aid  joo, 
incapable  of  betraying  you." 

As  he  concluded  these  words,  Laure  came  running  towards 
him  with  tearful  eyes,  and  flung  both  her  arms  round  his 
neck. 

"  Ah,  my  poor  child  ! "  said  he ;  ^  this  is  not  a  secret  fer 
one  of  your  age  to  know  ! " 

"  Josephine  did  not  tell  me,"  was  the  prompt  answer. 

'<  Strange  that  nobody  should  think  me  a  proper  person  to 
be  trusted ! "  said  the  doctor. 

"  Dear  doctor !  if  I  had  respected  you  less,  I  could  have 
borne  to  confess  to  you.". 

"  No  !  no !  you  feared  me.  You  had  no  cause.  You  did 
not  trust  me.  You  had  every  reason  toa  I  will  show  jtm 
I  was  not  quite  unworthy  of  the  confidence  you  denied  me. 
First  I  was  worthy  of  it,  because  I  never  lost  my  confidence 
in  you,  Josephine.  Here  were  all  the  signs  of  an  illicit 
attachment.  Well,  what  did  I  say?  I  said  I  know  my 
Josephine.  I  went  to  the  mairie  at  Frejus  u]K>n  a  verr 
difftirent  pretence.  I  got  a  sight  of  the  books,  and  in  i 
minute  I  found  Camille's  name  and  yours.  Such  was  my 
confidence  in  you  who  had  none  in  me.  I  said  there  must 
have  been  a  marriage  of  some  sort." 

The  doctor  looked  round  triumphant  in  his  own  sagacity. 
Alas  !  he  missed  the  merited  applause.  Josephine  looked  in 
his  face  puzzled. 

"  Dear  friend,"  said  she  hesitating,  "  I  do  not  quite  under^ 
stand  you.  I  know  your  sagacity,  but  since  you  had  dis- 
covered I  was  a — ^a — smother,  of  course  you  know  I  must  be 
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a  wife.  How  ooald  I  be  a  mother  you  know,  unless  I  was  a 
wife  first?" 

The  doctor  wore  a  look  half  satirical,  half  tender :  he  took 
a  pinch  of  snuff.  "  That  is  very  true,"  said  he  mighty  drily. 
**  Well  I  revoke  my  claim  to  intelligence  on  that  score.  Let 
us  try  again.  Mivart  sent  you  some  soothing  draughts  after 
my  visit  to  Frejus — magical  ones  eh  ?  I  prescribed  them." 

^  Is  it  possible  ?  dearest,  best  of  friends — ah  I  I  have  been 
very  culpable  towards  you." 

"  Try  again :  a  fortnight  ago,  I  was  absent  two  days." 

"  Yes  !  and  you  never  told  us  where  you  had  been." 

^  I  was  at  Frejus :  that  virulent  disease  the  small  pox  was 
there." 

^  Oh !  heaven  I "  and  Josephine  clasped  her  hands  in 
terror. 

^  The  danger  is  past.  I  heard  of  it  Instantly  I  got  some 
▼accine  from  Paris,  and  I  went  over  to  Frejus,  for  I  said  to 
myself " 

The  doctor  never  said  it  to  anybody  but  himself:  for  ere 
he  concluded  his  sentence  he  was  almost  stifled  with  embraces 
and  kisses  by  the  young  mother.  In  the  midst  of  which  she 
ended  his  sentence  for  him. 

You  said — "  I  saved  Josephine's  life,  I  will  save  her  boy.** 

"  We  are  beginning  to  understand  one  another,"  said  the 
doctor,  with  a  strong  tendency  to  whimper,  for  which  he  took 
a  pinch  of  snuff  as  antidote.  Now  dears  I  will  tell  you 
what  I  have  divined,  and  you  shall  tell  me  the  rest,  and  then 
we  will  act  in  concert  The  news  came  of  Raynal's  death. 
You  thought  yourself  free,  that  I  understand.  But  why 
marry  so  soon,  and  why  not  marry  openly  ?  " 

Said  Laure  hastily — 

"It  was  all  his  fault" 

"Whose?" 

"No  I  no  I "  said  Josephine.  "  It  was  not  his  fault — ah  I 
do  not  throw  the  blame  on  the  absent  and  the  unhappy." 

"  I  am  not  going  to  blame  him  much.     He  was  a  man^  ajad 
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required  what  I  believe  all  young  men  do^-that  she  sboold 
sacrifice  every  feeling  to  him.     He  said,  if  you  love  me  job 
will  marry  me  before  the  priest,  and  erase  from  oar  mindi 
that  other  marriage.     She  refused." 
'*  Say  rather  I  hesitated." 

^  Well !  she  declined :  then  he  reproached  her  I  ** 
'<  Never  1  doctor,  dear  doctor,  Camille  never  reproached 
me :  he  only  pined  away  and  doubted  my  love.     My  resolii- 
tion  failed :  I  wanted  to  make  everybody  happy :  I  vdim- 
teerod  to  m^ry  him  secretly,  not  to  give  my  mother  pain.** 

*^  She  volunteered  1 "  cried  Laure  impatiently.  ^  It  wts 
I  who  forced  that  fatal  measure  on  her :  I  alone  am  to  blame : 
It  is  she  alone  who  suffers." 

"  Oh  concealment  I — concealment  I "  cried  the  doctor.  "  But 
you  are  punished  more  than  you  deserve.  I  understand  it 
all  too  well  I  your  story  is  but  the  story  of  your  sex — self- 
sacrifice.  I  dare  say  you  sacrificed  your  heart  to  your 
mother  in  marrying  Colonel  Raynal." 
"She  did!— she  did!" 

"  Then  you  sacrificed  every  feeling  but  pity  to  your  lover. 
And  now  you  will  sacrifice  everything  to  your  husband." 

"  He  is  well  worthy  of  any  sacrifice  I  can  make,"  said 
Josephine ;  "  but,  oh  sir,  if  you  knew  how  hard  it  is  to  me 
to  live  I " 

"  I  hope  to  make  it  less  hard  to  you  ere  long,"  said  the 
doctor  quietly.  He  then  congratulated  himself  on  having 
forced  Josephine  to  confide  in  him.  "  For,"  said  he,  **  yon 
never  needed  an  experienced  friend  more  than  at  this  mo- 
ment Your  mother  will  not  always  be  so  blind  as  of  late. 
Edouard  is  suspicious.  Jacintha  is*  a  shrewd  young  woman, 
and  very  inquisitive." 

Here  the  young  ladies  interchanged  a  look,  but  were 
ashamed  to  own  they  had  taken  Jacintha  into  their  confi- 
dence. 

"  I  do  not  dwell  much  on  the  terrible  event  of  Raynal*i 
immediate  return :  to-day's  letter  renders  that  improbable. 
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at  ImprobAblo  U  not  impm^ible;  and  where  all  \§  po^sible^ 
bfl  all  if^  diuiger,  tbe  wvumBttmiitJou  b  tiBceijsar^  r  tirj^t  thea 
bnt  urti  your  own  plaii8?^* 
**  /don'f.  know/'  sjnid  Josephine  hclplesaly. 
^  Yrm— douH — know  I  *'  cri^d  the  dodoFj  looking  at  her  in 
Iter  nmazement, 

»  ^  It  is  tlie  answer  of  a  msd  womnn,  is  It  not  ?     Doctor,  I 
Ultle  heiter^     My  foot  haa  edipped  on  the  edge  of  a  preo 
,  a|(ice.     I  do*cj  my  eyes,  and  let  myself  gHde  down  it-     Wimt 
|ill  tewme  of  me  ?  ** 
"  All  ^hall  be  well  if  you  do  Dot  stQl  love  that  man." 
*^  I  shidl  bve   lilia  to  my  last  breath*     How  eao   I   help 
^ving  him  ?     He  bad  loved  m«  four  years*     1  was  his  bc^ 
olhed*     1  wronged   him   in   my   thoughts.     War,   prison, 
^guinb^  could  not  kill  him  ;  he  loved  me  so.     He   struggled 
ng  to  my  feet  i  snd  could  1   let  him  die,  atler  nil  ? 
I  be  crueller  than  prison  and  torture  and  despair  ?  " 
I  doctor  sighed  deeply ;  but,  arming  himself  with  tb© 
resolution^  he  said  sternly — 
\  **  Joiepbiiie^  a  woman  of  your  name  cannot  vacillate  h6- 
reen  lore  and  honour ;  such  vacillations  have  but  one  end. 
iwilJ  not  let  you  drtfl  a  moral  wreck  between   pa^^ion  and 
Itic :  und  that  w*ill  be  your  lot  if  you  hesitate  now,'* 
^Hesitate  I     Who  d4*rea  to  my  I  hflv<3  beaitated  where  taf ' 
'  is  concerned  ?    You  can  read  our  bodies  then,  but 
toar  h Hurts.     What!  you   sec  me  so  paK  forlorn^  and 
,  and  that  does  not  tell  you  I  have  bid  Camillc  farewell 

•*!«  U  possible?     Give  me  your  hand — ^It  wa^  well  and 
ijf  ftod  nobly  done.     And,  who  knows,  kindly  twi  per- 
liaps." 

Josophinc  continacd — 

•*Thjit  we  might  be*  safer  still  I  have  not  even  told  him  he 

n  father:  wa*^  ever  woman  m  emtd  an   I  am?     I  have 

rittm  him  but  otic  letter;  and  in  that  1  musit  drrcivr  him* 

[  told  him  I  thought  I  might  one  day  he  Imppy,  if  I  csiiM 


hear  flid  Dot  give  way  to  despair ;  1  told  Iwin 

mail  «t  agnm  m  lliis  world.     So  now  dhpomi  d 

me.  ^  my  duty,  and  I  will  do  it.     Tbiii  faL»dtQ«d 

T\Tia(  iTt ;  sliall  I  tell  my  husband  the  truth  ?  " 

«0j  no  I"  cried  Laure,  "do  not  let  her-    Cehatd 

Baynai  nuiild  kill  her-" 

^  If  I  thought  tlmt,  nothtne  should  etcip  me  from  tallSnf 
him," 

The  doctor  objected* 

«  What  tt;ll  liim  while  hf 
alive  is  uiK^rtain  ?  needles 

'*  And  then  my  mothei 
mother  I  She  would  hear 
I  f^hould  wound   her  to  de 


^*pt?  while  bit 

!" 

;d  Josephine,  '^my  pwr 
would  break  her  hissfl 
I  love  her  SO-     J  al«»7i 


loved  her  i  but  not  as  I  do  sine       — Now  ihat  I  know  ^ 

she  ha?  suifeifd  for  me,  my  very  hi  art  yeArn?  nf  sisrbl  of  her  ^ 

dear  face.  I  must  lose  Ikm*  quo  day  I  know  :  but  if  niv  mis- 
conduct wore  to  hasten  that  day — oli !  it  is  too  horrible. 
This  is  my  hope :  that  poor  Raynal  will  be  long  absent,  and 
that  ere  he  returns  mannna  will  lie  safe  from  sorrow  and 
shame  in  the  little  chapel.  Doctor,  when  a  woman  of  my 
age  forms  such  wishes  as  these,  I  think  you  might  pity  her, 
and  forgive  her  ill  treatment  of  you,  for  she  cannot  be  very 
happy  :  Ah  me  !  ah  me  !  ah  me  !  " 

*•  Courage  !  |)oor  soul !  All  is  uow  in  my  hands  :  and  I 
will  save  you,"  said  the  doctor,  his  voice  trembling  in  spite 
of  him.  '*  Sin  lies  in  the  intention.  A  more  innocent  woman 
than  you  does  not  breathe.  Two  courses  lay  open  to  vou.  to 
leave  this  house  with  Camille  Dujardin,  or  to  dismiss  him, 
and  live  for  your  hard  duty  till  it  shall  please  Heaven  to 
make  that  duty  easy  (no  middle  course  was  tenable  for  a 
day)  ;  of  these  two  pat  lis  you  chose  the  right  one,  and  hav- 
ing chosen,  you  arc  not  called  on  to  reveal  your  mistbitiine, 
and  make  those  unhappy  to  whose  happiness  you  have  sac- 
rificed your  own  for  years  to  come.'* 

^'  For  evevl"   ^'Cva^  ^cy^i^YVw^e  ^wUy. 
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St.  Aabin. — ^  The  young  use  that  word  lightly.     The  old 
have  almost  ceased  to  use  it     They  have  seen  how  few 
earthly  things  can  conquer  time." 
He  resumed — 

^  You  think  only  of  others  Josephine,  but  I  shall  think  of 
you  as  welL  I  shall  not  allow  your  life  to  be  wasted  in  a 
needless  struggle  against  nature." 

Laure  looked  puzzled:  so  the  doctor  explained.  Her 
griefs  were  as  many,  before  her  child  was  bom,  yet  her 
health  stood  firm.  Why  ?  because  nature  was  on  her  side. 
l^ow  she  is  sinking  into  the  grave.  Why  ?  because  she  is 
defying  nature.  Nature  intended  her  to  be  pressing  her 
child  to  her  bosom  day  and  night :  instead  of  that,  a  peasant 
woman  at  Frejus  nurses  the  child,  and  the  mother  pines  at 
Beanrepaire. 

Through  all  this,  Josephine  leaned  her  face  on  her  hands 
and  her  hands  on  the  doctor's  shoulder.  In  this  attitude  she 
mnrmured  to  him — 

^  I  have  only  seen  him  once  since  I  came  from  Frejus."      # 
**  Poor  thing  1" 

**  Since  you  permit  it  I  will  go  there  tomorrow." 
^  You  wiU  do  nothing  of  the  kind.     A  second  journey 
thither,  when  the  first  has  awakened  Edouard's  suspicions  ? 
I  forbid  it." 

Josephine  was  seized  with  one  of  her  fits  of  irritation. 
**  Take  care,"  cried  she  pecking  round  at  the  doctor  hke 
an  irritated  pigeon,  "  don't  be  too  cruel  to  me.  You  see  I 
am  obedient,  resigned.  I  have  given  up  all  I  lived  for :  but 
if  I  am  never  to  have  my  boy's  little  arms  round  me  to  con- 
BC^  me,  there — why  torment  me  any  longer  ?  Why  not  say 
to  me,  *  Josephine,  you  have  offended  Heaven :  pray  for  par- 
don 4Uid  die.' " 

I  mean  you  to  spend  not  hours,  but  months  beside  your 
child,"  said  the  doctor. 
"Ohl" 
"  Through  him  I  mean  to  save  your  life,  eo  i^iedwi^  \ft  \» 


474  WHITB   LIBS. 


all.  That  little  helpless  soul  is  your  guardian  angelykii 
for  some  time  to  come  your  one  fount  of  hope  and  ooosob' 
lion.  But  it  is  not  at  Frejus  you  shall  meet,  not  in  a  dttt- 
tering  village  within  a  ride  of  Edouard,  but  in  that  great  oij 
where  nobody  knows  or  cares  what  goes  on  next  door." 
"  In  Paris  !  "  cried  Laure. 

^  Certainly :  I  shall  go  there  tomorrow,  the  first  thing.  I 
shall  take  a  house  where  I  can  receive  you  both,  and  outside 
the  barrier  where  the  air  is  purest,  Madam  Joavenel  and  her 
nursling  shall  live  on  the  fat  of  the  land,  and  you  shall  spend 
the  days  with  them.  Afler  all,  my  nephew  was  not  such  t 
fool  as  they  say.  He  divined  what  good  uses  some  of  ki 
money  would  be  put  to  by  his  ancestor. 

Josephine's  delight  and  gratitude  were  somewhat  dashed 
when  the  doctor  told  her  all  this  would  take  three  weeks,  and 
that  he  would  not  go  to  Paris  unless  she  now  promised  him 
on  her  honour  not  to  go  to  Frejus  in  his  absence. 
She  hesitated. 

"  Promise,  dear,'*  said  Laure,  with  an  intonation  so  fine 
that  it  attracted  Josephine's  notice,  but  not  the  doctor's.  It 
was  followed  by  a  glance  equally  subtle. 

"  I  promise,"  said  Josephine,  with  her  eye  fixed  inquiriDg- 
ly  on  her  sister. 

For  once  she  could  not  make  the  telegraph  out ;  bat  she 
could  see  it  was  playing,  and  that  was  enough.  She  did  whit 
Laure  bid  her. 

"  I  promise.     Ah  ! — Forgive  me." 
"  Forgive  you  ?  what  for  ?  " 
"  I  sighed.     It  was  ungrateful." 

"I  forgive  you,  black-hearted  creature,"  said  the  doctor, 
"but  only  upon  conditions.  You  must  keep  your  word  about 
Frejus,  and  you  must  also  promise  me  not  to  go  kissing  every 
child  you  see.  Edonard  tells  me  he  saw  you  kissing  a  beg- 
gjir's  brat.  The  young  rogue  was  going  to  quiz  you  about  it 
at  the  dinner^tablc :  luckily,  he  told  me  his  intention,  and  I 
would  not  let  him.     I  said  the  baroness  would  be  annoytd 
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with  you  for  descending  from  your  dignity — and  exposing  a 
noblo  family  to  fleas — hush  !  here  he  is." 

"  Tiresome  I  "  muttered  Laure,  just  when  Edouard  came 
forward  with  a  half-vexed  face. 

However,  he  turned  it  off  in  play. 

"  Won't  the  doctor  give  you  your  gloves  ?  " 

''  Scold  him  rather  for  interesting  me  so  r  for  it  is  he  who 
has  detained  me." 

"  What  have  you  been  saying  to  her,  monsieur,  to  interest 
her  so  ?     Give  me  a  leaf  out  of  your  book.     I  need  it" 

The  doctor  was  taken  aback  for  a  moment,  but  at  last  he 
■aid,  slily — 

"  I  told  her  nothing  that  will  not  interest  her  as  much  from 
your  lips.  I  have  been  proposing  to  her  to  name  the  day. 
She  says  she  must  consult  you  before  she  decides  that." 

"  Oh,  you  wicked  doctor ! — ^and  consult  him  of  all  peo- 
ple!" 

St.  Aubin. — "  So  be  off,  both  of  you,  and  don't  re-appear 
tin  it  is  settled." 

Edouard. — Come  mademoiselle,  you  and  I  are  1^0  trop 
here." 

Edouard's  eyes  sparkled.  Laure  went  out  with  a  face  as 
red  as  fire. 

It  was  a  balmy  evening.  Edouard  was  to  leave  them  for 
a  week  the  next  day.  They  were  alone :  Laure  was  deter- 
mined he  should  go  away  quite  happy.  Everything  was  in 
Edouard's  favour :  he  pleaded  his  cause  warmly :  she  listened 
tenderly  :  this  happy  evening  her  piquancy  and  archness 
seemed  to  dissolve  with  tenderness  as  she  and  Edouard 
walked  hand  in  hand  under  the  moon :  a  tenderness  all  the 
more  heavenly  to  her  devoted  lover,  that  she  was  not  one  of 
those  angels  that  cloy  a  man  by  invariable  sweetness. 

For  a  little  while  she  forgot  everything  but  her  compan- 
ion.    Li  that  soft  hour  he  won  her  to  name  the  day. 

"  Josephine  goes  to  Paris  with  the  doctor  in  about  three 
weeks*"  marmured  she. 


4 

«  i  Till  ^tAj  behind^  all  alone  ?  " 

**  A  lat  sliiill  ili5i>end  oti  you  iDoiiiieur  I  " 

Oq  tlouard  caught  her  for   thm  iir^t  tune  k 

arms. 

Slie  made  out  a  faint  reeistanee* 
^*  Seal  me  that  promise  sweet  one  i ' 
«  No  !  no  :— there  ^  " 


ipoa  two  Tel  ret  Ep 
the  sweet  attscJt. 
iner  sealed  after  tbk  i 
burut 


&lie  drilj* 


He  pressed  a  delicious 
ID  tlieir  innocenee  scait:eij  <? 

For  aU  that,  the  bond  wa.' 
ion,  than  the  lady's  cheek  1 

She  had  heen  taken  by  j 

"  Suppose  we  go  in  7wu 

^*Aii!  not  yet" 

'*  It  is  late  dear  Edouard-" 

And  with  thf^e  wordi  eoinethmg  returned  to  Tier  liiS 
with  its  full  force :  somotliing  that  Edoiiard  had  actually 
made  her  forget  for  more  than  an  hour.  How  should  sk 
get  rid  of  him  now  without  hurting  his  feelings  ? 

''  Edouard,"  said  she,  ^'  can  you  get  up  early  in  the  morn- 
ing ?  if  you  can,  meet  me  here  tomorrow  before  any  of  them 
are  up  :  '*  tlien  we  can  talk  without  interruption. 

Edouard  was  delighted. 

"  Eight  o'clock  ?  " 

*'  Sooner  if  you  like.  Mamma  bade  me  come  and  rei\d  to 
her  in  her  room  tonight.  She  will  be  waiting  for  me.  h  it 
not  tiresome  ?  " 

'^  Yes  it  is." 

''  Well  we  must  not  mind  dear  ;  in  three  weeks'  time  we 
are  to  have  too  much  of  one  another,  you  know,  instead  of 
too  little.'* 

*'  Too  nnich  !  I  shall  never  have  enough  of  you.  I  shall 
hate  the  night  which  will  rob  me  of  the  sight  of  you  tor  ?o 
many  hours  in  tlie  twenty  four.'' 

'*  If  you  can't  see  me,  perhaps  you  may  hear  me:  raj 
tongue  runs  \^y  \\\^\V  tv?>  w^NVvvs^V^j  \*i!05'' 
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"  Well !  that  is  a  comfort,"  said  Edouard  gravely.  "  Yes 
little  quizzer,  I  would  rather  hear  you  scold  than  an  angel 
sing.     Judge  then  what  music  it  is  when  you  say  you  love 


me 


!  »» 


"  1  love  yo\i  Edouard.** 

£douard  kissed  her  hand  warmly,  and  then  looked  at  her 
face. 

"  No !  no !  **  said  she,  laughing  and  blushing.  "  DonH  be 
rude.     Next  time  wc  meet." 

•*  That  is  a  bargain.  But  I  won't  go  till  you  say  you  love 
me  again.** 

**  Edoukrd,  don't  be  silly.  I  am  ashamed  of  saying  the 
same  thing  so  often — I  won't  say  it  any  more.  What  is  the 
use  ?  You  know  I  love  you.  There,  I  have  said  it :  how 
stupid !  ** 

**  Adieu  then,  my  wife  that  is  to  be." 

•*  Adieu  I  dear  Edouard." 

"  My  hus Go  on — my  hus ^ 

*•  Band  that  shall  be." 

Then  they  walked  very  slowly  towards  the  house,  and 
once  more  Laure  left  quizzing,  and  was  all  tenderness. 

"  Will  you  not  come  in,  and  bid  them  *  good  night  ?  * " 

"  No,  my  own.  I  am  in  heaven.  Common  faces — com- 
mon voices,  would  bring  me  down  to  earth.  Let  me  be 
aJone ! — ^your  sweet  words  ringing  in  my  ear.  I  will  dilute 
you  with  nothing  meaner  than  the  stars.  See  how  bright 
they  shine  in  heaven  :  but  not  so  bright  as  you  shine  in  my 
lieart." 

"Dear  Edouard,  you  flatter  me— you  spoil  me.  Alas! 
why  am  I  not  more  worthy  your  love  ?  " 

**  More  worthy  f     How  can  that  be  ?  " 

Laure  sighed. 

«  But  I  will  atone  for  alL  I  will  make  you  a  better— 
(liere  she  substituted  a  full  slop  for  a  substantive)— than  you 
expect.    You  will  see  else." 
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Si  d  at  the  door;  a  pjpoof  that  if  Edouanl.  mt  iiai 

parii  ment,  bad  seized  auother  kbs,  there  wauid  toi 

been  no  very  violent  opposition  or  offence. 

But  he  was  not  fio  impudent  &s  some.     He  had  haea  I 
to  wait  till  uQXt  meeting  for  that.     He  pmyod  HeaToa  * 
hle^  ber,  and  so  the  atliaxicad  lovers  parted  for  the  iiigfal. 

it  vms  about  nine  o*el'^'^      '^''^'^uard,  inste^kd  of 


to  bis  lodgings^  started  do^ 
bargain  with  the  innkeepe. 
treatj  for.     He  wanted  ht 
decided  biro  to  make  the 
other  mattei-s^   a  leather 
sauntered  leisurely  down, 
full  moon  and  the  starj*  shinir 


ds  the  towDf  to  coud&de  * 
English  mare  he  wu  m 
tomorrow^a  work  :  so  tki 
se.  In  purcba^eSf  tiF  tn 
ha  balanced  Sf^le.  iU 
a  very  dear  aigbi :  tie 
eryand  vivid,    Edouarfi 


heart  b welled  with  joy.  He  w*  lovedt  aAer  all,  dctftf 
loved;  and  in    three    short   wpeks   he    was    actnallv  to  U 

Laure's  husband :  lier  lord  and  master.  How  like  a  heavenly 
dream  it  all  seemed — the  first  hopeless  courtship,  and  dow 
the  wedding  fixed  !  But  it  was  no  dream  :  he  felt  her  sot^ 
words  still  murmur  music  at  his  heart,  and  the  shadow  of  her 
velvet  lips  slept  upon  his  own. 

lie  had  strolled  about  a  league  when  he  heard  the  ring  of 
a  horse's  hoofs  coming  towards  him,  accompanic^d  by  a  clank- 
ing noise :  it  came  nearer  and  nearer,  till  it  reached  a  hill 
that  lay  a  little  ahead  of  Edouard  :  then  the  sounds  ceased: 
the  cavalier  was  walking  his  horse  up  the  hill. 

Presently,  as  if  they  had  started  from  the  earth,  up  |x>pped 
between  Edouard  and  the  sky  first  a  cocked  hat  that  seemed 
in  that  light,  to  be  cut  with  a  razor  out  of  flint,  then  the 
wearer,  phosphorescent  here  and  there  ;  so  brightly  the  keen 
moonlight  played  on  his  epaulets  and  steel  scabbard. 

A  step  or  two  nearer,  and  Edouard  gave  a  great  shout ;  it 
w^as  Colonel  Raynal. 

After  the  first  warm  greeting,  and  questions  and  answers, 
Raynal  told  him  he  was  on  his  way  to  the  Rhine  ¥nth  de- 
spatches. 
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**Tothe  Rhine?" 

Bajnal  laughed. 

'^  I  am  allowed  six  days  to  get  there.  I  made  a  calcula- 
tion, and  foupd  I  could  give  Beaurepaire  half  a  day.  I  shall 
have  to  make  up  for  it  hy  hard  riding.  You  know  me. 
Always  in  a  hurry.  It  is  Bonaparte's  fault  this  time.  He 
18  another  that  is  always  in  a  hurry.** 

^  Why,  colonel,  said  £douard,  "  let  us  make  haste  then. 
Mind  they  go  early  to  rest  at  the  chateau." 

"  But  you  are  not  coming  my  way  youngster  ?  " 

**  Not  coming  your  way  ?  "  "  Yes ;  but  I  am.  Yours  is  a 
&ce  I  don*t  see  every  day,  colonel ;  besides,  I  would  not  miss 
their  faces,  especially  the  baroness's  and  Madam  Raynal's,  at 
sight  of  you :  and,  besides," — and  the  young  gentleman 
chuckled  to  himself,  and  thought — "  the  next  time  we  meet : 
well  this* will  be  the  next  time.     May  I  jump  up  behind  ?  " 

Colonel  Raynal  nodded  assent.  Edouard  took  a  run,  and 
lighted  like  a  monkey  on  the  horse's  crupper.  He  pranced 
and  kicked  at  this  unexpected  addition  ;  but  the  spur  being 
promptly  applied  to  his  flanks,  he  bounded  off  with  a  snort 
that  betrayed  more  astonishment  than  satisfaction,  and  away 
they  cantered  to  Beaurepaire  without  drawing  rein. 

^  There,"  said  Edouard,  ^  I  was  afraid  they  would  be 
gone  to  bed ;  and  they  are.  The  very  house  seems  asleep-^ 
fimcy — at  half  past  ten." 

*'  That  is  a  pity,"  said  Raynal,  "  for  this  chateau  is  the 
itronghold  of  etiquette.  They  will  be  two  hours  dressing 
bdbre  they  can  come  out  and  shake  hands.  I  must  put  my 
lioirse  into  the  stable.     Go  you  and  give  the  alarm." 

"  I  will  colonel.  Stop,  first  let  me  see  whether  none  of 
them  are  up,  after  all." 

And  Edouard  walked  round  the  chateau,  and  soon  dis- 
covered a  light  at  one  window — the  window  of  the  tapestried 
loom.  Running  round  the  other  way  he  came  slap  upon 
another  light :  this  one  was  nearer  the  ground.  A  narrow 
but  massive  door,  which  he  bad  always  seen  ivot  oisX^  V^^ 
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but  %i  trp5  was  wide  open ;  and   tbrmigli  Uie  ftfwrtm 

the  1  I  cand!ii  streamed  oui,  and  met  tbe 

Btreniujijg  1 

**  Hullo ! "  cried  Edouard, 

He  stopt>ed^  turned,  and  looked  io. 

**  Hallo  1  *'  he  cried  agxuD  much  loader* 


-vith  her  feet  in 
nmg<Mx>laured  blaierf*' 
n^xt   stop  above  ofal» 
IS  now  first  revealed  toibi|i 


PQ  unejcpectedlj,  he  ifM 

W  1 


A  voang  woman  w       ^  " 
niooEiiight,  and  her  bei 
fljtt  candle,  which  restctl" 
Btoiie  gtairease,  whose  exist 
i inquisitive  Edoaard* 

Ct)ming  plump  upon  « 
&(aried. 

**  Why  Jncintha  I  *' 

He  touched  her  on  the  sliou  *t  to  wake  Imt.  Nrk  Jis 
eintha  was  sleeping  as  only  tired  dome?t»o^  can  *i1^p.  Tf* 
might  liave  taken  the  candle  and  burnt  her  gown  off  t-  - 
back.  She  had  found  a  step  that  fitted  into  the  <mall  of  b-T 
back,  and  another  that  .supported  her  head,  and  there  ^ 
was  fast  as  a  door. 

At  tliis  moment  Raynal's  voice  was  heaill — 

"  Are  you  there  ?  " 

Edouard  went  to  him. 

*'  There  is  a  light  in  that  bedroom." 

"  It  is  not  a  bedroom  colonel :  it  is  our  sitting-room  no*'- 
We  shall  find  them  all  there,  or  at  least  the  young  ladN-: 
and  perhaps  the  doctor.  The  baroness  goes  to  bed  earij 
Meantime  I  can  show  you  one  of  our  dramatis  person(F,  arl 
an  important  one  too.     She  rules  the  roast." 

He  took  him  mysteriously  and  showed  him  Jacintha. 

"Hallo!"  cried  Raynal.  **  She  can't  have  much  on  he 
conscience." 

Moonlight  by  itself  seems  white,  and   candlelight  by  it^f 
seems  yellow  ;  but  when  the  two  come  into  cloire  contrast  ■5- 
night,  eandle,  Iwrus  a  bloody  flame,  and  moonlight  a  blu^j- 
gleam. 
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Jacrrith;!,  wiiL  lier  Rhi>e'^  In  this  celestial  sheen,  and  Uer 
in  timt  demoniacal   gkrej  waa   enough  to  knock  the 
gftxt^rV  fyii  out. 

••  Muke  a  gcKxl  senttnel^ — this  one*"  said  Earrjal — "  an 
otiti^ing  pickc*!  for  instance,  on  rough  ground,  in  front  of 
th«  en^iuy'fe  riflemen/* 

**  Uii  \  \m  I  colonel     Let  US  see  wberpe  this  staircaBe  leads. 
1  iuiTe  an  idea  it  will  prove  a  short  cut/* 
*-  Where  to?'* 
Ta  the  saloon,  or  ^mewbere,  or  else  to  some  of  Jaeintha's 
nts.     Serve  her  right  for  going  to  sleep  at  lite  mouth  of 
den/^ 

Forward  then — no,  hidt!  Suppose  it  leads  to  tlie  betl- 
* !  mind  this,  a  tbundering  place  for  eeremony.  We 
pet  drummed  out  of  the  barracks  if  we  don*!  tnind  our 
ette/* 

f^ie  ihey  be^italed,  a  m(l  dehdous  harmony  of  female 
widdenlv  ro§e,  »ind  seemed  to  come  and  run  round  the 
The  men  hioked  at  one  nnoth*»r  in  nstoni>?hmcni :  for 
the  r fleet  wa^  magieaU  The  PtAirc.nse=i  bein^  enclosed  on  all 
«ii]i^  with  Mom*  #bUs  and  floored  wifh  Ftone,  tliey  were  like 
jli€«  inside  a  doToneello ;  the  voicea  ratig  above  below  and 
fNn  evcrr  side  of  the  vibrating  walls.  In  some  epochs  fpiritu 
an  biirrly  as  RajTisirg,  and  witi  as  qwiek  a»  Riviere's,  would 
liave  fled  then  and  there  to  the  nearest  public,  and  told  over 
cops  how  they  had  beard  tiie  Dumej  of  Beau  re  pa  ire  long 
iinee  dead  holding  their  reveU  and  the  conacioui*  old  devil's 
mv^t  of  a  rimteiiu  quivering  to  the  ghostly  strains. 

But  thi^  wa*  an  inereiluloui?  aire^  They  listened,  and 
listened,  and  deeideti  the  sound  came  from  up-stairs» 

♦*  Li^t  us  mount*  and  surprise  these  ringing  witehes,**  mid 
anl. 

iurprif c  them  :  what  for  ?     It  is  not   the  enemy — for 

What  is  the  go€xl  of  surprising  our  friends?*'    Rtorm« 

ptrtie#  and  surprises  were  no  novelty  and  therefore  no 

%o  KaynaU 
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"^  It  will  be  80  delightful  to  see  their  fitoes  at  first  siglitof 
you.  Oh  colonel,  for  my  sake !  Don't  spoil  it  all  bj  goii^ 
tamely  in  at  the  front  door,  afler  ocmiing  at  night  from 
Egypt  for  half  an  hour." 

'<  Half  a  day.  It  is  a  childish  tri<^  I  well  show  a  hgitt, 
or  we  shall  surprise  ourselves  with  a  brc^en  neck,  going  o?er 
ground  we  don't  know  to  surprise  the  natiYe9-—our  skirmish- 
ers  got  nicked  that  way  now  and  then  in  Egypt.** 

<<  Yes  colonel,  I  will  go  first  with  Jadntha's  candle." 

Edouard  mounted  the  stairs  on  tip-toe.  Baynal  Allowed. 
The  solid  stone  steps  did  not  prate.  The  men  bad  mounted 
a  considerable  way  when  puff  a  blast  of  wind  came  through 
a  hole  and  out  went  Edouard's  candle.  He  turned  sharply 
round  to  RaynaL  ^^Pestef  said  he  in  a  vicious  whi^. 
But  the  other  laid  his  hand  cm  his  shoulder  and  whispered, 
<<  Look  to  the  front"  He  looked,  and,  his  own  candle  being 
out,  saw  a  glimmer  on  ahead.  He  crept  towards  it  It  was 
a  taper  shooting  a  feeble  light  across  a  small  aperture.  They 
caught  a  glimpse  of  what  seemed  to  be  a  small  apartment 
Yet  Edouard  recognized  the  carpet  of  the  tapestried  room — 
which  was  a  very  large  room.  Creeping  m  yard  nearer,  he 
discovered  that  it  was  the  tapestried  room,  and  that  what  bad 
seemed  the  further  wall  was  only  the  screen,  behind  which 
were  lights  and  Josephine  and  Laure  singing  a  duet 

He  whispered  to  Raynal — ^  It  is  the  tapestried  room." 

« la  it  a  aittiog  room?  "  whispered  B^jmL 

*  Tee!  yes!    Mind  and  not  knock  your  IboC  acaliiit  the  irood.** 

*  What,  am  I  to  go  flztt  now?  " 
"  Of  eoune.'* 

"Why?»» 

**  Ton  are  the  one  from  Vgypt." 

"  Forward,  then." 

Baynal  went  sofUy  up  and  put  his  foot  quietly  through 
the  aperture,  which  he  now  saw  was  made  by  a  panel 
drawn  back  close  to  the  ground,  and  stood  in  the  tapes- 
tried chamber.  The  carpet  was  thick;  the  ladies'  voices 
favoured  the  stealthy  advance ;  -the  fioor  of  the  old  boose 
was  like  a  rock;  and  Edouard  put  his  fiM»  throag^  the 


WHITE    LIES. 


40a 


mure^  glowing  all  over  wiih  anticlpalion  of  Lbe  little 
of  joy  thai  would  welcome  his  frieiid  dropping  In  so 
and  suddealj  from  Egypt. 
The  fe«lLDg  was  rendered  still  more  piqiiaot  by  a  sharp 
Uriosity  diat  had  been  growing  on  bim  for  some  minirtes 
*t.  For  wby  wa&  this  pa^igage  opened  io-niglit  ? — he  had 
never  seen  it  opened  before  I  And  wby  vfiu  Jacintha  lying 
seolioel  at  tlie  foot  vf  the  stairs  ? 

_  But  this  was  Dot  all.  Now  tbat  they  were  in  the  room 
ill  tht*  men  became  conscious  of  another  sound  besides  the 
en^s  voicej — a  very  peculiar  sound*  It  uko  came  from 
thind  the  screen.  Thej  both  hem'd  it^  and  ? bowed  by  the 
looks  they  eatit  at  one  uuoLher  that  neither  could 
out  what  on  earth  it  wiv*.  It  wnsii^ted  oi  a  ^ucresaion 
Uitk  rustles,  followed  by  llltle  ihuinpd  on  the  floor. 
But  what  was  curious,  too*  thb  rustle,  thamp^ — nistlcj 
thump — ruatle^  thump— fell  exaclly  into  the  lime  of  the  mu- 
sic ;  ho  tliat,  clearly,  either  the  ni^tle  thump  was  being  played 
the  tune^  or  the  tune  sung  to  the  rustle  ihumpi 
Thi&  last  toueh  of  mystery  inflamed  Edouartrs  impatienca  j 
eyond  bearing:^he  pointed  eagerly  *md  merrily  to  the  eoi^ 
vr  of  ihe  Bci-een*  Baynal  obeyed,  and  stepped  \ei7  slowljr 
Eld  cnutiou^  towards  it 

Kui^tle,  thump!  rustle,  thump  1  rustle^  thump!  with   the 
hytltm  of  Imrmoiuouii  voices. 

EdouartI  got  hh  head  and  foot  into  the  room  without  taking 
i6  eye  oif  liaynal. 
Ruatk,  thump  !  rustle,  tbtunp !  rustle,  thump ! 
Eayiial  was  now  at  the  screen,  and  quietly  put  hia  head 
ound  it,  and  his  hand  u^jon  it. 
Kdouard  bursting  with  ejcpectation. 
No  resiilu     What  h  thiss  ?     Don't  they  see  him  ?     Why 

f  he  not  speak  to  tiiem  ?     He  seems  trnii^iUed* 
Eosile.  thump  I  ru-itle,  thump !  uccompanied  now  for  ft  few 

k  by  one  voice  only,  Laure*ft* 
Suddenly  ihere  burst  a  sbiek  from  JoseyJiiao^  «3  load.^tffc 
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fearful,  thai  it  made  even  Rajnal  stagger  back  a  st^  itnf 
screen  in  his  band. 

Then  another  scream  of  teiror  and  anguish  from  Lsurt 
Then  a  funter  cry,  and  the  hea\'y  helple^  fall  of  a  hamn 
body. 

Raynal  sprang  forward  whirling  the  screen  to  the  eartt  m 
ferrible  agitation^  and  Edouard  bounded  over  it  as  ii  fell  li 
his  feet.     He  did  not  lake  a  seCv      step- 

The  scene  that  can^ht  hh  eye  >efied  and  paralyzed  lum 
in  full  career,  and  fro^e  him  to  pot  with  ama^emeiil  and 

'•  strange  misgivin^^. 

Laure  parted  fn>m  Edouard,  i  vent  in  at  the  iVont  dcwf : 
but  the  next  moment  i?be  openec  softly  aj^d  walched  ber 
lover  unseen — 

"  Dear  Edouard  I  "  she  murmured :  aiid  then  she  thoughL 

''  liow  sad  it  is  tliat  I  must  deceive  liim,  even  toni^^hr  :  mn-i 
make  up  an  excuse  to  get  him  from  me,  wht'n  we  wtn  m? 
liappy  together.  Ah  !  lie  little  knows  how  /  shall  wel.v>nie 
our  wedding-day.  When  once  I  can  see  ray  pc>or  niai  tyr  o:\ 
the  road  to  j)pa(e  and  content  under  the  good  doctor's  'ar^. 
And  oh  I  tlie  happiness  of  having  no  more  secrets  Irom  h  !'a 
1  love  !  Dear  Edouard  !  wlien  once  we  are  married.  I  ii*  v- 
er,  nev^'r,  will  liave  a  secret  from  you  again — I  swear  it'.' 

As  a  comment  on  these  words  she  now  stej^ped  cautiou-iy 
out,  and  peered  in  every  direction. 

*' St ! — St!"  she  whispered.  No  answer  came  to  this  sig- 
nal 

Laure  returned  into  the  house  and  bolted  the  dv>or  in-il'- 
She  went  up  to  the  taj)estried  room,  and  found  the  dru'ter  in 
the  act  of  wishing  Josephine  good  night.  The  bnroii'-'". 
fatigued  a  little  hy  her  walk,  had  mounted  no  liighi^r  ili.in 
her  own  bedroom,  which  was  on  the  first  floor  just  under  the 
tapestried  room.      Laure  followed  the  doctor  out. 

"  Dear  friend,  one  word.  Josephine  talked  of  telling  Ray- 
nal.    You  \\a>j^  T\o\.  fewcowT^L^eA  \\er  to  do  that  ?  " 
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*  Certainly  not,  while  he  is  in  EgypL** 

'  Still  kss  on  his  return-  Doctor,  you  don^t  know  that 
"man,  JoE^'^phme  (iocs  not  know  him*  But  I  Jo.  Hf*  would 
kill  her  if  he  knew,  Ht*  would  kill  ber  that  minutt**  II© 
woultl  not  wait :  he  would  not  Ibten  to  excuses :  he  h  a  man 
of  iron*  Or  il^  he  spared  her  he  would  kill  Camilie :  imd  that 
would  destroy  her  by  the  cruellest  of  all  deaths  1  My  friend, 
I  ain  a  wieked,  nuserable  girL  I  tan.  the  cause  of  all  this 
misery  1** 

She  then  told  St.  Auhin  all  ^xiot  tbe  anonymous  letter^ 
and  whai  HAynal  bud  i^aid  to  her  in  coosequence* 

'^  He  never  would  have  married  her  had  he  known  she 
loved  another.     He  asked  me  wad  it  so,     I  told  bim  a  false*  i 
hood.     At  least  I  equivocated,  and  to  equivocate  with  one  so 
loy^l  and  simple  wm  to  deceive  him.     I  am  the  only  sinner  £ 
that  Bweet  angel  is  the  only  aufleren     la  thi*  the  jugfctioe  of. 
Heaven?     Doctor,  my  remorse  is  great.     No  one  koowi 
what  I  feel  when  I  look  at  my  work.    Edouard  thinks  I  lov«  | 
her  m  much  l>eiter  than  I  do  him.     He  is  wrong ;  it  is  not] 
love  only^  it  is  pity :  it  is  remorse  for  the  sorrow  I  bava  • 
brongbt  on  her,  and  the  wrong  I  have  done  poor  Raynal*"* 

The  high  .spirited  girl  was  greatly  agitated  ;  and  St.  Aubin, 
though  he  did  not  acquit  her  of  aU  blame,  soothed  her^  and 
made  excuses  for  ber* 

♦*  We  must  not  always  judge  by  reanltB,"  said  he.  "  Tbinga 
turned  unfortunately.  You  did  for  the  besL  I  forgive  you 
for  one.  That  iss,  1  will  forgive  you  if  you  promise  not  to 
act  agnin  without  my  ^idvice*" 

**  Oh  1  nev«*r  I  never  I  *' 

^  And,  above  all,  no  imprudence  about  that  child.    In  three 
little  weeks  they  will  be  together  witbont  risk  of  discovery- 
relit  you  don't  answer  me." 

Laure>   hloo<l   turned   rold.     *'  Dear   Mend/*    fthe   fitaxti^'] 
mcrrd.  ^  I  qtnte  agree  with  you/* 

•*  Promise  then/' 

**  Not  lo  let  Josephine  go  to  Fr«}u»i  ^  mA  l*LV«t  "Wa.^^* 
I  promise  J^ 
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B  3at  doirti  and  m^'d 

bed  deapaiiTjiglj.  **C8i 
[t  13  Hlte  a  spider^s  wd>, 
ies  the  fine  but  irreiiijsti- 
Lnd  tonight  I  thought  to 
left  rae  scarce  tbe  ht-ait 


"  You  are  a  good  child  "  cried  St  Aubm-  "  Ton  lraf€  t 
will  of  your  own.  But  yoa  can  submit  to  age  and  expe^ 
rience."  ^™ 

The  doctor  then  kUsed  her,  and  bade  her  farewelL        H|| 

**  I  leave  for  Paris  at  six  in  the  morning.  I  will  not  Bf 
your  patience  or  hers  "unnecessarily-  Perhaps  it  will  not  U 
three  weeks." 

The  moment  Laure  was  alone, 
bitterly. 

"There  is  no  end  to  it,^  sbi 
no !     I  shall  never  get  clear  of  " 
every  struggle  to  be  free  but  p^ 
ble  thread  that  seems  to  biud  i 
be  so  happy  :  inste*id  of  thut  1 
to  do  what  I  have  to  do/' 

She  went  back  to  the  room,  opened  a  window,  and  put 
out  a  white  handkerchief:  then  closed  the  window  down  .  n 
it. 

Then  she  went  to  Josephine's  bedroom  door  :  it  opvnt d  I'li 
the  ta[)estried  room. 

''  Josephine,"  she  cried,  "  don't  go  to  bed  just  ^et  !  " 

''  No  !   love.      What  are  you  doing  f  " 

'*  Oh !   nothing   j)articular.      I   want    to    talk    to 
ently." 

''  Shall  r  come  out  to  you,  Laure  ?" 

''  No,  stay  wdiere  you  are." 

Laui'e  sat  down,  and  took  a  book. 

Slie  could  not  i*ead  it. 

Then    she    took   some  work,  and   put   it  down, 
went  to  a  window  :  not  the  one  where  she  had  left  rhe  Iiaii  '• 
kerchief.      She  looked  out  upon  the  night. 

Then  she  walked  re-tles-ly  up  and  down  the  room. 

Then  she  glide(l  into  the  corridor,  and  pa>-e(l  h«M"  moififr'.- 
room  and  the  doctor's,  and  listened  to  s«-e  it'  nil  wa--  qui'!. 
'VA  hile  she  was  gone  Josej)hine  opened  her  door  ;  l)ut  rn>I 
seeing  Lavivc  m  \\\e  s>\U\usi-\:v>v>\w,  wawvA  \vj:^.\\\. 


you   j>n'-- 


Then  : 
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Laure  returned  mi\l}\  anti  ^at  rlown  with  her  head  in  her 
id.  in  a  culm  attitude  belied  by  her  glancing  eye,  and  the 
|tiick  tapjjiug  of  Iht  other  liitnd  u]Km  the  Uibla. 
Fre^^eritly  she  raised  her  head  quickly:  a  sound  had 
*.hed  her  ear,  a  sound  ao  siiglit  that  none  but  a  high 
mg  ear  could  have  caught  it*  It  was  Uke  a  mouse  giv- 
ig  a  single  scratch  against  a  stone  wall.  ■ 

L^ure  coughed  slightly* 
On  this  a  clearer  sound  was  heard,  as  of  a  person  scratch- 
intf  wood  with  the  finger  naiJ,     Laure  darted  to  the  side  of 
thf?  mom»  pressed  against  the  wall,  and  at  the  same  time  put 
T  otht!r  hand  against  the  rim  of  one  of  the   panels  and 
shed  it  laterally:    it  yieldt*di  and  at  the  opening  stood 
facintha  in  her  cloak  and  bonnet. 
"  Yes,"  said  Jacintha,  "  nnder  my  cloak — look  !  "  i 

*  Ah  ! — ^you  found  the  things  on  the  stepe  ?  "  1 

"Yes!  I  nearly  tumbled  over  them.     Hare  ycm  locked  ] 
at  dmir  niademoiselle  ?  " 

**  No !  but  I  wilh"    And  Laure  glided  to  the  door  and 
;ed  it    Then  she  put  the  screen  up  between  Josephine*!  i 
m   and    the   open   panel :  then   she   and  Jadntha   weri 
ondrriully  busy  on  the  other  ^ide  the  screen,  but  presently 
aure  said — 

•*  Thi*  IB  imprudent :  you  must  go  down  to  the  foot  of  the 
and  wait  till  I  call  you,*'  I 

Jacintha  pleaded  hard  against  this  arrangement  i 

**  What  chance  is  there  of  anyone  coming  there  ?  **  I 

*•  No  matter  !  I  will  be  guarded  on  every  side/*  | 

**  Mustn't  I  stop  and  just  see  her  happy  for  once  ?  "  I 

*'  Ko !  my  poor  Jacinthat  yon  must  hear  it  from  my  lips***  | 
Jacintha  retired  lo  keep  watch  ai  she  was  bid.  I^nre 
went  to  Josephine'*  room,  and  threw  her  arma  round  her 
vk  and  ki^f*ed  her  Tchemt-'ntly,  Josephine  returned  her 
brace,  then  hcM  her  out  at  arms'  length  and  Iooki?d  at  her. 
"  Your  f?yes  ani  reil :  yet  your  little  fac^  Is  full  of  joy, 
Thene — ^jou  smile***  ■ 
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^  I  have  my  reasons." 

**  I  am  glad  of  it ! — are  you  coming  to  bed  ?  " 

^  Not  yet.  I  invite  you  to  take  a  little  walk  with  me  fiist 
Come!"  and  she  led  the  way  slowly  looking  back  with 
infinite  archness  and  tenderness. 

^  You  almost  frighten  me,"  said  Josephine,  ^  it  is  not  Eke 
you  to  be  all  joy  when  I  am  sad.  Three  whole  weeb 
more." 

""  That  is  it!  Whyareyoa  sad?  because  the  doctor  would 
not  let  you  go  to  Frejos.  And  why  am  I  not  sad  ?  because 
I  had  already  thought  of  a  way  to  let  yda  see  Edooaid  with- 
out going  so  far." 

'*  Oh  Laure !  oh  Laure !  oh  Laore ! " 

""  This  way — come ! "  and  she  smiled  and  beckoned  with 
her  finger ;  while  Josephine  followed  like  one  under  a  spell, 
her  bosom  heaving,  her  eye  glancing  on  every  aide,  hojnng 
some  strange  joy,  yet  scarce  daring  to  hope. 

Laure  drew  back  the  screen,  and  there  was  H  sweet  little 
herceau  that  had  once  been  Josephine's  own,  and  in  it,  sunk 
deep  in  snow  white  lawn,  was  a  sleeping  child,  that  lay  there 
looking  as  a  rose  might  look  could  it  fall  upon  new  fallen 
snow. 

At  sight  of  it  Josephine  uttered  a  little  cry,  not  loud,  bat 
deep — ay,  a  cry  to  bring  tears  into  the  eye  of  the  hearer, 
and  she  stood  trembling  from  head  to  foot,  her  hands  clasped, 
and  her  eye  fascinated  and  fixed  on  the  cradle. 

**  My  child  under  this  roof  I  What  have  you  done  ?  "  but 
her  eye,  fascinated  and  fixed,  never  left  the  cradle. 

"  I  saw  you  languishing,  dying,  for  want  of  him." 

"Oh  I  if  anybody  should  come?"  but  her  eye  never 
stirred  an  inch  from  the  cradle. 

"No!  no!  no!  the  door  is  locked.  Jacintha  watches 
below,  there  is  no  dan .  Ah  !  at  last !  ah  !  poor  woman ! " 

For,  as  Laure  was  speaking,  the  young  mother  sprang 
silently  upon  her  child.  You  would  have  thought  she  was 
going  to  kill  him ;  her  head  reared  itself  again  and  again  like 
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e?ted  snake's,  and  again  and  again,  and  egarn  and  again 

Eiiig*.*tl  dnwn  npon  the  child,  and  she  kissed  his  little  body 

iioad  to  foot  with  soft  violeTice*  and  murmured,  through 

starting  tcai^,  **  Mj  chiid  I  my  darling !  my  angel !  oh, 

poor  Iwy  I  mj  child  I  my  child  1 " 

I  will  ask  my  female  readers  of  every  degree  to  teU  their 

I  and  Imsbandii  all  the  young  noble  did.     How  she 

I  on  the  floor,  und  hfid  her  child  on  her  boeom  ;  how  §he 

ailed  over  il  through  her  tears ;  how  the  purred  over  it ; 

&w  &he,  the  stately  one,  lisped  and  prattled  over  it ;  and 

life  came  pouring  into  her  heart  from  it. 
•  Before  she  had  had  it  in  her  arms  five  minute.^  ^^^  P®1® 
was  as  red  as   a  rose,  and  her  eyes  brighter  than 
nds. 

<*  Blesa  you,  Laure  I  bless  you  1  bless  you  1  in  one  mo- 
meat  yon  haTe  made  me  forget  all  I  ever  suflered  in  my 

*  There  15  a  draught,"  cried  she,  with  maternal  anxiety  % 
Iclosu  tlje  panel,  Laure*" 
**  Not  de^  !  or  I  could  not  call  to  Jacinths,  or  she  to  me : 
at  I  will  shift  the  screen  round  between  him  and  the  draught* 
_Tliere — ^now  corae  to  his  aunt — a  darhng  I  '* 

Tlien  Laure  sat  on  the  floor  too^  and  Josephine  put  her 
^y  on  aunt*ft  lap^  and  look  a  dislani  Tiew  of  him.     But  she 
not  bear  so  vast  a  separation  long.     She  must  have 
I  her  boi)om  a^n^ 

Hi  is  going  to  wake.    See !  see !  his  loTely  eyes  aM 
Dckmng/' 

•*Bnt  he  must  not,  love,**  paid  Laure:  "there  put  him 
ick  into  tiiii^  cradle — quick.** 
This  could  not  he  done  m  adroitly  but  what  young  master 
did  waku,  and  bt'gan  to  ery  tolerably  loud.     Laure  rocke4 
lt»e  ermile  bistil/- 
"  21  • 


^  Sing,  Josephine,"  said  sh%  and  slie  b^gKifr  im  ^  h^ 
ioned  Breton  cliiint  or  lullaby , 

Josephine  sang  with  ber,  and,  ^ioging,  watched  wbk  t 
smile  her  boy  drop  off  by  degrees  to  *kep  under  the  gwiiie 
motion  and  the  InlljHg  song.  They  sang  and  rock^  till  thi 
lids  came  creet>ing  down,  and  hid  the  great  blue  eyei;  bat 
still  they  sang  and  roi^ked^  lulling  the  boj^ — and  gbddm^ 
their  own  hearts :  for  the  quaint  old  Breton  ditty  wm  mmt- 
able  as  the  lark  that  cafols  over  the  green  wheat  in  A|»il; 
and  the  words  so  simple  and  motherly,  thai  a  nfttbn  hd 
taken  them  to  heart*  Such  songs  bind  ages  togetber,  Mxd 
make  the  lofty  and  the  low  akin  b  jr  the  great  tiey*  of  Mo^ 
and  the  heart.  Mmiy  a  Breton  p  aant*s  bo^om  in  the  oWea 
time  had  gushed  over  her  &)eepiu  boy  as  the  young  dmnfi'i 
of  Beaurepaire  gushed  now — ^ir        [  quaint  taneful  Inllabj. 

Now  as  they  kneeled  over  tli  radle^  one  on  each  sItK 
and  rocked  it,  and  sang  that  ai  ut  chanty  Jos^phinei  mba 
was  opposite  the  screen,  happening  to  raise  her  eyes,  mw « 
strange  thing. 

There  was  the  face  of  a  man  set  close  against  the  sIJh  of 
the  screen,  and  peeping  and  peering  out  of  the  glcM)ni.  Tl.r 
lii:;]it  nf  her  candle  fell  full  on  this  face  ;  it  glan-d  at  her,  -» ^ 
pale,  wondei'-vtriirk,  and  vivid,  in  the  snri-oundiDir  frloom. 

Hori'or  I      Her  husband's  face! 

At  first  siie  was  stn])clied,  and  looked  at  it  \vith  soul  ani 
senses  benunilxnl.  Then  she  trembled,  and  put  her  haiul  i 
her  eyes  ;  tor  she  tiiought  it  a  pliantom  or  a  delu>ion  of  th- 
mind.  No :  there  it  glared  still.  Then  she  trembled  vx- 
lently,  and  held  out  her  left  hand,  the  fingers  working  convb!- 
sively,  to  Laure,  wdio  was  still  singing. 

But  almost  at  this  moment,  the  mouth  of  this  face  suddtnN 
opened  in  a  long-drawn  breath.  At  this  Josephine  utterctl  a 
violent  shriek,  and  sprang  to  her  teet,  with  her  right  lian.i 
quivering  and  pointing  at  that  pale  face  set  in  the  dark. 

Laure   sU\rt«id  v\y>,  ^wOy.,  ^N\\vivl\\\^».^  \\^v  V'^'ivji^  \xiund,  saw 
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Dtl's  gloomy  face  lookinj^  orer  her  shoulder.     She  fell 
oitig  upon   her   kaee.s  and*  aJniost  out  of  her  flenses, 
fin  to  pray  wildly  and  piteonsly  for  uierey. 
f  JosepbUm  utter*id  one  more  cry,  hut  this  was  the  faint  cry 
Nature  siakiDg  under  the  shock  of  terror.     She  swooned 
away,  and  feU  senseless  od  the  floor  ere  Raynal  could 
Bbarrass  bim^tf  of  the  screen,  and  get  to  her. 
Tbb  then  was  the  scene  ttiat  met  Edouard's  eyes. 
His  mtJStresa  on  her  kne^s,  white  as  a  ghost,  trembling, 
|d  screaming,  mlher  than  crying,  for  mercy.     And  Raynal 
Uiig  over  lilt)  wil^*,  showing  by  the  working  of  his  iron 
ttrtss  that  he  doubted  whetlier  &he  was  worthy  he  should 

}'  One  would  hare  thought  nothing  eould  add  to  the  terror 
lib  ioene.     Yet  it  wa.?  added  to*     The  baroness  rang 
handbell  violently  in  the  room  below.     She  had  heard 
ephlne'i^  scream  and  fall. 

^  Oh  !  she  too  I "  cried   Laure,  and  she  grovelled  on  her 
to  Hajmal^  and^  seising^  bis  knees,  implored  him  to 
■  some  pity. 
,  »*  Oh  sir  1  kill  us  1  we  are  culpable**' 
Bring !  dring  I  dring !  dring  I  dring  I  pealed  the  baroness's 
bell. 

^  But  do  not  tell  our  mother.  Oh,  if  jon  are  a  man  I  do 
Dt !— do  not  I  Show  ua  !?ome  pity  I  We  are  but  women. — 
ieroyl  morcyl  mercy!" 

I  ^  Sp«ak  out  then  !  **  ^tiancd  Raynal  1     ^  WhM  does  thU 
an?" 

W— w— what?"  faltered  Laut^, 
"  >Vliy  ha&  my  wife  swooned  at  sight  of  me  ? — whose  is 

tluld?" 
**Who«e?"  ataromered  Laure.      Till   he  said   ihatt  she 
6ver  thought  there  erntld  ho  a  doubt  whose  child  P 
Dring  ]  dring  1  dring  \  dring  1  dring  ! 
"  Oh  my  Uod  I  "  (xried  the  poor  girl,  and  her  0y«i  glwioed 
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every  way  like  some  wfld  creatare  looking  for  a  hole,  how- 
ever small,  to  escape  by. 

Edouard  seeing  her  hesitalaoa  came  down  on  her  other 
side. 

^  Whose  is  the  child  Laare  ?  "  said  he  atemlj. 
^  You  tool  why  were  we  bom?  mercjl  ohi  let  me gD to 
my  sister  I " 

Dringl  dringl  dring!  dringl  dringl 
The  men  were  excited  to  fbry  bj  Lanre*8  hesitation:  thej 
each  seized  an  arm,  and  tore  her  screaming  with  lear  at  their 
violence  from  her  knees  up  to  her  feet,  between  them  with  a 
single  gesture. 

"•  You  hurt  me  I "  said  she  bitfceriy  to  Edonaid,  and  she 
left  crying  and  was  terribly  calm  and  sallen  all  in  a  moment 
'*  Whose  is  the  child  ? "  roared  Edooard  and  Baynal  in 
one  raging  breath.     ^  Whose  is  the  child  ?  " 
"  It  is  mine  I " 

These  were  not  words — they  were  electric  shodcs. 
The  two  hands  that  griped  Laure's  arms  were  paralyzed, 
and  dropped  off  them :  and  there  was  silence. 

Then  the  thought  of  all  she  had  done  with  those  three 
words  began  to  rise  and  grow  and  surge  over  her.  She 
stood,  her  eyes  turned  downwards  yet  inwards,  and  diktiiig 
with  horror.  . 

Silence  I 

Now  a  mist  came  over  her  eyes,  and  in  it  she  saw  indis- 
tinctly the  figure  of  Baynal  darting  to  his  wife's  side,  and 
raising  her  head. 

She  dared  not  look  round  on  the  other  side.  She  heard 
feet  stagger  on  the  floor.  She  heard  a  groan,  too ;  but  not  a 
word. 

Horrible  silence  I 

With  nerves  strung  to  frenzy  and  trembling  acnte  ears, 
she  waited  for  a  reproach,  a  curse— either  woold  have  been 
some  little  relief.    But  no  I  a  silence  far  more  terrible. 
Then  a  step  wavered  across  the  room.     Hcur  seal  was  in 
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'  eiyr.    She  cou](3  hear  und  feel  the  step  totter,  and  it  shook 

as  it  went.     All  &ouD«li!  were  trehled  to  hcr^     Then  it 

ruck  on  the  Intone  6te[i  of  the  ataircase,  not  like  a  ^iep,  but 

k)ud,  crtuhing  kneU  ;  another  step,  another  and  another : 
own  to  the  very  bottom.  Each  slow  step  made  her  head 
ng  and  her  heart  fts^e^e. 

At  la^^t  she  heard  no  more.  Then  a  sej^am  of  angaiah 
nd  recall  rose  to  her  lips.  She  fought  it  down  for  Josephine 
id  RaynaJ-  Edouard  waa  gone.  She  had  hut  her  sister 
^w — the  sister  she  loved  better  than  herself ;  the  sister  to 
|ve  whose  life  and  bonoar  she  had  this  moment  sacnllced 
er  own  and  all  a  woman  lives  for. 

She  turned,  wiUi  a  wild  cry  of  love  and  pity,  to  that  si^tar^s 
lie  lo  help  her;  and,  when  she  kneelt^d  down  beside  hei^  an 
arm  was  promptly  thrust  out  between  the  beloved  ood 
and  ber. 

"  This  h  my  care,  madam,*'  said  Eaynal,  coldly* 

file  re  waa  no  miaiaking  bis  manner*  The  stained  one  waa 
dt  Ip  touch  his  wife. 

She  looked  at  him  in  piteous  amazement  at  hm  tngratitnde, 

**  It  is  well,"  said  she-     **  It  is  just,     I  deserre  this  from 


She  aaid  no  more,  but  drooped  gently  down  beside  the 

Jle,  and  hid  her  forehead  in  the  clothes  beside  the  child 
bat  had  brought  all  this  woe,  and  sobbed  bitterly. 

Honeftl  Eaynal  began  to  be  eorry  for  her  in  spite  of  him* 
illf.  Btat  there  wa?  no  time  for  this*  Josephine  stirred  i 
and«  at  the  «ame  moment,  a  violent  knocking  came  at  the 
door  of  the  ai>artment,  and  the  new  servunt^s  voice,  crying — ■ 
"Ob,kdie,^l  for  Heaven's  sake^  what  b  the  matter?  Th« 
baroness  heard  a  fall — she  is  getting  up— she  will  be  here. 
lit  shall  I  lell  her? — what  i*  Hie  master?'' 
Raynal  was  going  to  answer,  hut  Lauro,  who  had  atarted 
up  nt  the  knocking,  put  her  hand  in  a  momeiit  before  bia 
outh* 
Bbe  na  lo  the  door. 
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^  There  is  nothing  tke  matter  ;  tell  mammn  I  am  comw^ 
down  to  her  directly."    She  flew  hiuik  to  RajBal  in  an  exdie- 
ment  little  short  of  frenzy.     "  Help  me  carry  her  inio  bn 
own  room  I  '*  crii^d  she  imperiously- 

Baynal  obeyed  by  instinct  i  for  the  fiery  girl  Sfioke  like  i 
general  giving  the  word  of  command  with  the  «^nemj  in 
front. 

"  Now  put  it  out  of  sight — tak€     is — qoick^  quick ! " 

Baynai  went  to  the  cradle, 

''  Ah  I  my  poor  ^1,**  said  he,  he  HAed  it  in  bi§  anm, 
^  this  is  a  sorry  bu^^inesa  to  hare  lide  your  own  child  frm 
your  own  mother  1 " 

''  Colonel  RayniU  !  '*  s&ld  Lau  *^  do  not  Insult  a  pooi' 
despairing  girl  !^^ — c'e$i  hUhe." 

*•'  I  am  silent,  young  woman  \ "  Baid  Baynai  sternly' 
"What  is  to  be  done?" 

*'  Take  it  down  the  steps,  and  give  it  to  Jacintha.  Stay. 
here  is  a  candle.  I  go  to  tell  mamma  you  are  come :  and 
Colonel  Raynal,  I  never  injured  you :  if  you  tell  my  mother 
you  will  stab  her  to  the  heart  and  me,  and  may  the  curse  ot 
cowards  light  on  you  !  may " 

*'  Enough  !  "  cried  Raynal  fiercely.  "  Do  you  take  me  for 
a  habhling  girl  ?  I  love  your  mother  better  than  you  do.  or 
this  would  not  be  here.  I  shall  not  bring  her  gi-ev  bair^ 
down  with  sorrow  to  the  grave.  1  shall  speak  of  this  villjuiy 
to  but  one  person  :  and  to  him  I  shall  talk  with  this,  and  n- 1 
with  the  idle  tongue  I "  and  he  tapped  his  sword-hilt  with  a 
sombre  look  of  terrible  signilieanee. 

lie  carried  out  the  cradle.  The  child  slept  sweetly 
through  it  all. 

Laure  darted  into  Josephine's  room,  took  the  key  from  the 
inside,-  to  the  outside,  locke<l  the  door,  put  the  kev  in  ht-r 
pocket  and  ran  down  to  her  mother's  room :  her  knet? 
trembled  under  her  as  she  went. 

Jacintha    Ss\eep\v\*^    Vx^x\q^v\\\\^    ^wW^wVj    ^vjlt  her    thnxii 
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iped,  and  heard  a  loud  voice  ring  in  her  ear :  tben  &he  waa 
and  wrenched,  and  dropped*     She  found  herself  ij'iog 
'dear  of  the  !?tep6  in  tlie  moonlight :  her  head  waa  where  her 
feet  hiid  heeri,  and  her  caudle  out. 

She  mtered  shriek  upon  &tinekf  and  was^  too  frightened  to 

'i  up.     She  thought  it  was   Fupomatural ;    some  old  De 

aurepaire  had  served  her  thus  for  sleeping  on  her  potfiL 
A  struggle  took  place  between  her  fidelity  and  her  super- 
stitious fears*  Fidelity  conquered.  Quaking  in  every  limb 
she  groped  up  the  staircaae  for  her  caodle. 

It  WHS  gone. 

Then  a  eiill  more  sickening  fear  came  over  her. 

What  if  this  wa^  no  apirit*»  work^  but  a  hunmn  arm — a 
flljting  oue — some  man's  arm  ?  ** 

Her  tirat  impulse  was  to  dart  up  the  sudrs,  and  make  sure 
fhal  no  calaraity  had  befallen  tlirough  her  roUlimed  drowsi- 
iiess*  But  when  she  came  to  Irjt  her  dread  of  the  super- 
natural reviyed.  She  could  not  venture  without  a  light  up 
thme  etairs,  thronged  perhaps  with  angiy  spirits.  She  ran. 
td  the  kitciien.  She  found  ihe  tinder-bos,  and  with  tremb- 
ling hands  struck  a  light.  She  came  back  shading  it  with 
her  hand^^  and,  coramitting  her  soul  to  the  care  of  Heaveii, 
she  crept  quiiking  up  the  stairs.  Then  she  heard  voic^ 
above*  and  that  restored  her  more;  she  mounted  more 
iiteadilv.  Presently  she  stopped ;  for  a  heavy  step  was 
cumin g  down^  It  did  not  sound  Uke  a  woman^a  etep.  ft 
came  further  down :  she  tamed  to  tly« 

*^  Jaeintha !  "  said  a  deep  voice,  that  in  thia  stone  cylinder 
rang  like  thunder  from  a  tomb. 

*♦  Oh  I  saints  and  angeb  save  me,"  yelled  Jaeintha :  aad 
fell  on  her  knees^  and  bid  her  bend  for  security,  and  dowQ  •^ 
^Mcnt  her  eandlestiek  clattering  on  the  stone. 
^B    *»  Don't  be  a  tool  1  "  said  the  iron  voice  over  her  k^d* 
^^V  Gel  im  and  take  ihh.*' 
^"     She  raised  her  brad  by  slow  degrees,  £.hudi]ering* 

A  man  was  holding  out  a  candle  to  betv  ^^  ^swcwS^Xift 
mnied  lighted  up  hk  face — 
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"  Colonel  Raynan*" 

"  Well,  what  do  jan  kneel  there  for,  gaping  at  me  like 
that?     Take  this  I  tell  jou,  and  carry  it  oat  of  the  boa^e!" 

He  shoved  it  roughly  down  into  her  haiid&^  then  mmed  oo 
his  heel  without  a  word. 

Jaciotha  collapsed  on  the  staire,  and  the  cra^lle  sank  beside 
her :  for  all  the  power  was  driven  out  of  her  bcxij  :  eheeeiild 
hardly  support  her  own  weight,  mi  h  leas  the  cnidle* 

She  rocked  herself,  and  groan 

"  Oh  what's  this  ?— oh  whafs  t^     ?  " 

A  cold  perspiration  came  ov^        r  whole  frame* 

"  Oh  what  does  this  mean  ?  it  has  happened  ? ' 

She  took  up  the  candle  that  w  yiug  burning  aod  gotten 
ing  on  the  stairs ;  st^raped  up  thi.  .^rease  with  the  gnufeis, 
and  tried  to  polish  it  clean  with  a  bit  of  paper  that  &hock 
between  her  fingers.  She  took  the  child  out  of  the  cra<ile, 
and  wrapped  it  carefully  in  her  shawl  :  then  went  -lowly 
down  the  stairs,  and,  holding  him  close  to  her  hosoru.  with  .1 
furtive  eye,  and  hrain  confused,  and  a  heart  like  had.  stclr 
away  to  the  tcnantless  cottage,  where  !Madarne  Joiiven-l 
awaited  her. 

Laure  found  the  haroness  pale  and  agitated.  *'  What  i? 
the  matter  ?     What  is  going  on  over  my  head  ?  " 

*'  Darling  mother,  something  has  happened  that  will  n^- 
joice  your  heart.      Somchody  has  come  home  !  " 

*'  I\Iy  son  ?  oh  no  !  impossible.      We  cannot  be  so  happy.' 

"  lie  will  be  with  you  directly." 

The  old  lady  now  trembled  with  joyful  agitation. 

*'  In  five  minutes  I  will  bring  him  to  you.  Shall  vou  bo 
dressed  ?     I  will  ring  for  the  girl  to  help  you." 

''Hut  Laure,  the  scream,  and  that  terrible  fall.  Ah! 
where  is  Josephine.^" 

"  Can't  you  guess,  mjimma?  Oh  the  ftill  -svas  the  fall  ot' 
the  screen,  and  they  stumbled  over  it  in  the  dark." 

''They!  who?" 

''  Colonel   HayAA^X,  ^vvv\ — wia^  ^A^^nw'xxv^.     I   will    tell    vou 


wurrE  Li£9. 


497 


nma,  but  don't  be  angry  or  even  mendoa  it*     They  wanted 

gnrprite  us*     Tliej^  gaw  a  light  burning:^  and   tliey  t^rejit 

tjj>toe  up  to  the  lapestri*id  rcmm,  where  Josepbine  mid  1 

ere,  and  they  did  give  us  a  grent  tVigUu" 

"  What  madne^d  1 "  cried  tbe   baioiitfiis   itn^jly  j  **  and  la 

ephine'fi  v^eak  estate  !     Such  a  jsurpride  miglit  have  driven 

er  IdIo  a  HC* 

**YeSj  U  was  fooUijh— but   let   it   pasi   mumma^     Don't 

:  of  it     He  b  ^orry  al>out  it*" 
Lanre  slipped  out,  ordered  a  fire  m  the  idbri,  and  not  in 
be  tapestried  roain^  and  the  next  minute  was  at  her  si!5ier*t 
m.     There  she  found  Bayntil  knocking  and  asking  Jc^e- 
bin^  bow  she  wa=;. 

•*  Pray  leave  her  alone  a  moment,"  said  slie,     *'  I   will 
png  her  down  to  you.     Mamsia  is  waiting  for  jou  in  the 


Rmytial  went  down.     Laure  unlocked  tiie  bedrc»om  door^ 

ent  iti,  and  to  her  horror  found  Jostephine  lying  on  ibe  door, 

he  dii»bed  wjiter  in  her  face  and  apptied  every  remedy  ;  and 

\  last  she  came  hack  to  lit'e^  and  its  terrors. 

**  Save  me  I^^iire  I  save  lae — he  is  coming  to  kill  me — I 

ard  bim  jit  the  duor"  and  she  clung  trembling  pit^>u&ly  to 

*re- 

Lamre  seeing  her  terror,  was  glad  at  the  suieidid 
the    had    told.      She    comlorted  and  eneouragtd 
sepbine  and— deceived  her* 

"  Ail  i»  well  my  poor  coward,**  &h©  cried  j  **  your  fears  are 

ima^nary :  another  Liuii  owu4.hI  the  child :  and  the  sbory 

I  beUeved*** 

**  Ajiother  I  impossible  !  He  would  not  believe  it." 
"  He  does  believe  il^ — lie  shall  believe  it," 
I^ure  then,  feeling  by  no  means  sure  that  Jf»sephini>»  ter- 
led  an  niie  wiis,  would  consent  to  let  her  sister  come  to 
f  to  screen  ht*r,  l^ild  her  bi>ldly  th.-it  .biL'intlin  had  owned 
If  the  mother  of  the  chiM,  and  tliat  lijiynniV  only  ih*yU 
towaitU  her  was  pity,  and  n^gret  al  having  w  C^vay^^ 
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frightened  her,  weakened  as  she  was  by  illness.     ^  I  told  his 
you  had  been  ill,  dear.     But  how  came  you  on  thegroand?"* 

"  Laure,  I  had  coiue  to  mjself ;  I  wa^  on  m  j  ktieas  pm* 
ing.  He  tapped*  I  heard  his  voice*  1  remember  do  more. 
I  must  have  fainted  again  directly-" 

Laure  had  hard  work  to  make  her  believe  that  her  gailt, 
as  she  called  it,  was  not  known  ;  and  even  Lhen  she  could  n(A 
prevail  on  her  to  come  down  stairs,  until  she  said — **  if  j^>« 
don't  he  will  come  to  jou.^  On  that  Josephine  consented 
eagerly,  and  with  trembling  finger:  began  to  adjust  her  h»ir 
and  her  dress  for  the  interview. 

All  this  teirible  night  I^iure  foi  |ht  for  her  sister. 

She  took  her  down  stairs  to  the  cdim.  She  put  her  on  ;B« 
sofa.  She  sat  by  her  and  pressed  her  hand  coii;$tiuitly  t& 
give  her  courage.  She  told  the  story  of  tbe  surprise  ber 
own  way,  beftsro  th^  whok  party  including  the  doctor,  to  piip- 
veiit  Rayiuil  from  being  called  on  to  tell  it  his  way.  SI  ^^ 
langhed  at  Josephine's  absurdity,  but  excused  it  on  acooun: 
of  her  feeble  health.  In  short  she  threw  more  and  mort 
dust  in  all  their  eyes. 

But  by  the  time  when  the  rising  sun  came  faintly  in  rtui 
lighted  tlie  haggard  party  where  the  deceived  were  hapi  v 
the  deceivers  wretched,  the  supernatural  strength  this  you.:: 
girl  had  sliown  was  almost  exhausted.  She  felt  an  hv>t«Ti -.I 
impulse  to  scream  and  weep  :  each  minute  it  became  in  ^re 
and  more  ungovernable.  Then  came  an  unexpected  tun. 
Kaynal  after  a  long  and  loving  talk  with  his  mother.  a>  ! 
called  her,  looked  at  his  watch,  and  in  a  characteristic  w.-^v. 
coolly  announced  his  immediate  departure,  this  being  (he  ^!N 
hint  he  had  given  them  that  he  was  not  come  back  for  i^xh. 

The  baroness  wa.s  thunderstruck. 

Laure  and  Josephine  })ressed  one  another's  hands  and  h:i'^. 
much  ado  not  to  utter  a  loud  cry  of  joy. 

Kaynal  explained  the  case.  Six  days  were  allowed  lii-i 
to  carry  his  des[)atclies  to  the  Khine. 

He  had  ca\ou\A\ov\  vV^v  Vv*^.  o<^v\ld  do  it  in  four  davs  frnrn 
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Paris.  "  So  I  stole  a  day  to  get  a  peep  at  you  and  my  wife. 
But  now  I  must  be  off:  not  an  hour  to  lose.  Don't  fret 
mother,  I  shall  soon  be  back  again,  if  I  am  not  knocked  on 
the  head." 

Raynal  took  a  jovial  leave  of  them  alL     When  it  came 
to  Laure's  turn  he  drew  her  aside  and  whispered  into  her 


"  Who  is  the  man  ?  " 

She  started,  and  seemed  dumb-founded.  ^No  one  you 
know,"  she  whispered. 

"  Tell  me,  or  I  ask  my  wife," 

"  She  has  promised  me  not  to  betray  me :  I  made  her 
swear.  Spare  me  now,  brother;  I  will  tell  you  all  when 
you  come  back." 

^  That  is  a  bargain,  now  hear  me  swear ;  he  shall  marry 
jou  or  he  shall  die  by  my  hand." 

He  confirmed  this  by  a  tremendous  oath. 

Laure  shuddered,  but  she  said  nothing,  only  she  thought  to 
herself—"  I  am  fore-warned.  Never  shall  you  know  who  is 
the  father  of  that  child." 

He  was  gone. 

The  baroness. — ^*  What  had  he  to  say  to  you  Laure  ?  Youp 
poor  mother  is  jealous ! " 

Laure. — ^^  He  was  only  telling  me  what  to  do  to  keep  up 
your  courage  and  Josephine's  till  he  comes  back  for  good." 

Baroness. — "  Ah !     Heaven  grant  it  may  be  soon  I " 

This  was  the  last  lie  the  entangled  one  had  to  tell  that 
morning.  The  next  minute  the  sisters,  exhausted  by  their 
terrible  struggle,  went  feebly,  with  downcast  eyes,  along  the 
corridor  and  up  the  staircase  to  Josephine's  room. 

They  went  hand  in  hand.  They  sank  down,  dressed  as 
they  were,  on  Josephine's  bed,  and  clung  to  one  another  and 
trembled  together,  till  their  exhausted  natures  sank  into  un- 
easy slumbers,  from  which  each  in  turn  would  wake  ever  and 
anon  with  a  convulsive  start,  and  clasp  her  sister  tighter  to 
her  breast. 
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Theirs  was  a  mairelloas  love.  Even  a  ooune  of  deedl 
had  not  yet  prevailed  to  separate  or  diill  their  sister  botwoi 
But  even  in  this  deep  and  wonderful  love  there  were  degrefs: 
one  went  a  shade  deeper  than  the  other  now ;  ay,  since  Itet 
night.  Which  ?  why  she  who  had  sacrificed  herself  for  the 
other,  and  dared  not  tell  her  of  it,  lest  the  aacrifioe  should  i» 
refused. 

It  was  the  grey  of  the  morning,  and  fi^ggy,  wlien  Raya^ 
after  taking  leave,  went  to  the  stable  fiir  his  horse.  At  ihi 
stable  door  he  came  upon  a  man  sitting  doubled,  up  on  tbe 
very  stones  of  the  yard,  with  his  head  on  bis  knees.  Tkii 
figure  lifted  its  head,  and  showed  him  the  face  of  Edooari 
Riviere,  white  and  ghastly :  his  hair  lank  with  the  mist,  ks 
teeth  chattering  with  cold  and  misery.  The  poor  wreidi  W 
walked  frantically  all  night  round  and  round  the  chateau, 
waiting  till  he  should  come  out     He  told  him  so. 

^  But  why  didn't  you  ? — Ah  I  I  see.  No  I  you  ooold  not 
go  into  the  house  after  that  Be  a  man  !  There  is  but  ose 
thing  for  you  to  do.  Turn  your  back  on  her,  and  fbiget  she 
ever  lived.     She  is  dead  to  you." 

<<  There  is  something  to  be  done  besides  that,"  said  Edoo- 
ard,  gloomily. 

"What?" 

"  Vengeance." 

"  That  is  my  affair,  young  man.  When  I  come  bad^  fitsi 
the  Rhine,  she  will  tell  me  who  her  seducer  is.  She  bss 
promised." 

<<  She  will  never  t^ll  you :  she  is  young  in  years,  hot  old 
in  treachery.  Thank  Heaven  we  don't  depend  on  her.  I 
know  the  villain." 

"  Ah !    Then  tell  me  this  moment  I " 

"  It  is  that  scoundrel,  Dujardin." 

"  Dujardin  ?     What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

^  I  mean  that,  while  you  were  fightmg  for  France,  yoar 
house  was  turned  into  a  hospital  for  wounded  soldienk" 
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the  l>etter/* 
hat  this  Dtijardin  was  hofused  hj  jmi^  was  nursed  by 
wife,  and  all  the  familj  ;  and  in  return   has  seduced 
ir  Fi^t^r^ — mj  affianced  I  " 

1  can't  believe  it.     Cam i He  Dujardin  was  always  a  man 
lour,  and  a  good  soldier," 

bnel^  there  ba^  been  no  man  near  the  place  but  tbii 
lUin.     1  tell  you   it   is  he»     Don^t  make  me  tear  my 
mg  heart  out :  mu3t  1  tell  you  how  often  I  caught  them 
hrr,  how  I  suepeeted,  and  how  she  guIJed  me,  blind  foul 
I    was,  to  believe   a  woman 's*   words   betbre  my  own 
?     I  ew^rar  to  you  he  is  the  villain.     The  only  question 
fhith  of  u»  two  h  to  kill  him  1 '' 
•Where  is  the  man  ?  *' 
ifie  b  in  tfie  army  of  the  Rhine/' 
Ah!  aU  ihe  better/' 

Covered  with  glory  and  honour.     Curse  him  I  oh  mrm 
I  curse  him  !  " 
J  iim  in  Utck.    I  am  going  to  the  Rhine,** 

know  it*  That  is  why  I  waitetl  here  all  ihrougU  Ibis 
I  of  misery.  Ye^»  you  arc  in  luck*  But  yoti  will  gend 
;«  line  when  you  have  killed  him  :  will  you  not  ?  Then 
U  knr>w  joy  again*  Should  he  escape  youj  he  i^hall  not 
me/* 
iltmmg  man,"  eaid  Raynal  calmly^  ^  this  rage  is  unman- 
ATe  have  not  hcurd  his  side  of  the  story.  He  is  a  ^ood 
litiier.  Perhaps  he  i*  not  all  to  blame  :  or,  perhaps,  pas -ion 
betrayed  him  into  a  sin  that  hi&  conscience  and  honour 
ikflplvTOve :  if  eo,  be  rouFt  not  die*  You  ihink  only  of  your 
irrtJTig;  it  is  natumU  Bui  I  am  ihe  giifa  bTOlbcr— guardian 
of  lier  hunour  and  my  own.  His  life  is  |preeiouE  as  gold*  1 
^hiUL  Hiiikr  him  marry  her*" 

What!    reward  him  for  his  villanyl**   cntnl  Bdouard, 
liranlirally- 

**  J  dofi*t  see  the  mighty  reward,"  replird  Kaynat,  with  a 
leer. 


^  You  leave  one  tiling  out  of  the   calcQlaliOE,  oumeor/ 
said   Edouard,  trembling  with  anger,  **  tliat  I  wiU  kiU 
brother-in-law  at  the  altar^  Iwfore  her  eyea.'* 

"  Jbu  leave  one  thing  out  of  the  c^culation^ — that  jocwi 
first  have  to  cross  swords  at  the  altar  with  me-" 

"  So  be  it  I  will  not  dmw  on  in  j  old  commandariL  1 
could  not:  but  be  sure  I  will  eatch  him  and  her  *kM 
some  day,  and  the  bride  shall  be  a  ^Idow^  in  her  bmej^ 
moon." 

"  As  you  please  "  said  Raynal,  cooUy-  **  That  is  ftU  iair. 
I  shall  make  her  an  honest  wife :  yoa  may  make  her  stf 
honest  widow.  (Thb  is  what  thej  caU  love,  and  ^neer  «t  at 
for  keeping  clear  of  it,)     But  neither  he  nor  you  *ball  fc«f 

my  sister  what  she  ia  now,  a ,"  and  he  used  a  w<wd  «i 

of  the  camp. 

Edouard  wineed  and  groaned* 

"Oh !  don't  call  her  bj  such  a  name  !  There  is  KwneioTs- 
tery.  She  loved  me  once.  There  must  have  been  sam 
strange  seduction." 

"  Why  so? "  cried  Raynal,  "I  never  saw  a  girl  that  couM 
take  her  own  part  better  tlian  she  can.  She  i>  not  lik-  '■' 
sister  at  all  in  character.  Not  that  I  excuse  hirn.  Ir  \s  .-  ^ 
di-liononrable  act  :  an  ungrateful  act  to  my  wito  a:.d  :  y 
mother." 

*•  And  to  you." 

''  In  four  days  I  shall  stand  before  him.  I  shall  * 
go  into  a  pet  like  you ;  I  am  in  earnest.  I  shall  - 
pay  to  him — '  Dujardin,  I  know  all  !  '  Then,  it^  1  •  > 
guihy,  his  face  will  show  it  directly.  Then  I  shall  -  ';  — 
*  Comrade,  you  must  marry  her  whom  you  have  di-^';  '  - 
oured.'  " 

*'  He  will  not  !      He  is  a  libertine — a  rascal." 

"  You  are  speaking  of  a  man  you  don't  know.  IK  ?' 
marry  her,  and  repair  the  wrong  he  has  done.'' 

*'  Suppose  he  refuses  ?  " 
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I.  "  Why  should  he  refuse  ?  the  girL  is  not  ugly  or  old,  and 
if  she  has  done  a  folly  he  was  her  partner  in  it" 

•*  Suppose  he  refuses  ?  " 

Raynal  ground  his  teeth. 

^  Refuse  ?  if  he  does  Fll  run  my  sword  through  his  car- 
case, then  and  there.     And  the  girl  to  a  convent." 
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CHAPTER    XXXVIIL 

The  French  army  lay  before  a  fortified 
Rhine,  which  we  will  call  Philipsburg. 

This  army  knew  Bonaparte  by  report  onlj :  it  was  coo*- 1 
manded  by  generals  of  the  old  schooL 

Philipsburg  was  defended  on  three  sides  by  the  nature  of 
the  ground :  but  on  the  side  that  faced  the  French  line  of 
march  there  was  only  a  zig  zag  wall,  pierced,  and  a  fc^ 
tower  or  two  at  the  salient  angles. 

There  were  evidences  of  a  tardy  attempt  to  improve  tkc 
defences.  In  particular  there  was  a^  large  round  bastioo, 
about  three  times  the  height  of  the  wall :  the  masonry  wis 
new  :  and  the  very  embrasures  were  not  cut. 

Young  blood  was  for  assaulting  these  equivocal  fbrtifici- 
tions  at  the  end  of  the  da/^  march  that  brought  the  FrenA 
advanced  guard  in  sight  of  the  place :  but  the  old  generab 
would  not  hear  of  it.  The  soldiers'  lives  must  not  be  flui^ 
away  assaulting  a  place  that  could  be  reduced  in  twenty-one 
days  with  mathematical  certainty.  .  For  at  this  epoch  a  siege 
was  looked  on  as  a  process  with  a  certain  result :  the  ooly 
problem  was  in  how  many  days  would  the  place  be  takeD  ? 
and  even  this  they  used  to  settle  to  a  day  or  two  on  p^pw 
by  arithmetic ;  so  many  feet  of  wall,  and  so  many  guns  on 
the  one  side :  so  many  guns,  so  many  men,  and  such  and 
such  a  soil  to  cut  the' trenches  in  on  the  other — ^result,  two 
figures  varying  from  fourteen  to  forty.  These  two  figures 
represented  the  duration  of  the  siege. 

For  all  that,  siege  arithmetic,  right  in  general,  has  always 
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tcrribiy  dbturbcd  hy  one  liule  incideaii  thai  occurs  now 
ftd  then — vk*^  gt^aiuB  iWide.     This  Is  ona  of  the  iim  of 

ciHtid:  it  goe^  and  puts  out  calcul&tiotiB  lliat  bnte  stood  tbe 
brunt  of  yf-ani*     Archimedt's  and  TiHUe-l>en  were,  no  doubl, 
clever  iii*;n  in  thuir  wuj,  nnd  good  citizens,  yet  one  cliaraclei^ 
^h  of  deticjite  tnen*s  ininds  tliey  lacked — venemtion.    Thej 
howtjd  an  utit-r  disrespect  for  the  wisdom  of  tlie  ancients, 
e ranged  tlie  c^lfularions  wliich  so  much  learning  nnd  piitient 
bought  htxd  ImlJowed^  disturbed  the  minda  of  wbit^f-baiped 
eraii3,  look  sieges  out  of  the  gmap  of  scit^nce,  and  plunged 
m  back  into  the  lieid  of  the  wildest  conjecture* 
Our  grneraln  then  s^at  down  at  fourteen  hundred  yards 
btatice,  arid  planned  tljc  trt'ivehes  artiitiCiillyi  and  directed 
kcm  to  be  eut  al  antnl  iuigle&,  and  so  cn^ep  nearer  and 
fiv  the  devoted  town.     Then  tbe  Prussianis,  whose  bearta 
^d  been  in  dielr  shoes  at  first  ^ight  of  the  French  sbrikoa, 
Itickcd  dp,  and  I  Ley  turned,  not   I  be  garrison  only  but  the 
ppulutiort  of  the  town^  into  engineers  and  masons*     Tbetr 
lifi cations  grew  almost  as  fast  as  the  French  trenches. 
Tije  iirst  day  of  the  &iege,  a   joung  bui  distinguished 
ifi  the  French  amiy  rode  to  tbe  quarters  of  General 
,  who  comnjanded  bis  division ^  and  was  hi§  iJi?rsonal 
lend,  and  respectfully  but  firmly  entreated  the  genentt  to 
bprt^sent  to  tbe  cotnmander-iu-cbief  the  propriety  of  assault* 
that  new  bastion^  before  it  should  become  dangerous* 
^  My  brigade  shall  carry  it  in  fifteen  minute^s  generai'^ 
'  Wbai,  cross  all  that  open  under  fire  ?  on©  baif  your 
ado  would  never  nach  the  bastion  " 
**Tbe  other  half  would  take  It,  generaL" 
I  **Tliat  is  very  doublfuL" 
**  And  tbe  n^xt  dny  you  would  bare  the  town.** 
General  Raimbant  refused  to  torward  the  ya«mg  eekwiePa 
Dpo«al  to  hea<i-qnarterg. 

"  I  w  ill  not  subject  you  to  l«?o  relbsals  in  one  mmUet"  nmi 
p»  kiiidly* 
1  Tbe  young  colonel  lingeml-    He  €aldtrefit«««Ml?— **Qm 
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question,  general :  when  that  bastion  cuts  its  teeth  will  it  be 
any  easier  to  take  than  now  ?  " 

*<  Certainly :  it  will  always  be  easier  to  take  it  from  tlie 
sap  than  to  cross  the  open  under  fire  to  it  and  take  it.  Come, 
colonel,  to  your  trenches,  and  if  your  friend  should  cut  its 
teeth,  you  shall  have  a  battery  in  your  attack  that  will  set  ils 
teeth  on  edge — ha !  ha  ! " 

The  young  colonel  did  not  echo  his  ehiePs  humour;  he 
saluted  gravely,  and  returned  to  the  trenches. 

The  next  morning,  three  fresh  tiers  of  embrasures  grinned 
lone  above  another  at  the  besiegers.  The  besieged  had  been 
up  all  night,  and  not  idle.  In  half  these  apertures,  hiad 
muzzles  showed  themselves. 

The  bastion  had  cut  its  front  teeth. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX 


fiiiiTiEKTH  day  of  the  st^ge. 

The   trtnches   were    within  four  hinadred  yard»  of  the 

^emy's  gum,  and  it  was  bot  work  in  ihem.     The  eneiny 

i  tiers  of  guns  in  the  round  bastion  *  and  on  Urn  lup 

fgot  a  long  48-pounder,  which  ibey  worked  with  il 

IriTel  joint,  or  fometbing,  and  ilirew  a  great  roaring  ^bot 

nj  part  of  the  French  lincj?. 

(to  the  commander- in-chief  and  his  generals,  they  wem  I 
5t?ed  ahont  n  long  way  in  the  rear^  and  no  shot  carae  as  far 
I  them  ;  byt  in  the  trenehes  the  mt^n  began  now  to  fall  fast, 
k|weittUy  on  the  lef\  attack p  wlueh  faced  the  round  bastion, 
iir  young  colonel  had  got  hla  heavy  battery^  and  every  now 
&d  then  tie  wonlil  divert  the  general  effort*  of  the  bastion^ 
pd  efitnf*el  it  to  concentnite  its  attention  on  him,  by  fx>imd- 
;  away  at  it  lili  it  wn^  all  in  gore  pIace■^.     But  he  meant  tl 
3$e  mischief  than  that ;  fitiU,  as  heretofore^  regarding  it  m 
I  key  to  PhiHpsburg,     He  had  got  a  large  force  of  en^- 
eri  at  work  driving  a  mine  toward:!  it:  and  to  this  he 
listed  more  than  to  breaching  it,  for  the  bigger  holejs  he 
bade  in  it  by  day  were  all  stopped  at  night  by  the  towni- 
j>eople» 

Thi^  enlfincl  wm  not  a  favourite  in  tht-  dS vision  tn  which 

brigjiii**   htdongi^d*     Hn  wu»  m  good  soldier,  but  a  dtill 

npankin.     He    was  al8o  accai«d  of  hauf^ur  and  of  ao 

p^ldierly  reserve  witli  his  brother  officers. 

Some   loo^e-tongued   ones  even   called   him   a   iiiilk*«opi 

iase  he  wa*  eonttantly  seen  conversing  witli  the 

who  hod  nothing  to  say  to  an  hcmesl  loXdjiKC, 
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Others  said,  ^  No,  hang  it !  he  is  not  a  milk-sop :  he  is  a 
tried  soldier :  he  is  a  sulky  beggar  all  the  same."  Those 
under  his  immediate  command  were  divided  in  opinion  aboot 
him.  There  was  something  about  him  they  coold  not  under- 
stand. Why  was  his  sallow  face  so  ateniy  so  sad  ?  and  why 
with  all  that  was  his  Toice  so  gentle  ?  The  few  words  that 
did  fall  from  his  mouth  were  prized.  One  old  soldier  used 
to  say,  ^  I  would  rather  have  a  word  from  our  brigadier  than 
from  the  commander-in-chief."  Others  thought  he  must  at 
some  part  of  his  career  have  pillaged  a  church,  taken  the 
altar-piece,  and  sold  it  to  a  picture-dealer  in  Paria»  m 
whipped  the  earrings  out  of  the  Madonna's  ear,  or  admitted 
the  female  enemy  to  quarter  upon  ungenerous  conditions, 
this  or  some  such  crime  to  which  we  poor  soldiers  are 
liable :  and  now  was  committing  the  mistake  of  remcHding 
himself  about  it  ^Always  alongside  the  chaplain,  yoa 
seeP' 

This  cold  and  silent  man  had  won  the  heart  of  the  most 
talkative  sergeant  in  the  French  army.  Sergeant  La  Cr(ux 
protested  with  many  oaths  that  all  the  best  generals  of  the 
day  had  commanded  him  in  turn,  and  that  his  present 
colonel  was  the  first  that  had  succeeded  in  inspiring  him 
with  unlimited  confidence.  "  He  knows  every  point  of  war 
— this  one,"  said  La  Croix,  "  I  heard  him  beg  and  pray  ftff 
leave  to  storm  this  thundering  bastion  before  it  was  armed : 
but  no !  the  old  muffs  would  be  wiser  than  our  colonel.  So 
now  here  we  are  kept  at  bay  by  a  place  that  Julius  Ciesar 
and  Cannibal  wouldn't  have  made  two  bites  at  a  piece ;  no 
more  would  I  if  I  was  the  old  boy  out  there  behind  the 
hill."  In  such  terms  do  sergeants  denote  commanders-in* 
chief — at  a  distance.  A  talkative  sergeant  has  more  in- 
fluence with  the  men  than  the  Minister  of  War  is  perhap3 
aware :  on  the  whole,  the  22nd  Brigade  would  have  followed 
its  gloomy  colonel  to  grim  death  and  a  foot  farther. 

One  thing  gave  these  men  a  touch  of  superstitious  rever- 
ence for  their  commander.     He  seemed  to  them  free  from 
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fliy'?ical   wenlmeflii.     He   jn^vft  mi    down   to   tl inner,   and 

i%i*cl  nevftr  lo  4et'\K     At  nn  Uonr  (jftfie  day  or  tiight  were 

s<jfilne'*  t^afe  from  hi^i  vWita, 

Veiy  wiQojing.     But,  after  a  while,  it  led  t<j  keen  wafdi- 

i  i  the  more  bo  that  the  sad  and  gloomy  colonel  i^howed 

hi*  mannt^r  he  appreciated  it.     Indeed*  one  tih^hi  he  even 

^pc^ntnl  hi.«  marble  jaws,  and  told  Sergeant  La  Croix  that  a 

ili.4ifiil  seotrj  was  an  important  soldier,  not  trj  his  brigade, 

tiiy,  but  to  the  whole  army.     Judge  whether  the  mfLximH, 

^nd  Ibe  implied  eueomiym,  did  not  circulate  next  tnoniing 

rith  Additions, 


«  1 6th  dny  of  the  sieg^.    The  round  bastion  opened  fire  at 

^glil  oVloek,  not  on  the  opposing  battery,  but  on  the  right  of 

he  French  attack*     Its  advaHced  pi>9ition  enabled  a  portion 

&f  iU  guns  to  rake  these  trenehes  slant- wise :  and  depresaiog 

Ito  gun^  it  made  the  round  shot  strike  the  ground  firet  and 

eehei  over. 

On  l)n^  our  colonel  opened  on  them  with  all  his  gnnsi ;  otie 

ihe^  he  .served  him-self.     Among  hia  other  warlike  ae- 

[>mp!bihment5i»  he  wa*!  a  wonderful  shot  with  a  cannon.     He 

jlhciwed    th<?m    capital    pracdee    this   morning:    drtjve    two 

[ibnti^iires  into  ont^,  and  knocked  about  a  ton  of  masonry 

Dff  the  jMirapcb     Then  takii^g  advantage  of  thi.'^,  be  i^ervcd 

kwo  of  hia  guns  with  grape,  and  iwept  the  enemy  off  the  top 

the  Btu^tiun,  and  kept  ft  dear*     He  made  it  em  hot  they 

E>iiM  not  work  the  upper  guns.     Tlien  Uiey  turned  the  otJtt*r 

Iwo  tien?  all  ijfion  liim*  and  at  tt  botli  side*  went,  ding,  dorig, 

I  tjie  pan?  were  to«i  hoi  to  be  worked.     So  then  Sergf*tuit 

Croix  popped  his  bead  up  frotn  I  he  battery,  iind  abowi*d 

be  en»rrny  a  great  while  plate*     Tlrifl  wiw*  mi*ant  to  eotivey 

\n  ibrm  an    rnviirilifm   to  dine  with  the   French  artny  :  the 

»lber  Hide  of  the  liilde  of  coulee. 

To  Ibe  cr*^dit  of  Pnistsian  intdligence  he  it  rewrded.  that 
[lift  pnntomimie  hint  wa^  at  once  taken  And  both  ^idt^^  wml 
li>  dinni*r. 
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The  fighting  colonel  however  remained  in  the  batteiy,  nd 
kept  a  detachment  of  his  gunners  employed  cooling  and  lo«d> 
ing  the  guns  and  repairing  the  touch  holes.  He  ordered  his 
two  cutlets  and  his  glass  of  water  into  the  battery. 

Meantime  the  enemy  fired  a  single  gun  at  long  intervals^ 
as  much  as  to  say,  **  we  had  the  last  word."  Let  trenchei 
be  cut  ever  so  artfully,  there  will  be  a  little  apace  exposed 
here  and  there  at  the  angles.  These  spaces  the  men  aic 
ordered  to  avoid,  or  whip  quickly  across  Uiem  into  cover. 

Now  the  enemy  had  just  got  the  range  of  one  of  these 
places  with  their  solitary  gun,  and  had  already  dropped  a 
couple  of  shot  right  on  to  it.  A  camp  follower  with  a  tnj, 
two  cutlets,  and  a  glass  of  water,  came  to  this  open  space 
just  as  a  puff  of  white  smoke  burst  from  the  bastion.  Instead 
of  instantly  seeking  shelter  till  the  shot  had  struck,  he  in  hk 
inexperience,  thought  the  shot  must  have  struck,  and  all 
danger  be  over.  He  stayed  there  musing,  instead  of  peltiog 
under  cover:  the  shot  (181b)  struck  him  right  on  the  breast, 
knocked  him  into  spillekens,  and  sent  the  mutton  chops  flying. 
The  human  fragments  lay  quiet,  ten  yards  off.  But  a 
soldier  that  was  eating  his  dinner  kicked  it  over,  and  jumped 
up  at  the  side  of  "  Death's  Alley  "  (as  it  was  christened  next 
minute,)  and  danced  and  yelled  with  pain. 

"  Haw  !  haw  !  haw  ! "  roared  a  soldier  from  the  other 
side  of  the  alley. 

"What  is  that?"  cried  Sergeant  La  Croix.  "What  do 
you  laugh  at.  Private  Cadel  ? "  said  he  sternly,  for  though 
he  was  too  far  in  the  trench  to  see,  he  had  heard  that  horrible 
sound  a  soldier  knows  from  every  other,  the  "  thud "  of  a 
round  shot  striking  man  or  horse. 

"Sergeant,"  said  Cadel,  respectfully,  "I  laugh  to  see 
Private  Dard,  that  got  the  wind  of  the  shot,  dance  and  sing, 
when  the  man  that  got  the  shot  itself  does  not  say  a  word.'* 
"  The  wind  of  the  shot,  you  rascal ! "  roared  Private 
Dard:  "look  here!"  and  he  showed  the  blood  nmning 
down  his  face. 
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Tko  shot  had  actaally  driven  a  splinter  of  bone  out  of  the 
otJi?r  iiilo  Dard'e  trmpleu 

"  I  am  the  unluekiest  fellow  tti  tlte  artny,'*  reiuonslmied 
>»rd :  aod  hi?  itaJiif-n^d  m  si  eiiele* 
"Seem^  to  me  yon   are  only  the  serotid  unluckie^t  thii 
\**  fUhld  a  young  i^oldier  wuL  Ins  inoutU  full ;  and,  with  a 
ttin  dry  humour,  he  pointed  viigiiely  over  his  shoulder 
"wifli  tht?  fork  towardjn  the  c-orpsei 
The  treiicheji  laughed  and  uaseoted, 
Tlib  want  of  sympathy  and  justice  irritated  Dard. 
**  You  cursed  fbt^Js  I "  cri*.'d  he*     He  is  gone  where  we 
ust  all  go — without  Hny  trouble*     But  look  at  me.     I  »m 
Iways  ijettirig  barked.     Dogs  of  Fruasians  I  i hey  pick  me 
it  among  a  thousand.     I  shall  have  a  headacbs  all  the 
fcftemoon^  you  see  else." 

'  Home  of  our  heads  would  never  have  ached  again :  bat 
'  Ihml  biid  a  good  thick  st^ulL" 

Dard  pulled  out  hk  spillekea  savagely. 
'  III  wrap  it  up  m  paper  for  Jaciotha^**  said  he^     "  Then 
at  will  learn  her  what  a  poor  soldier  haa  to  go  through." 
Ercn  tliid  con?4oiaiion  was  denied  Private  Dard, 
Corpond  Coriolanua  Gaud,  a  bit  of  an  intidel  ft'om  Lyonat 
wh(»  sometimes  amused  himj^elf  with  the  Breton *«  super^tttJoni 
rIoM  him  with  a  grave  face,  thai  the  splinter  belonged  not  to 
|bim,  hut  to  the  sutler,  and  though  so  small  was  douhttej«8  a 
ary  part  of  his  frame;,     For  a  broken  link  m  a  brokea 

**  It  will  be  a  bone  of  contention  between  you  two,"  said 
**  etfpecially  at  midnight.      Ih  wiU  be  tdwtt^  eoming 

!  in  yow  ftfr  iL*' 
"  Tlu^rti,  take  it  away  !  *'  said  tlie  Breton  hastily,  and  bury 
with  the  poor  felkiis/* 

BcT|^!ant   la  Croix   prtts^entt^l  himself  before   the  c*5Ei3nel 
rilb  a  rueful  fuce,  wnd  Htilwtvd  In  in  and  <4/iid — 
^  ColonrJ,  your  dinner  hua   bet^n   spilt — a  shot  frotn   iba 


;   i  wwrrE  1.11:$. 

•  V.»  TsaexrJ^  aai  ±rf  -fcfcxi^L    -  Get  me  a  piece  of  bral ' 

"i.  -.nin:!  ^mn.  -nisw  La  Crclr  foond  Cadel  sitting  on  «■ 
■ini*-  k  r»T:iLii'?>  AZkj.  i=c  Dard  vith  hb  head  boundiq»Qi 
:a«  »:irr  r^*?7  "isfci  rx  &  bi>ctLe  vhich  each  put  up  in  an 
■n»-r-:*^r  w  -acrw^i  rw  ^►^E  roand  shot  would  strike,  lal 
iif     V  -c^   S^c^:n^  awir  arreraooo   ration5y  which  woaM  gft 

l-i   Jt*.*!:!.  7»illH.i  rit'.r'  -fir*  piajlfullr. 
•  Tiw:  -s^  i::  tx  7c»7r:;r  afiirMes^"*  said  he.     **  Mizzle,  and 
7ia7  ^  :»»un%i  *a«.T.-  loi  hrf  bcadled  them  off  into  the  bil- 

' :  -vr^  Art  'iKHir  ?*.<  ■^Vrr-g'it :  a  cloudr  night.     The  moon 
w^iB^   iv.  ?ti:  5«i*:a   :c>  rj  drfii  gleams.     A  cahn,  peacefbl 

V-r   .if^.:-:r  zri.-:i  Vs  r.-c-.i*  tcKind  the  said  sentinel  flat 
»>iT.4«i   .-f  T^trA-yL.     H-  scrrred  hwn  with  his  scabbard,  and 

-1  <  .1:   r-^-^T.  ?^rwt=:.     Oh   Lord!  it's  the  colonel.    I 

-  l  :.i*.  -  -•::  jix-u.<<r:  j^-x:.     Bat  jou  will  explain  what  yon 

•  \."-"ti.'i  "tL*  *;t:*i  I^ir*.!,  .1*1  in  a  flutter,  '•I  was  taking  a 
*;•:•■::  a:  rhiax  >fv"a;;j<-  I  Siiw  jomething." 

-  V.V\wu  tho  K»<grars  ar**  b'.:ildins  a  walL** 

-  lV:w^vn  11  <  and  ;he  bci-fiv^n." 

- 1  v^in't.  ivlonel :  the  moon  ha<  gone  in :  but  I  did  see  it* 

-  How  Unig  was  it  ?  " 

•"  Alvuc  a  hundrtnl  yards." 

*  ^'  ^!e«^p  «n  impre««ion  had  the  above  meUncholv  incident  made  apoo 
th«**  two  R*ii«». 
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«  How  high?" 

^  Colonel,  it  was  ten  feet  high  if  it  was  an  inch." 

**  Have  you  good  sight  ?  " 

''  La !  colonel,  wasn't  I  a  bit  of  a  poacher  before  I  took  to 
the  bayonet" 

^  Good !  Now  reflect  If  you  persist,  I  turn  out  the 
brigade  on  your  information." 

^  Til  stand  the  fire  of  a  corporal's  guard  at  break  of  day  if 
I  make  a  mistake  now,"  said  Dard. 

The  colonel  glided  away,  called  his  captain  and  first  lieu- 
tenants, and  said  two  words  in  each  ear,  that  made  them 
spring  off  their  backs. 

Dard,  marching  to  and  fro,  musket  on  shoulder,  found 
himself  suddenly  surrounded  by  grim,  silent,  but  deadly 
eager  soldiers,  that  came  pouring  like  bees  into  the  open 
space  behind  the  battery.  The  officers  came  round  the  col- 
onel 

^  Attend  to  two  things,"  said  he  to  the  captains.  '^  Don't 
fire  till  they  are  within  ten  yards :  and  don't  follow  them 
unless  I  lead  you." 

The  men  were  then  told  off  by  companies,  some  to  the 
battery,  some  to  the  trenches,  some  were  kept  on  each  side 
Death's  Alley,  ready  for  a  rush. 

They  were  not  all  of  them  placed,  when  those  behind  the 
parapet  saw  something  deepen  the  gloom  of  night,  some  four- 
score yards  to  the  front:  it  was  like  a  line  of  black  ink 
suddenly  drawn  upon  a  sheet  covered  with  Indian  ink. 

It  seemed  quite  stationary.  The  novices  wondered  what 
it  was. 

The  veterans  muttered — ^**  Three  deep." 

Though  it  looked  stationary,  it  got  blacker  and  blacker. 
The  soldiers  of  the  22nd  brigade  griped  their  muskets  hard, 
and  set  their  teeth,  and  the  sergeants  had  much  ado  to  keep 
them  quiet 

All  of  a  sudden,  a  loud  yell  on  the  right  of  the  brigade, 
two  or  three  single  shots  from  the  trenches  in  that  direcivws.^ 

22  • 
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followed  by  volley,  the  cries  of  wounded  men,  and  the  ficrpe 
hurrahs  of  an  attacking  party. 

Our  colonel  knew  too  well  those  sounds :  the  next  parallel 
had  been  surprised,  and  the  Prussian  bayonet  was  nov 
silently  at  work. 

DIsguide  on  the  part  of  the  enemy  was  no  longer  po0siU& 
At  the  first  shot,  a  guttural  voice  was  heard  to  give  a  md 
of  command.  There  was  a  sharp  rattle  and  in  a  moment  tbe 
thick  black  line  was  tipped  with  steeL 

A  roar  and  a  rush,  and  the  Prussian  line  three  deep  came 
furiously  like  a  huge  steel-pointed  wave  at  the  French  lioeSi 
A  tremendous  wave  of  fire  rushed  out  to  meet  that  wave  of 
steel:  a  crash  of  two  hundred  muskets,  and  all  was  still 
Then  you  could  see  through  the  black  steel-tipped  line  in  i 
hundred  frightful  gaps,  and  tlie  ground  sparkled  with  bayonets 
and  the  air  rang  with  the  cries  of  the  wounded. 

A  tremendous  cheer  from  the  brigade,  and  the  cotooel 
charged  at  the  head  of  his  column,  out  by  Death's  Alley. 

The  broken  wall  was  melting  away  into  the  night  The 
colonel  wheeled  his  men  to  the  right :  one  company,  led  bj 
the  impetuous  young  Captain  Jullien,  followed  the  flying 
enemy. 

The  other  attack  had  been  only  too  successful.  They  shot 
the  sentries,  and  bayonetted  many  of  the  soldiers  in  their 
tents :  others  escaped  by  running  to  the  rear,  and  some  into 
the  next  parallel. 

Several,  half  dressed,  snatched  up  their  muskets,  killed  one 
Prussian,  and  fell  riddled  like  sieves. 

A  gallant  officer  got  a  company  together  into  the  place  of 
arms  and  formed  in  line. 

Half  the  Prussian  force  went  at  them,  the  rest  swept  the 
trenches:  the  French  company  delivered  a  deadly  volley, 
and  the  next  moment  clash  the  two  forces  crossed  bayonotf, 
and  a  silent  deadly  stabbing  match  was  played  :  the  final  re- 
sult of  which  was  inevitable.  The  Prussians  were  five  to 
one.     The  gallant  officer  and  tlie  poor  fellows  did  their  duty 
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Moully.  had  no  thought  left  but  to  (tie  hard,  when  3ud<!enly 
roaring  rIie<N'  ai-f'im'^d  to  cotim*  t'rotn  the  reur  rnnk  of  ihe 
Htfniy.  **  FriiiK^f  I  Franco  I"  The  24  th  brigade  was  peeti 
pingand  i^wiirming  met  the  trent^Ues  in  the  Frus^sian  rear- 
bi*  Fru&sitms  wavered*  "  France  I "  cried  the  little  party, 
weri"  being  ovtMjKiwerril,  and  thry  ehfirged  m  their  tarn, 
Ith  jtueh  fury  tliat  in  two  eecondj?  the  two  French  corpa 
em  tJiroiigh  th«  en^'my'i^  centre  Hke  [jajjer*,  and  their  irery 
■joneti  clHdhed  together,  in  more  than  one  Prussian  l>ody. 
[BfOkeu  then  in  two  trftgments  ihe  Pms&ian  corps  ceased 
ag  R  miUtary  Ibree*  The  men  fled  each  Km  own  way 
'  to  th*^  fort,  and  many  flung  away  ibt*ir  musket?,  tor 
Irench  £M>]dietis  were  b warming  in  ^m  all  quarters.  At  tllifl 
tttint,  bang  !  hang  t  hang !  from  the  Bastion. 
**  They  are  firing  on  my  brigade,"  said  our  eoloo^  "  Who 
h^d  hh  company  there  ftgain*it  my  orders  ?  Captain 
tisville  into  the  batteryj  and  fire  twenty  rounds  at  the  ba^ 
Aim  at  tlie  flaah«a  fmni  their  raiddJe  tier." 
M  Yefi  eolonel-" 

I'he  battery  opened  with  aU  its  guns  on  the  bastion,  Th^ 
bt  attack  followed  suit.  The  town  answered,  and  a  furiotii 
nofiade   ruiiired  and  blazed  ail  down  botli  lines  till  day* 

Hfdl  seemed  bnike  toose. 
Captain  Jnllien  had  I'otlowed  the  flying  foe  :  but  could  not 
ac  up  with  them  ;  and,  rb  the  enemy  had  prepared  for 
cvury  contiugetjcy.  the  fatal  b&sHon  after  tot  ilirowing  a 
rocket  or  lw0  to  ili^ctiver  their  fMjfition^  pour€<!  sbowei^  of 
grapr  into  thi*n>,  killed  niatiy,  and  would  have  killed  inor©  [ 
but  that  Captain  I^evllle  and  Iiib  gunners  happened  by  mer©  * 
?i^d»Tnl  to  dismount  one  gim  and  to  kill  a  couple  of  gunner* 
,  this  otlieT*     Thiii  gave  the  remains^  of  the  company  tijne 
|i'  "d  run  bark,     Wlien  the  m*'n  were  niUHtor*"d, 

ci  fi  and  twentydivc  cjf  bi^  eompiitiy  did  not  an* 

10  their  namej^     At  daybreak  they  wtre  ntiibk  from 
'      *iejs  lying  all  by  tbtjmselvt*!!?  witliin  eighty  ynnis  of 
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A  flag  of  trace  from  the  fort 

.The  dead  removed  on  both  sides,  and  buried.  Some  Prus- 
sian officers  strolled  into  the  French  lines.  Civilities  and 
cigars  exchanged:  ^^ Bon  jour**  "  Gooten  daeg^  and  at  it 
again,  ding  dong  all  down  the  line  blazing  and  roaring. 

At  twelve  o'clock  ;  thej  had  got  a  man  on  horseback,  oa 
top  of  a  hill,  with  coloured  flags  in  his  hand,  making  signals. 
"  What  are  they  up  to  now  ?  "  inquired  Dard. 
"  You  will  see,"    said  La  Croix,  aflTecting  mjsterj :  he 
knew  no  more  than  the  other. 

Presently  off  went  long  Tom  on  the  top  of  the  bastion, 
and  the  shot  came  roaring  over  the  head  of  the  speakers. 

The  flags  were  changed,  and  off  went  long  Tom  again  at 
an  elevation. 

Ten  seconds  had  scarcely  elapsed  when  a  tremendous  ex- 
plosion took  place,  on  the  French  right  Long  Tom  was 
throwing  red  hot  shot :  one  had  fallen  on  a  powder  waggon, 
and  blown  it  to  pieces,  and  killed  two  poor  fellows  and  a 
horse,  and  turned  an  artillery  man  at  some  distance  into  a 
nigger  parson ;  but  did  him  no  great  harm ;  only  took  him 
three  days  to  get  the  powder  out  of  his  clothes  with  ppe 
clay,  and  his  face  with  raw  potato  peel. 

When  the  tumbril  exploded,  the  Prussians  oould  be  heard 
to  cheer,  and  they  turned  to  and  fired  eveiy  iron  spout  thej 
owned.     Long  Tom  worked  all  day. 

They  got  him  into  a  comer  where  the  g^ns  of  the  batteiy 
could  not  hit  them  or  him,  and  there  was  his  long  maule 
looking  towards  the  sky,  and  sending  half  a  hundredweight 
of  iron  up  into  the  clouds,  and  plunging  down  a  mile  off  into 
the  French  lines. 

And,  at  every  shot,  the  man  on  horseback  made  signals  to 
let  the  gunners  know  where  the  shot  fell. 

At  last  about  four  in  the  afternoon  they  threw  a  forty  eight 
pound  shot  slap  into  the  commander-in-chiers  tent,  a  mile 
and  a  half  behind  the  trenches. 


WHITE    LIES. 


517 


PJtteHtig  a]de-<Ju-camp  m  burd  rts  he  can^ 

■  Ck)Ionri  Dujardin,  what  are  ye  about,  sir  ?  **     Tour  &i#*  ^ 
jfo«  has  tljrown  a  round  shot  into  the  (.*omnia»dei^inH'bief*s 

The  colonel  did  not  appear  so  staggered  as  the  aide-du- 
Qp  expected* 


*  Ah  t  indeed !  **  said  he,  qiiietlj- 


*^  I  ohi^rTed  they  wera . 
Tmi  must  drive  them 


jring  tli stances." 

**  Must  not  happen  again,  oolonel- 
fitHn  the  gun  I  ** 
**  How  monsieur  ?  " 
^  Why,  i;rhef«  is  the  diHiculty  ?  '* 

^  If  yon  wiil  do  me  ihe  honour  to  itep  into  the  baUerf ,  I 
will  show  you,**  said  the  colonel- 

*'  If  you  please  sir,"  said  the  aide-du-c&mp  atiffly. 
Colonel  Dujardin  took  him  to  the  parapet,  and  began  %n  a 
f  patniitaking  way,  to  show  him  how  and  why  none  of  bis 
I  could  be  brought  to  bear  upon  long  Torn. 
In  the  middle  of  the  explanation,  a  melodious  sound  was 
ftfd  io  the  air  aboTe  them,  like  a  swarm  of  Bipbdig 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  inquired  the  aide^n-camp. 

'*  What  ?     I  see  nothing/' 

"  That  humming  noise/* 

"  Oh !  that  f     Prussian  bullets.     Ah !  by  the  bye,  it  is  ft 

aphment   lo  your  uniform^  monsieur ;  they  takt^  you  for 

I  one  of  importance.     Well*  as  I  wa^j  observing ^" 

**  Your  expknaticin  Is  sufficient,  colonel ;  let  us  gH  out  of  i 
Jbia.     lia  I  Im  I  you  are  ft  coal  h&nd«  (?olond,  1  must  wiy 
Jut  ymjr  battery  is  a  warm  place  enough  :  I  shHlI  report  it 
,  heail-qaarLer^" 
he  grrim  colonel  relaxod. 
^Capniio,**  said  be  politely,  "you  shall  not  havr  ridden' 
my  poitt  in  vftia*     Will  you  lend  m«  your  hor^e  for  ten 
Biimjtfw?'* 
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"  Certainly :  and  I  will  inspect  your  trenches  meantime.'' 
"Do  so  ;  and  be  so  good  as  to  avoid  that  angle  :  it  w  ex- 
posed, and  the  enemy  have  got  the  range  to  an  mch.'' 

Colonel  Dujardin  slipped  into  his  quarters  :  off  with  his 
half-dress  jacket  and  his  dirty  boots,  and  presently  out  he 
came  full  fig,  glittering  brighter  than  the  other,  with  one 
French  anft  two  foreign  orders  shining  on  his  breast,  mounted 
the  aide-du-camp's  horse,  and  away  full  pelt. 

Admitted,  afler  some  little  delay,  into  the  generalissimo's 
tent,  Dujardin  found  the  old  gentleman  surrounded  by  hk 
staff,  and  wroth :  nor  was  the  danger  to  which  he  had  been 
exposed  his  sole  cause  of  ire. 

The  shot  had  burst  through  his  canvas,  struck  a  table  od 
which  was  a  large  inkstand,  and  had  squirted  the  whole  con- 
tents over  the  despatches  he  was  writing  for  Paris. 

Now  this  old  gentleman  prided  himself  upon  the  neatness 
of  his  despatches  :  a  blot  on  his  paper  darkened  his  souL 
Colonel  Dujardin  expressed  his  profound  regret. 
Commander-in-diief. — "  I  have  a  great  deal  of  writing  to 
do,  as  you  are  aware,  and  when  I  am  writing,  I  like  to  be 
quiet" 

Colonel  Dujardin  assented  respectfully  to  the  justice  of 
this.  He  then  explained  at  full  length  why  he  could  noc 
bring  a  gun  in  the  battery  to  silence  ^  Long  Tom,"  and  quietly 
asked  to  l)e  {)ermitt<^d  to  run  a  gun  out  of  the  trenches,  And 
take  a  shot  at  the  offender. 

"  It  is  a  j)oint  blank  distance,  and  I  have  a  new  gun,  with 
which  a  man  ought  to  be  able  to  hit  his  own  ball  at  three 
hundred  yards." 

The  commander  hesitated. 
"  I  cannot  have  the  men  exposed.** 
'*  I  engage  not  to  lose  a  man  exceptr— except  him  who  fires 
the  gun.     He  must  take  his  chance." 

"  Well,  colonel,  it  must  be  done  by  volunteers.     The  men 
must  not  be  ordered  out  on  such  a  service  as  that" 
Colonel  Dujardin  bowed,  and  retired. 
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*^  VolnnreerH  lo  go  out  of  die  trenchers  I  "  cried  Si*rgettnt 
Ln  CrtJtx,  in  n  5l<*iiloHaii  voi(*f%  jitarnHug  erecf  a^  a  jiokef* 
and  HWtilJirig  witli  irnpornint*!'. 

TfifTf*  wen*  fifty  ofTmv  tn  Icm  than  a^  inuny  feronrlg, 

**  Only  twelve  allowed  (o  go/*  said  the  «cfg*-»anl  i  **  and  I 
am  oni?,''  ad^if-d  be,  adroitly  inserling  lihn-^lf. 

A  gMfi  wa^  tfiken  down,  placfnl  on  a  carriagt?,  and  posted 
oeiir  Dt'ath*8  Alley,  but  <mt  of  the  line  of  fire. 

Tht'  colonel  htni«elf  nuprintetided  the  loading  of  this  gun : 
and  to  the  surprise  of  the  men  had  the  ahot  weighed  firat^ 
ftnd  then  weighed  out  the  powdet  himself, 

lie  then  waited  quietly  a  long  time  till  the  bastion  pitched 
one  of  itii  jK^Hodical  sbotn  inlo  DeatJ»*gi  Alky ;  hnl  no  eooner 
had  the  5>hot  struek»  and  sent  the  sand  flying  past  the  two 
htnt=s  of  curious  riose^  thart  Colonel  DnjardiJi  jumped  u[ion 
thf-  gun  and  waved  \m  cocked  hat ;  at  this  pi-e -concerted  sig- 
nal, hi5  hflliery  opened  fire  on  the  bastion,  and  the  battery 
lo  hi*i  right  opened  on  tbe  wall  lliat  fVoated  them ;  and  th# 

'    !''l  gave  the  word  to  run    the   gun  out  of  tlie   tr<!nt!heBw 

ran  k  out  into  the  doad  of  smoke  their  own  guns  wcr© 

bitlrhing  forth,  uni^een  by  the  enemy  ;  but  they  had  no  eooimr 

twbted  it   into  the  line  of  Long  Tom,  than   the  ttmoke  was 

|on«t,  and  there  they  were,  a  fair  mark. 

,  *^  Back  into  the  trenches,  all  but  one  !  **  roared  Dujardin. 

And  in  they  mn  like  nihbits, 

«  i^uick  1  lh<?  elevation/' 

iin  and  IjJI  Croix  rjiised  the  muzjslc  to  the 
» I  boo !  ping  I  ping  I  ping  !  came  the  hulktd 
ibotil  llieir  ears, 

**  Away  with  you  1 "  cried  the  colonel,  taking  the  linstock 
from  Uini, 

Then  Colonel  DajardJn,  Meen  yaiiU  frotn  the  iri 
full   hia/ing  uniform,  ^h<mfd   two  urmi^s  whirl  un< 
soldier  can  do.     lie  kneeled  down  and  ailju-ted  hi^  gmi^juRt 
HA  hti  wotihJ  Imve  thuie  in  a  praetining  ground.     He  liad  a 
^ot  ghot  to  take,  tmd  a  jwit  nhot  he  w<mld  twkr,     Uc^  \^cy0»c^ 
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three  hundred  muskets  that  were  levelled  at  hinu  He  looked 
along  his  gun,  adjusted  it,  and  re-adjusted  to  a  hair^s-breadth. 
The  enemy's  bullets  pattered  over  it,  still  he  adjusted  and 
re-adjusted.  His  men  were  groaning  and  tearing  their  hair 
inside  at  his  danger. 

At  last  it  was  levelled  to  his  mind,  and  then  his  movements 
were  as  quick  as  thej  had  hitherto  been  slow.  In  a  moment 
he  stood  erect  in  the  half  fencing  attitude  of  a  gunner,  and 
his  linstock  at  the  touch  hole :  a  huge  tongue  of  flame,  a  vol- 
ume of  smoke,  a  roar,  and  the  iron  thunderbolt  was  on  its 
way,  and  the  colonel  walked  haughtily  but  rapidly  back  to 
the  trenches :  for  in  all  this  no  bravado.  He  was  there  to 
make  a  shot ;  not  to  throw  a  chance  of  life  away  watching  the 
effect. 

Ten  thousand  eyes  did  that  for  him. 
Both  French  and  Prussians  risked  their  own  lives  craning 
out  to  see  what  a  colonel  in  full  uniform  was  doing  under  fire 
from  a  whole  line  of  forts,  and  what  would  be  his  fate :  bat 
when  he  fired  the  gun  their  curiosity  left  the  man  and  fol- 
lowed the  iron  thunderbolt. 

For  two  seconds  all  was  uncertain :  the  ball  was  travelliDg. 
Tom  gave  a  rear  like  a  wild  horse,  his  protruding  muzzle 
went  up  sky  high,  then  was  seen  no  more,  and  a  ring  of  old 
iron  and  a  clatter  of  fragments  was  heard  on  the  top  of  the 
bastion.  Long  Tom  was  dismounted.  Oh  !  the  roar  of 
laughter  and  triumph  from  one  end  to  another  of  the  trenches ; 
and  the  clapping  of  forty  thousand  hands,  that  went  on  for 
full  ^ye  minutes :  then  the  Prussians  either  through  a  burst 
of  generous  praise  for  an  act  so  chivalrous  and  so  brilliant,  or 
because  they  would  not  be  crowed  over,  clapped  their  ten 
thousand  hands  as  loudly,  and  thundering,  heart  thrilling 
salvo  of  applause  answered  salvo  on  both  sides  that  terrible 
arena. 

That  evening  a  courteous  and  flattering  message  from  the 
commander-in-chief  to  Colonel  Dujardin  ;  and  several  officers 


WHITE    MES.  521 

came  to  his  quarters  to  look  at  him  :  thej  went  back  disap- 
pointed. The  cry  was — "What  a  miserable,  mehmcholy 
dog !     I  expected  to  see  a  fine  dashing  fellow." 

The  trenches  neared  the  town.  Colonel  Dujardin's  mine 
was  far  advanced :  the  end  of  the  chamber  was  within  a  few 
jards  of  the  bastion.  Of  late  the  colonel  had  oflen  visited 
this  mine  in  person.  He  seemed  a  little  uneasy  about  some- 
thing in  that  quarter :  but  no  one  knew  what :  he  was  a  silent 
man.  The  third  evening  after  he  dismounted  Long  Tom,  he 
received  private  notice  that  an  order  was  coming  down  from 
the  commander-in-chief  to  assault  the  bastion.  He  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  but  said  nothing.  That  same  night  the  colonel 
and  one  of  his  lieutenants  stole  out  of  the  trenches,  and  by 
the  help  of  a  pitch  dark,  windy  night,  got  under  the  bastion 
unperceived,  and  crept  round  it,  and  made  their  observations, 
and  got  safe  back.  About  noon  down  came  Greneral  Raim- 
baut 

**  Well,  colonel,  you  are  to  have  your  way  at  last.  Your 
bastion  is  to  be  stormed  this  afternoon  previous  to  the  general 
assault     Why  how  is  this  ?  you  don't  seem  enchanted  ?  " 

"  I  am  not." 

"  Why,  it  was  you  who  pressed  for  the  assault." 

*At  the  right  time,  general,  not  at  the  wrong.  In  five 
6bjs  I  undertake  to  blow  that  bastion  into  the  air.  To 
assault  it  now  would  be  to  waste  our  men." 

General  Raimbaut  thought  this  excess  of  caution  a  great 
piece  of  perversity  in  Achilles.  They  were  alone,  and  he 
said  a  little  peevishly — 

'^  Is  not  this  to  blow  hot  and  cold  on  the  same  thing  ?  " 

"  No,  general,  was  the  calm  reply.  "  I  blew  hot  upon 
timorous  counsels ;  I  blow  cold  on  rash  ones.  General, 
last  night  Lieutenant  Fleming  and  I  were  under  that  bastion, 
and  all  round  it." 

**  Ah !  my  prudent  colonel,  I  thought  I  should  not  talk  long 
without  your  coming  out  in  your  true  light.  If  ever  a  man 
tecretly  enjoyed  risking  his  life,  it  is  you." 
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«  No,  general,'*  said  Dajardin  looking  gloomflj  down.  •! 
enjoy  neither  that  nor  anything  else.  Live  or  die,  it  is  sB 
one  to  me  :  but  to  the  lives  of  my  soldiers  I  am  not  iadifo- 
ent,  and  never  will  be  while  I  live.  My  apparent  nahim 
of  last  night  was  pure  prudence." 

Raimbaut's  eye  twinkled  with  suppressed  irony. 

«  No  doubt ! "  said  he,  "  no  doubt ! " 

The  impassive  colonel  would  not  notice  the  other^s  iraoy: 
he  went  calmly  on. 

"  I  suspected  something :  I  went  to  ocmfiitey  or  oonfirm  thil 
suspicion.     I  confirmed  it." 

Rat !  tat !  tat !  tat !  tat  I  tat !  tat  I  relieving  guard  in  the 
mine. 

Colonel  Dujardin  interrupted  himself. 

"  That  comes  apropos,"  said  he.  "  I  expect  one  proof 
more  from  that  quarter :  sergeant  send  me  the  sentinel  they 
are  relieving." 

Sergeant  La  Croix  soon  came  back,  as  pompous  as  a  ben 
with  one  chick,  predominating  with  a  grand  military  air  over 
a  droll  figure  that  chattered  with  cold,  and  held  its  musket  in 
hands  clothed  in  great  mittens.     Dard. 

La  Croix  marched  him  up  as  if  he  had  been  a  file :  halted 
him  like  a  file,  sung  out  to  him  as  to  a  file,  stentorian  and 
inaudible,  after  the  manner  of  sergeants. 

"  Private  No.  4." 

Dard. — "  P-p-p-present ! " 

La  Croix. — "  Advance  to  the  word  of  command,  and  spetk 
to  the  colonel." 

The  shivering  figure  became  an  upright  statue  directly  and 
carried  one  of  his  mittens  to  his  forehead.  Then  suddenlj 
recognizing  the  rank  of  the  grey-haired  officer,  he  w«s 
morally  shaken,  and  remained  physically  erect,  and  stani' 
mered — 

"  Colonel ! — general ! — colonel ! " 

"  Don't  be  frightened  mj  lad.     But  look  at  the  geoend." 

*^  Yes  I  general !  colonel ! "  and  he  levelled  his  eje  dead 
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at  the  general,  as  he  would  a  bayonet  at  the  foe,  being  so 
oonunanded* 

**  Now  answer  in  as  few  syllables  as  70a  can.'' 

**  Yes  !  general— colonel." 

Colonel  Dujardin. — ^''Tou  hare  been  on  guard  in  the 
mine." 

«  Tes  generaL" 

"  What  did  70a  see  there  ?  " 

**  Nothing,  it  was  night  down  there.** 

"What  did  70U  feel?" 

"Cold!  I — was — ^in — ^water — hnghl" 

•*  Did  70U  hear  nothing  then  ?  " 

-Tes." 

"What?" 

'Bum!  bum  I  buml" 

^  Are  70U  sure  70U  did  not  hear  particles  of  earth  fall  at 
die  end  of  the  trench." 

<*  I  did,  and  the  earth  trembled." 

«Ah?" 

*^  Yerj  gentl7,  and  this,  (touching  his  musket,)  sounded  of 
its  own  accord." 

**  Good !  70U  hare  answered  well,  ga" 

^  Sergeant,  I  did  not  miss  a  word,"  cried  Dard,  exulting. 
He  thought  he  had  passed  a  sort  of  college  examination* 
The  sergeant  was  awe  struck  and  disgusted  at  his  fumi- 
liArit7,  speaking  to  him  before  the  great:  he  pushed  Pri- 
TAte  Dard  hastil7  out  of  the  presence,  and  bundled  him 
into  the  trenches. 

*'Are  70a  countermined  then?"  asked  Greneral  Raim- 
bant. 

*  I  think  not,  general ;  but  the  enem7's  whole  position  is. 
And,  general,  we  found  the  bastion  had  been  opened  in  the 
rear,  and  latel7  half-a-dozen  broad  roads  cut  through  the 
niasonr7." 

*  To  let  in  reinforcements  ?  " 

**  Or  to  let  the  men  run  out  in  case  of  an  qasanXU    Wa.^^ 
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Been  from  the  first  an  able  hand  behind  that  part  of  til 
defences.  If  we  assault  that  bastion^  they  will  pick  off« 
many  of  us  as  they  can  with  their  muskets  :  then  they  il 
run  for  it,  and  fire  a  train,  and  blow  it  and  as  into  the  air." 
^'  Colonel,  this  is  serious.  Are  jon  prepared  to  ky  di 
statement  before  the  commander-in-chief?  " 

"  I  am,  and  I  do  so  through  you,  the  general  of  my  dit* 
ion.  I  even  beg  you  to  say,  as  from  me,  that  the  BgstA 
will  be  mere  suicide — bloody  and  useless." 

^'  I  will  go  to  him  at  once.  For  the  order  was  to  eoBi 
down  in  a  couple  of  hours." 

General  Raimbaut  went  off  to  head  qaarters  in  looe 
haste,  a  thorough  convert  to  Colonel  Dujardin's  <^»iiioa 
The  colonel  ordered  a  strong  force  of  engineers  into  ih 
mine,  and  went  slowly  to  his  tent.  At  the  mouth  of  it  i 
corporal  who  was  also  his  body  servant  met  him,  saluted 
and  asked  respectfully  if  there  were  any  orders. 

"  A  few  minutes  repose  Franfois,  that  is  all.  Do  not  let 
me  be  disturbed  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour." 

"  Attention  I "  cried  Fran9ois.     "  Colonel  wants  to  sleep.* 
"  He  shall  hear  the  gnats'  wings  for  us,"  answered  •■ 
honest  soldier. 

The  tent  was  sentinelled,  and  Dujardin  was  akme  with 
the  past. 

Then  had  the  fools,  that  took,  (as  fools  always  do),  deep 
sorrow  for  sullenness,  seen  the  fiery  soldier  droop,  and  his 
sallow  face  fall  into  haggard  lines,  and  his  martial  figore 
shrink,  and  heard  his  stout  heart  sigh ! !  He  took  a  letter 
from  his  bosom:  it  was  almost  torn  to  pieces.  He  had 
read  it  a  thousand  times  :  yet  he  read  it  again.  A  ptft 
of  the  sweet  sad  wonls  ran  thus — 

"  We    must  bow !       We    can   never   he  hapjyy  togifher  <»■ 

earth  :  let  us  make  Heaven  our  friend — this  is  stifl  kf^  •" 

— not  to  Uu^h  for  our  love^  to  do  our  ditty ^  and  to  die!" 

"  How  tender  but  how  firm,"  thought  Caraille.     **  1  miglit 

agitate,  taunt,  grieve  her  I  love,  but  I  should  not  shake  her. 
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Ufa !  God  and  the  saints  to  my  aid  I  They  saved  me  from  a 
crime  I  now  shudder  at !  and  they  have  given  me  the  good 
diaplain :  he  prays  with  me,  he  weeps  for  me.  His  prayers 
still  my  beating  heart  I  wish  he  was  here  now  I  Yes,  poor 
anfiering  angel  I  I  read  your  will  in  these  tender,  but  bitter 
ifords — ^you  prefer  duty  to  love :  and  one  day  you  will  forget 
me :  not  yet  awhile,  but  it  will  be  so.  It  wounds  me  when 
I  think  of  it :  but  I  must  bow  I  Your  will  is  sacred.  I 
must  rise  to  your  level,  with  God's  help :  not  drag  you  down 
to  mine." 

Then  the  soldier  that  stood  between  two  armies  in  a  hail 
of  bullets,  and  fired  a  master-shot,  took  a  little  book  of  oiTices 
in  one  hand — the  chaplain  had  given  it  him — and  fixed  his 
cjes  upon  the  pious  words,  and  clung  like  a  child  to  the 
pious  words,  and  kissed  his  lost  wife's  letter,  and  tried  so 
httrd  to  be  like  her  he  loved — ^patient,  very  patient — till  the 
end  should  come. 

**Qu%  vive?"  cried  the  sentinel  outside. 

**  France  I "  was  the  reply. 

The  sam^  voice  asked  the  sentinel — 

*  Where  is  the  colonel  commanding  the  brigade  ?  " 

The  sentinel  lowered  his  voice — 

^Asleep,  my  officer,"  said  he ;  for  the  new  comer  carried 
two  epaulettes. 

^  Wake  him ! "  said  he,  in  the  tone  of  a  man  used  to  com- 
mand on  a  large  scale. 

Di\jardin  heard,  and  did  not  choose  such  a  man  should 
tibink  he  was  asleep  in  broad  day.  He  came  quickly  out 
of  the  tent  with  Josephine's  letter  in  his  hand,  and,  in  the 
irery  act  of  conveying  it  to  his  bosom,  he  found  himself 
to  face  with — Colonel  Ratkal. 
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CHAPTEB  XL. 

Did  70U  ever  see  two  practised  duellists  cross  rapien  ? 

How  smooth  and  quiet  the  bright  blades  are — thej  glide 
into  contact !  polished  and  slippery  though  thej  are,  thej 
hold  each  other.  So  these  two  men's  eyes  met,  and  fastened: 
neitlier  spoke,  each  searched  the  other's  face  keenly.  Bar- 
ual's  countenance,  prepared  as  he  was  for  this  meeting,  w«5 
like  u  stern  statue's.  The  other's  pale  face  flushed,  and  )as 
heart  raged  and  sickened  at  sight  of  the  man  that,  once  his 
comrade  and  benefactor,  was  now  possessor  of  the  woman  he 
loved.  But  the  figures  of  both  stood  alike  haughty  erect  and 
immoveable,  face  to  face. 

Colonel  Raynal  saluted  Colonel  Dujardin.  Coloiiel  Do- 
jardin  returned  the  salute. 

'*  You  thought  I  was  in  Egypt !  I "  said  Raynal  with  grim 
significance,  that  caught  Dujardin's  attention,  though  he  did 
not  know  quite  how  to  interpret  it 

He  answered  mechanically,  "  Yes." 

'<  1  am  sent  here  by  General  Bonaparte  to  take  a  oom- 
mand." 

"  You  are  welcome.     What  command  ?  " 

"Yours." 

"  Mine  ?  "  cried  Dujardui,  his  forehead  flushing  with  mor- 
tification and  anger.  "  What  is  it  not  enough  that  you  take 
my hem  I  " 

*'  Come  colonel,"  said  the  other  calmly,  ^  do  not  be  wajaA 
to  an  old  comrade.  I  take  your  demi-brigade :  but  yoa  are 
promoted  to  Raimbauf  s  brigade." 
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^  Ra3mal9 1  was  wrong,^  said  the  fiery  Camille,  lowering 
his  eyes  for  the  first  time  this  campaign. 

^  The  exchange  is  to  be  made  tomorrow,"  continued  the 
other,  in  the  dear  tone  of  military  business. 

^  Was  it  then  to  announce  to  me  my  promotion  you  came 
to  my  quarters  ?"  and  Camille  looked  with  a  strange  mixture 
of  feelings  at  his  old  comrade. 

"  That  was  the  first  thing." 

** The  first?" 

**The  first,  being  duty  you  know." 

**  What  ?  have  you  anything  else  to  say  to  me  then  ?  " 

« I  have-" 

^Is  it  important?  for  my  own  duties  will  soon  demand 


^  It  is  80  important,  that,  command  or  no  command,  I 
ahould  have  come  farther  than  the  Rhine  to  say  it  to  you." 

Let  a  man  be  as  bold  as  a  lion,  a  certain  awe  still  waits 
upon  doubt  and  mystery :  and  some  of  this  vague  awe  crept 
Oiver  Camille  Dujardin  at  Raynal's  mysterious  speech,  and 
bis  grave,  quiet,  significant  manner. 

Had  he  discovered  something,  and  what  ?  For  Josephine's 
Mke,  not  his  own,  Camille  was  on  his  guard  directly. 

Baynal  looked  at  him  in  silence  a  moment. 

**What?"  said  he,  with  a  slight  sneer,  "has  it  never 
occurred  to  you  that  I  must  have  a  serious  word  to  say  to 
yoa?" 

^  Speak,  Colonel  Raynal !  I  am  at  your  service." 
.   ^  First  let  me  put  you  a  question— did  they  treat  you  well 
at  my  house  ?  " 

**  At  your  house  ?  " 

^  At  the  Chateau  de  Beaurepaire  ?  " 

«  Yes,"  faltered  CamiUe. 

^You  met,  I  trust,  all  the  kindness  and  care  due  to  a 
wounded  soldier,  and  an  officer  of  merit  ?  It  would  annoy 
joe  greatly  if  I  thought  you  were  not  treated  like  a  brother 
in  my  house." 
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Ckiloncl  DujaHb  writhed  inwardlj  al  Utiii  v'mw  uf  t 
He  cuuld  not  nrplj  iu  few  wordt^     This  cniulo  him 

Hia  inquisitor  wuiletl ;  but,  re(H^irlog  po  rcpi^i  wtai  «•—  I 

«  WelU  colonel^  have  you  shown  tbe  ieiise  cif  grwtiSMl»«i| 
hml  a  right  to  look  for  io  re  Cam  ?     lu  Ik  ^0f4 — wbcft  i^ 
\eA\   Heaiirepaire,  \ml  joar  coasciejice  Dothtng  to 
you  with"?*' 

DiijiLrdin  still  hetsitikt^d*  He  searuelj  knuw  wImu  ip  tltill 
or  what  to  say-  Btil  he  iliought  to  himself — »*  Wbo  to  *^1 
liim  ?  does  he  know  all  ?  " 

**'  Cobuel  Dujiirdin,  1  am  the  hasbaad  oi  Joseplsluet  ^ 
son  of  Madftme  de  Beaiy-epaire,  and  the  brother  of  Ijaam' 
Tou  know  what  brings  me  here.     Your  answer?*^ 

"  Golooei  Raynal,  between  men  of  hotioor,  (jiaoed  «p  J« 
and  I  &i*e,  few  word»  should  pass ;  for  wonds  are  idl&  ^19 
won  Id  yoti  prove  to  me  that  I  hare  wronged  jon :  1  rh^icJ-l 
nevir  lonvinre  you  tlial  I  Imw  rn»t.  Let  us  iLLrLtu:'  ■  i  ■-: 
lhl<  pfiinful  inierview  in  the  way  il  i^  sure  tt>  close,  Gikiael 
JLiynal.  di^po.Ht*  of  me ;  I  am  ut  your  service,  at  any  hoar 
ami  jilan'  yoii  plr^i^f." 

*' And  pray  is  that  all  the  answer  you  can  think  of?"  askeJ 
Eaynal,  somewhat  scornfully. 

'*  Wliy,  what  other  answer  can  I  give  you  ?  " 

"  A  more  sensible,  a  more  honest,  and  a  less  boyish  cine. 
"Who  doubts  tliat  you  can  light,  you  silly  fellow  ?  haven't  I 
seen  you  ?  I  want  you  to  show  me  a  much  higher  sort  ol 
courage  :  the  courage  to  repair  a  wrong,  not  the  paltry  cou^ 
age  to  defend  one." 

*'  1  really  do  not  understand  you,  sir.  How  can  1  undo 
what  is  d(jne  ?  " 

'*  Why  of  course  you  can't." 

"  Weil,  then  ?  " 

"  And  therefore  I  stand  here  ready  to  forgive  all  that  i-* 
past :  not  without  a  struggle,  which  you  don*t  seem  to  appn^ 
ciate." 
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"Upon  condition  that  70U  consent  to  heal  the  wound 
Jon  have  made.  If  70a  refuse — ^huml  but  you  will  not 
refuse." 

**  To  the  point,  sir.     What  do  you  require  of  me  ?  " 

^Only  a  little  common  honesty.  This  is  the  case:  you 
have  seduced  a  young  lady." 

"  Monsieur  I "  cried  Dujardin,  angrily. 

^What  M  the  matter?  The  word  is  not  so  bad  as  the 
crime,  I  take  it.  You  have  seduced  her,  and  under  circum- 
stances   .     But  we  won't  speak  of  them,  because  I  mean 

to  keep  cool.  Well,  sir,  as  you  said  just  now,  it's  no  use  cry- 
ing over  spilled  milk ;  you  can't  unseduce  the  little  fool :  you 
must  marry  her ! " 

"M — ^m — marry  her?"  and  Dujardin  flushed  all  over, 
and  his  heart  beat,  and  he  stared  in  Raynal's  face. 

^  Why,  what  is  the  matter  again  ?  If  she  has  played  the 
fool,  it  was  with  you,  and  no  other  man :  it  is  not  as  if  she 
was  depraved.  Come,  my  lad,  a  little  generosity !  Take  the 
consequences  of  your  own  act—or  your  share  of  it— don't 
throw  it  all  on  the  poor  feeble  woman.  If  she  has  loved  you 
too  much,  you  are  the  man  of  all  others  that  should  forgive 
her.     Come,  what  do  you  say  ?  " 

*^  Am  I  in  my  senses  ?  Is  it  you,  Jean  Raynal,  who  stand 
there,  and  tell  me  to  marry  her  ?  " 

^I  do.  After  all,  is  it  such  a  misfortune  to  marry  Laure 
de  Beaurepaire  ?  She  is  young,  she  is  pretty,  she  has  good 
qualities,  and  she  would  have  walked  straight  to  the  end  of 
her  days,  but  for  you." 

"  Laure  de  Beaurepaire  ?  " 

^  Tes !  Laure  de  Beaurepaire — Laure  Dujardin  that  ought 
to  be,  and  that  is  to  be,  if  you  please." 

**  One  word,  monsieur :  is  it  of  Laure  de  Beaurepaire  we 
have  been  talking  all  this  time  ?  " 

Raynal  nearly  lost  his  temper  at  this  question,  and  the 
cold,  contemptuous  tone  with  which  it  was  put,  but  he  gulped 
down  his  ire. 
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"What  for?" 

"  You  are  right  They  are  only  in  the  way,  and  the  less 
gossip  the  better.  Good  bye,  till  five,"  and  the  two  saluted 
one  another  with  grim  ceremony :  and  Baynal  turned  on  his 
heel. 

Camille  stood  transfixed :  a  fierce,  guilty  joy  throbbed  in 
his  heart  His  rival  had  quarrelled  with  him,  had  insulted 
him,  had  challenged  him.  It  was  not  his  fault  The  sun 
shone  bright  now  upon  his  cold  despair.  An  hour  ago  life 
<^ered  nothing.  A  few  hours  more,  and  then  joy  beyond 
expression,  or  an  end  of  alL  Death  or  Josephine !  His  ben- 
efactor !  At  that  thought  a  chill  of  misgiving  struck  across 
his  boiling  heart 

Tramp  I  tramp  I  tramp  I  tramp  I  the  even  tread  of  soldiers 
inarching.  Dujardin  looked  up,  and  there  were  several  offi- 
cers coming  along  the  edge  of  the  trench,  escorted  by  a 
corporal's  guard. 

He  took  a  step  or  two  to  meet  them.  Afler  the  usual 
salutes,  one  of  the  three  colonels  delivered  a  large  paper, 
with  a  large  seal,  to  Dujardin.  He  read  it  out  to  his  cap^ 
tains  and  lieutenants,  who  had  assembled  at  sight  of  the 
cocked  hats  and  full  uniforms. 

^Attack  by  the  army  tomorrow  upon  all  the  lines.  Attack 
of  the  Bastion  St.  Andre  this  evening.  The  22/irf,  24/^,  and 
12th  Brigades  will  furnish  the  contingents :  the  operation  will 
be  conducted  by  one  of  the  colonels  of  the  Second  Division,  to 
be  appoiiUed  by  Creneral  RaimbautJ^ 

^  Aha ! "  sounded  a  voice  like  a  trombone  at  the  reader's 
elbow.  *'  I  am  just  in  the  nick  of  time.  When,  colonel, 
when?" 

'*  At  five  this  evening,"  Colonel  Raynal. 

"At  five?" 

"At  five." 

«  Coijd  not  they  choose  any  hour  but  that  ?  "  said  Raynal 
under  his  breath. 

"  Do  not  be  uneasy,"  said  Camille  under  his  breath.     He 
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explained  aloud — <*The  assault  will  not  take  plaoe^j 
men  :  the  bastion  is  mined.'* 

<'  AYhat  of  that?  half  of  them  are  mined.  We  will  tdi| 
our  engineers  in  with  us." 

'*  Such  an  assault  would  be  an  useless  massacre,"  o 
ued  Dujardin,  reddening  at  Raynal's  interruption.     1 1 
noitered  the  bastion  last  night,  and  saw  tlieir  preparatioi»  fii  1 
blowing  us  to  the  devil ;  and  General  Raimbaut,  at  my  re- 
quest, is  even  now  presenting  my  remarks  to  the  Com^uulde^  ' 
in-Cliief,  smd  enforcing  them.    There  will  be  no  assault,   h 
a  day  or  two  we  shall  blow  the  bastion,  mines,  and  all  into  tbe 
air." 

At  this  moment  Raynal  caught  sight  of  a  grej  haired  o^ 
ficer  coming  at  some  distance. 

"  There  is  General  Raimbaut,**  said  he.  ^  I  will  go  and 
pay  my  respects  to  him." 

General  Raimbaut  shook  his  hand  warmlj,  and  welcomed 
him  to  the  army.     They  were  old  and  warm  friends. 

*'  And  you  are  come  at  the  right  time,"  said  he.  **  It  will 
soon  be  as  hot  here  as  in  Egypt." 

Raynal  laughed. 

"  All  the  better." 

**  Good  day,  Messieurs.  Colonel  Dujardin,  I  presented  your 
observations  to  the  Commander-in-Chief.  He  gave  them 
due  attention.  But  they  are  over-ruled  by  imperious  circum- 
stances ;  some  of  whicli  he  did  not  reveal ;  they  remain  in 
his  own  breast.  However,  on  the  eve  of  a  general  attack, 
which  he  cannot  postpone,  that  bastion  must  be  disanned, 
otherwise  it  would  be  too  fatal  to  all  the  storming  parties.  It 
is  a  painful  necessity."  He  added,  "  tell  Colonel  Dujardin  I 
count  greatly  on  the  courage  and  discipline  of  his  brigade, 
and  on  his  own  wise  measures." 

Colonel  Dujardin  bowed.     Then  he  whispered — 

"  Both  will  alike  be  wasted."  . 

The  other  colonels  waved  their  hats  in  .triumph  at  the 
Commander-in-Chief's  decision,  and  Raynal's  face  showed 


WHITE   LIES.  533 

be  looked  on  Dujardin  as  a  sort  of  spoil-sport,  happily  de- 
feated. 

"  Well  then,  gentlemen : "  said  General  Raimbaut,  **  we 
begin  bj  settling  the  proportion  to  be  furnished  by  your 
several  brigades.  Say  an  equal  number  from  each.  The 
sum  total  shall  be  settled  by  Colonel  Dujardin,  who  has  so 
long  and  ably  baffled  the  bastion,  at  this  post." 

Colonel  Dujardin  bowed  stiffly  and  not  very  graciously. 
In  his  heart  he  despised  these  old  fogies— compounds  of 
timidity  and  rashness. 

"  So,  how  many  men  in  all  colonel  ?  " 

"The  fewer  the  better,"  replied  the  other  solemnly, 
since "  and  then  discipline  tied  his  tongue. 

"  I  understand  you,'*  said  the  old  man.  "  Shall  we  say 
eight  hundred  men  ?  ** 

"  I  should  prefer  three  hundred.  They  have  made  a  back 
door  to  the  bastion,  and  the  means  of  flight  at  hand  will  put 
flight  into  their  heads.  They  will  pick  off  some  of  our  men 
as  we  go  at  them.  When  the  rest  jump  in  they  will  jump 
oiit,  and "  he  paused. 

"  Why  he  knows  all  about  it  before  it  comes,"  said  one 
of  the  colonels  naively. 

"Monsieur,  I  do.  I  see  the  whole  operation  and  its 
result  before  me,  as  I  see  this  hand.  Three  hundred  men 
will  do." 

"  But  general,"  objected  Raynal,  "  you  are  not  beginning 
at  the  beginning.  The  first  thing  in  these  cases  is  to  choose 
the  officer  to  command  the  storming  party." 

"Yes  Raynal,  unquestionably;  but  you  must  be  aware 
that  is  a  painful  and  embarrassing  part  of  my  duty,  especijilly 
after  Colonel  Dujardin's  remarks." 

"Ah  bah  I "  cried  Raynal.  "  The  colonel  is  prejudiced. 
He  has  been  digging  a  thundering  long  mine  here  :  and  now 
you  are  going  to  make  his  child  useless.  We  none  of  us  like 
that  Bui  when  he  gets  the  colours  in  his  hand,  and  the 
itorming  column  at  his  back,  his  misgivings  will  all  go  to  the 
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wind,  and  the  enemy  after  them,  unless  he  has  hoen  com- 
mitting some  crime  and  is  very  much  changed  fi!om  what  I 
knew  him  four  years  ago.** 

<^  Colonel  Raynal,"  said  one  of  the  other  colonels  polhdy 
but  firmly,  ^  do  not  assume  that  Colonel  Dujardin  is  to  lead 
the  column,  since  there  are  three  other  claimants.  General 
Raimbaut  is  to  select  from  us  four." 

"  Yes,  gentlemen,  and  in  a  service  of  this  kind  I  would 
feel  grateful  to  you  all  if  you  would  relieve  me  of  that  pain- 
ful duty." 

*'  Gentlemen,"  said  Dujardin  with  an  imperceptible  sneer, 
^  the  general  means  to  say  this  :  the  operation  is  so  glorious 
and  so  sure  to  succeed,  that  he  could  hardly  without  partiality 
assign  the  command  to  either  of  us  four  cliumants.  Well, 
then,  let  us  cast  lots." 

The  proposal  was  received  by  acclamation. 

^^  The  general  will  mark  a  black  cross  on  one  lot,  and  he 
who  draws  it  wins  the  command." 

The  young  colonels  prepared  their  lots  with  almost  Iwnsh 
eagerness.  These  fiery  spirits  were  sick  to  death  of  lying 
and  skulking  in  the  trenches.  They  flung  their  lots  into  the  hat. 

Af\er  them,  who  should  approach  the  hat,  lot  in  hand,  but 
Raynal. 

Dujardin  instantly  interfered,  and  held  his  arm  as  he  was 
in  the  act  of  dropping  in  his  lot. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  said  Raynal  sharply. 

"  This  is  our  affair,  Colonel  Raynal."* 

"  What,  have  I  no  epaulettes  ?  "  (angrily.) 

"  You  have  epaulettes,  but  you  have  no  soldiers  in  this 
army."  ,  • 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir — I  have  yours." 

"  Not  till  tomorrow." 

"  Why  you  would  not  take  such  a  pettyfogging  advantage 
of  an  old  comrade  as  that  ?  " 

"  Tell  him  the  day  ends  at  twelve  o'clock,"  said  one  of  the 
colonels,  interested  by  this  strange  strife. 
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**Ah ! "  cried  Rajmal  triumphantly,  "  but  no,"  said  he, 
altering  his  tone,  ^'let  us  leave  that  sort  of  argument  to 
lawyers.  I  have  come,  a  good  many  miles  to  fight  with  you 
genera],  and  now  you  must  decide  to  pay  me  this  little  com- 
pliment on  my  arrival,  or  put  a  bitter  affront  on  me-^ 
choose  ?  " 

While  the  old  general  hesitated  Camille  replied-^ 

**  Since  you  take  that  tone  there  can  be  but  one  answer. 
You  ar^  too  great  a  credit  to  the  French  army  for  even  an 
apparent  slight  to  be  put  on  you  here.  The  rule  I  think 
is,  that  one  of  the  privates  shall  hold  the  hat  Hallo !  Private 
Dard,  come  here — there — ^hold  this  hat." 

"  Yes  colonel ! — Lord,  here  is  my  young  mistress's  hus- 
band!" 

*»  Silence ! " 

And  they  began  to  draw,  and  in  the  act  of  drawing  a 
change  of  manner  was  first  visible  in  these  gay  and  ardent 
spirits. 

^  It  is  not  I,"  said  one,  throwing  away  his  lot 

"  Nor  I." 

**  It  is  I,"  said  Raynal  quietly ;  "  the  luck  is  mine." 

^And  I  held  the  hat  for  you  colonel,"  said  Dard,  with 
foolish  triumph. 

*'Ah  Raynal  my  dear  friend,"  said  General  Raimbaut  sor- 
rowfully, "  it  was  not  worth  while  to  come  from  Egypt  for 
this." 

Raynal.— "At  what  o'clock  ?  " 

Dujardin. — "At  Hve:' 

Raynal. — (Drawing  out  his  watch.)  "  Then  I've  no  time 
to  lose.  I  must  inspect  the  detachments  I  am  to  commtrnd* 
But  first  I  have  some  little  arrangements  to  make.  Hitherto 
general,  on  these  occjisions,  I  was  a  bachelor.  Now  I  am 
married." 

"  Married  ?     I  am  sorry  for  it,  Raynal." 

"A  droll  marriage,  my  old  friend ;  I'll  tell  you  all  about 
it — ^if  ever  I  have  the  time.      It  began  with  a  purchase. 
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general,  and  ends  with — with  a  bequest,  which  I  might  m 
well  write  now,  and  so  have  nothing  to  think  of  but  dulf 
afterwards.     Where  can  I  write  ?  " 

^  Colonel  Dujardm  will  lend  you  his  tent,  I  am  sure." 

«  Certainly." 

''And  messieurs,'*  said  Raynal,  ''  if  I  waste  time  jon  need 
not  You  can  pick  me  my  men  from  your  brigades.  Give 
me  a  strong  spice  of  old  hands.** 

The  colonels  withdrew  on  this,  and  General  Raimbsnt 
walked  sadly  and  thoughtfully  towards  the  battery.  Dujsp- 
din  and  Raynal  were  leflt  alone. 

"  This  postpones  our  affair,  sir." 

«  Yes,  RaynaL" 

''  Perhaps  for  ever.  Have  you  writing  materials  in  your 
tent?" 

"Yes;  on  the  table." 

"  You  are  quite  sure  the  bastion  is  mined  ?  " 

"  Unfortunately,  I  am  too  sure." 

Raynal  turned  and  went  to  the  tent. 

Dujardin's  generosity  was  up  in  arms.  He  came  eagerly 
towards  him. 

"  Raynal,  for  Heaven's  sake,  resign  this  command." 

"Allow  me  to  write  to  my  wife,  colonel,"  was  tlie  reply,  as 
cold  as  ice. 

He  went  in  and  sat  down,  and  began  to  write. 

Dujardin  folded  his  arms  and  watched  him.  What  ha 
wrote  ran  thus — 

^'A  bastion  is  to  be  attacked  at  Jive.  I  command.  Colond 
Dujardin  proposed  we  sJioidd  draw  iots,  and  I  lost,  Th§ 
service  is  honourable,  but  the  resiUt  may,  I  fecw,  give  you 
some  pain.  My  dear  wife,  it  is  our  fate.  I  teas  wU  to 
have  time  to  make  you  know,  and  perhaps  love  me.  God 
bless  you  /  " 

In  writing  these  simple  words,  Raynal's  hard  face  worked, 
and  his  moustache  quivered,  and  once  he  had  to  clear  his 
eye  with  his  hand  to  form  the  letters.  He,  the  man  of 
iron. 


WHITE    LIES.  537 

He  who  stood  there  with  folded  arms  watching  him,  saw 
this,  and  it  stirred  all  that  was  great  and  good  in  that  grand, 
though  passionate  heart  of  his. 

"  Poor  Rajnal !  "  thought  he,  "  you  were  never  like  that 
before  on  going  into  action.  He  is  loth  to  die  !  Ay,  and  it 
18  a  coward*8  trick  to  let  him  die.  I  shall  have  her :  but 
shall  I  have  her  esteem  ?  What  will  the  army  say  ?  What 
will  my  conscience  say  ?  Oh !  I  feel  already  it  will  gnaw 
my  heart  to  death  ;  the  ghost  of  that  brave  fellow— once  my 
dear  friend,  my  rival  now,  by  no  fault  of  his — will  ri^e 
between  her  and  me,  and  reproach  me  with  my  bloody  in- 
heritance. The  heart  never  deceives — I  feel  it  now  whis- 
•pering  in  my  ear:  skulking  captain,  white-livered  soldier, 
that  stand  behind  a  parapet  while  a  better  man  does  your 
work,  you  assassinate  the  husband,  but  the  rival  conquers 
you-  There,  he  puts  his  hand  to  his  eyes.  I  must  speak  to 
him !     I  ynU  speak  to  him !  ** 

^  Colonel,"  said  a  low  voice,  and  at  the  same  time  a  hand 
was  laid  on  his  shoulder. 

It  was  General  Raimbaut.  The  general  looked  pale  and 
distressed. 

"  Come  apart,  colonel,  for  Heaven's  sake !  One  word, 
while  he  is  writing.  Ah !  colonel,  that  was  an  unlucky  idea 
of  yours." 

"  Of  mine,  general ! " 

"  Twas  you  proposed  to  cast  lots." 

"  Good  God  !  so  it  was." 

"  I  thought,  of  course,  it  was  to  be  managed  so  that  Raynal 
should  not  be  the  one.  Between  ourselves,  what  honourable 
excuse  can  we  make  ?  " 

•*  None,  general." 

"  Colonel,  the  whole  division  will  be  disgraced,  and  for- 
give me  if  I  say  a  large  portion  of  the  shame  will  fall  on 
you." 

«*Help  me  to  avert  that  shame  then,"  cried  Camille, 
e.H!erly.  ^^^ 
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«Ah!  that  I  will:  but  how?" 

"  Take  jour  pencil  and  write — *  I  authorize  Colonel 
jardin  to  save    the   honour  <^  the  colonels  of  the 
division.'  ** 

The  general  hesitated.     He  had  never  seen  an  order  •] 
worded.     He  hesitated  for  a  moment :  but  at  last  he  todk  1 
out  his  pencil  and  wrote  the  required  order,  after  his  on 
fashion — t.  e.  in  milk  and  water — 

^^On  account  of  the  singular  ability  and  courag€  wA 
which  Colonel  Dujardin  has  conducted  the  operoHm 
against  the  Bastion  St,  Adre^  a  discretionary  power  is  gism 
him  at  the  moment  of  assault  to  carry  into  effect  ««l 
measuresj  as,  without  interfering  with  the  Commander^ 
Chief's  order,  may  sustain  his  own  credit,  €md  that  of  tk 
other  colonels  of  the  second  division, 

"  Raim BAUT,  Greneral  of  Division.* 

Camille  put  the  paper  into  his  bosom. 

"  Now  general,  you  may  leave  all  to  me.  I  swear  to  jm 
Raynal  shall  not  die  ! — shall  not  lead  this  assault." 

^  Your  hand  colonel.  You  are  an  hoi^our  to  the  Freobh 
armies.     How  will  you  do  it  ?  ** 

"  Leave  it  to  me  general,  it  shall  be  done." 

*'  I  feel  it  will,  my  noble  fellow :  but,  alas !  I  fear  not 
without  risking  some  valuable  life  or  other,  most  likely  yoor 
own.     Tell  me." 

"  General,  I  refuse ! " 

"  You  refuse  me,  sir  ?  " 

^  Yes ;  this  order  gives  me  a  discretionary  power.  I  wiO 
hand  back  the  order  at  your  command  ;  but  modify  it  I  will 
not  Come  monsieur,  you  veteran  generals  have  beea 
unjust  to  me,  and  listened  to  me  too  little  all  through  thiB 
siege,  but  at  last  you  have  honoured  me.  This  order  is 
the  greatest  honour  that  was  ever  done  me  since  I  wore  a 
Bword." 

"  My  poor  colonel  I  " 

^  Let  me  wear  it  intact,  and  carry  it  to  my  grave ! " 
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"  Say  no  more  I  One  word — Is  there  anything  on  earth  I 
can  do  for  you,  my 'brave  soldier  ?  " 

^  Ye;4  generaL  Be  so  kind  as  to  retire  to  your  quarters ; 
there  are  reasons  why  you  ought  not  to  be  near  this  post  in 
half  an  hour.** 

^  I  go.     Is  there  nothing  else  ?  " 

**  Well  general,  ask  the  good  priest  Ambrose  to  pray  for 
all  those  who  shall  die  doing  their  duty  to  their  country  this 
afternoon." 

They  parted.  Greneral  Raimbaut  looked  back  more  than 
once  at  the  firm  intrepid  figure  that  stood  there,  with  folded 
arms,  unflinching,  on  the  edge  of  the  grave.  But  he  never 
took  his  eye  off  Kaynal.  The  next  minute  Raynars  sad 
letter  was  finished,  and  he  walked  out  of  the  tent,  and  con- 
fronted the  man  he  had  challenged  to  single  combat. 

I  have  mentioned  elsewhere  that  Colonel  Dujardin  had 
eyes  strangely  compounded  of  battle  and  love,  of  the  dove 
and  the  hawk.  And  these  softened  by  a  noble  act  he  medi- 
tated, now  rested  on  Kaynal  with  a  stnuigc  expresi^ion  of 
warmth  and  goodness.  This  strange  gaze  struck  Raynal, 
BO  far  at  least  as  this :  he  saw  no  hostile  eye.  He  was  glad 
of  tliat,  for  his  own  heart  was  calmed  by  the  solemn  prospect 
before  him. 

^  We,  too,  have  a  little  account  to  settle  before  I  order 
out  the  men,"  said  he  calmly,  *^  and  I  can't  give  you  long 
credit.     I  am  pressed  for  time." 

Now,  even  while  he  was  uttering  these  few  words,  quick 
as  lightning,  Camille  resolved  to  let  Raynal  have  his  own 
way.  What  on  earth  did  it  matter  to  him  (Camille)  I  And 
he  felt  a  sudden  and  natural  longing  to  take  this  man's  hand  ; 
not  because  Raynal  had  once  been  his  benefactor,  but  because 
he  was  going  to  be  Raynal's  benefactor. 

•^And  things  are  changed,  Dujardin.  When  duty  sounds 
the  recall,  a  soldier's  heart  leaves  private  quarrels.  See  I  I 
come  to  you  without  anger  and  ill-will.  Just  now  my  voice 
was  loud,  my  manner,  I  dare  say,  offensive,  and  menacing 
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even,  and  that  always  tempts  a  brave  fellow  like  jm  1 
resist  But  now,  you  see,  I  am  harmless*  as  a  woman, 
are  alone.  Humbug  to  the  winds.*-  I  know  that  J0t«| 
the  only  man  fit  to  command  a  division  in  this  army.  I  ] 
that  when  you  say  the  assault  of  that  bastion  is  death,  derikl 
it  is.  To  the  point,  then.  Now  that  my  mann^  is  M I 
longer  irritating,  now  that  I  am  going  to  die,  CamiUe  DajV'  I 
din,  my  old  comrade,  have  you  the  heart  to  refuse  me  ?  J 
I  to  die  unhappy  ?  " 

"  I  will  do  whatever  you  like." 

"  You  will  marry  that  poor  girl,  then  ?  " 

"Yes!  yes!" 

"Aha !  did  not  I  always  say  he  was  a  good  fellow.  CkxA 
the  nail ;  give  me  your  honour." 

"  I  give  you  my  honour  to  marry  her,  if  I  live.'' 

"  You  take  a  load  off  me.  Heaven  veill  reward  you.  In 
one  hour  those  poor  women,  whose  support  I  had  promised  4o 
be,  will  lose  their  protector :  but  I  give  them  another  in  you. 
We  shall  not  leave  that  family  in  tears,  Lanre  in  shame,  aad 
your  child  without  a  name." 

"  My  child  ?  Raynal  ?  "  and  he  looked  amazed.  "  What 
new  deception  was  this  ?  " 

"  Poor  little  fellow  !  I  surprised  him  in  his  cradle ;  his 
mother  and  Josephine  were  rocking  him,  and  singing  over 
him.  Oh  I  it  was  a  scene,  I  can  tell  you  !  My  poor  wife 
had  been  ill  for  some  time,  and  was  so  weakened  by  it,  that 
I  frightened  her  into  a  fit,  stealing  a  march  on  her  that  way. 
She  fainted  away.  Perhaps  it  is  as  well  she  did :  for  I— I 
did  not  know  what  to  think  :  it  looked  ugly  :  but  while  she 
lay  at  our  feet  insensible,  I  forced  the  truth  from  Laure ;  she 
owned  the  boy  was  hers." 

While  Raynal  told  him  this  strange  story,  Camille  turned 
hot  and  cold.  First  came  a  thrill  of  glowing  joy.  He  had 
the  clue  to  all  this.  He  was  a  father.  Tliat  child  was 
Josephine's  and  his.  The  next  moment  he  froze  within.  So 
Josephine  had  not  only  gulled  her  husband,  but  him  too* 
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She  had  refused  him  the  sad  consolation  of  knowing  he  had 
a  child.     Cruelty,  calculation,  and  baseness  unexampled  I 

Here  was  a  creature  who  could  sacrifice  any  thing  and  any 
body  to  her  comfort,  to  the  peace  and  sordid  smoothness  of 
her  domestic  life.  She  stood  between  two  men — a  thing ! 
Between  two  truths — a  double  lie. 

His  heart,  in  one  moment,  turned  against  her  like  a  stone. 
A  musket  bullet  through  the  body  does  not  turn  life  to  death 
quicker  than  Kaynal  turned  his  rival's  love  to  hatred  and 
Bcom :  that  love  which  neither  wounds,  absence,  prison,  nor 
even  her  want  of  constancy  had  prevailed  to  shake ! 

"  Out  of  my  bosom  I "  he  cried — "  out  of  it,  in  this  world 
and  the  next ! " 

He  forgot,  in  his  lofly  rage,  who  stood  beside  him. 

"What?— what?" 

"  No  matter.     Give  me  your  hand,  comrade." 

"There." 

"  I  esteem  yoUj  RaynaL  You  are  truth,  tou  are  a  man, 
and  deserve  a  better  lot" 

"  Don't  say  that,"  replied  Raynal,  quite  misunderstanding 
him.  "  It  is  a  soldier's  end :  I  never  desired  nor  hoped  a 
better— only,  of  course,  I  feel  a  little  regret.  You  are  a 
happy  fellow,  to  have  a  child  and  to  live  to  see  it,  and  her. 

"  Oh,  yes  I  I  am  very  happy,"  replied  the  poor  fellow,  his 
lip  quivering. 

^  Watch  over  those  poor  women,  comrade,  and  sometimes 
speak  to  them  of  me.  It  is  foolish,  but  we  like  to  be  re- 
membered." 

"  Yes !  but  do  not  let  us  speak  of  that  Raynal,  you  and 
I  were  lieutenants  together :  do  you  remember  saving  my 
life  in  the  Amo  ?  " 

**  Yes  !  now  you  mention  it,  I  do."  « 

"  Promise  me,  if  you  should  live,  to  remember  not  our 
quarrel  of  today,  nor  any  thing ;  but  only  those  early  days, 
cmd  this  aftemwrn,^ 

"I  do." 
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«  Your  baod,  dear  RaynaL'* 
"  There,  old  comrade,  there." 
They  wrung  one  another's  hands,  and  turned  awmj  ni 
hid  their  faces  from  each  other,  for  their  eyes  were  moist 

^'  This  won't  do,-  comrade :  I  must  go.  I  shall  atla^  fnm 
your  position.  So  I  shall  go  down  the  line,  and  bring  the 
men  up.  Meantime,  pick  me  your  detachment.  Give  met 
good  spice  of  veterans.  I  shall  get  one  word  wkh  yoi 
before  we  go  out  God  bless  you !  *' 
"  God  bless  you,  Raynal ! " 

The    moment    Raynal   was    gone,   Camille    beckoned  i 
lieutenant  to  him,  and  ordered  half  the  brigade  to  Ibim  is 
a  strong  column  on  both  sides  Death's  Alley. 
His  eye  fell  upon  Private  Dard. 
"  Ck)me  here,"  said  he. 
Dard  came  and  saluted. 

^  Have  you  anybody  at  Beaurepaire  that  woold  be  sorry 
if  you  were  killed  ?  " 

^'  Yes,  colonel !  Jacintha,  that  used  to  make  your  broth, 
colonel." 

"  Take  this  line  to  Colonel  RaynaL  You  will  find  him 
with  the  12th  brigade." 

He  wrote  a  few  lines  in  pencil,  folded  them,  and  D&rd 
went  off  with  them,  little  dreaming  that  the  colonel  of  his 
brigade  was  taking  the  trouble  to  save  his  li^  because  he 
came  from  Beaurepaire.  CJolonel  Dujardin  then  went  into 
his  tent,  and  closed  the  aperture,  and  took  the  good  book 
the  priest  had  given  him,  and  prayed  humbly,  and  forgave 
all  the  world. 

Then  he  sat  down,  his  head  in  his  hands,  and  thought  of 
his  child,  and  how  hard  it  was  he  must  die  and  never  see 
him.     One  sad  sob  at  this— one  only. 

Then  he  lighted  a  candle,  and  sealed  up  his  orders  of 
valour,  and  wrote  a  line  begging  that  they  might  be  sent  to 
his  sister.     He  also  sealed  up  his  purse,  and  left  a  memo- 
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randum  that  the  contents  should  be  given  to  disabled  soldiers 
of  his  brigade  upon  their  being  invalided. 

Then  he  took  out  Joseph iiu^'s  letter.  **  Poor  coward,"  he 
said,  ^  let  me  not  be  unkino  See,  I  burn  your  letter,  lest 
it  should  be  found,  and  disturb  the  peace  you  prize  so  highly. 
I  too  shall  soon  be  at  peace,  thank  God  I "  He  lighted  it 
and  drop|>ed  it  on  the  ground  :  it  burned  slowly  away.  He 
e7ed  it,  despairingly.  "  Ay !  you  perish,  last  record  of  an 
unhappy  love :  and  as  you  pass  away,  so  I  am  going — my 
BOol  to  its  Creator,  my  body  to  dust — ay,  poor  letter,  even  so 
pass  away  my  life  wasted  by  generals  not  fit  to  command  a 
eorpond's  guard — ^my  hopes  of  glory,  and  my  dreams  of  love 
—it  all  ends  today :  at  nine  and  twenty." 

He  put  his  white  handkerchief  to  his  eyes.  Josephine 
bad  given  it  him.  He  cried  a  little,  not  at  dying,  but  at 
seeing  his  life  thrown  away. 

When  he  had  done  crying,  be  put  his  white  handkerchief 
in  his  bosom,  and  the  whole  man  was  transformed  beyond 
language  to  express.  Powder  does  not  change  more  when  it 
catches  fire.  He  rose  that  moment  and  went  like  a  flash  of 
lightning  out  of  the  tent  The  next,  he  came  down  like  a 
fiidoon  between  the  lines  of  the  strong]  column  in  Death's 
AUey. 

^  Attention,"  cried  the  seijeants,  ^  the  colonel  I " 

There  was  a  dead  silence,  for  the  bare  sight  of  that  erect 
and  inspired  figure  made  the  men's  bosoms  thrill  with  the 
certainty  oi  great  deeds  to  come :  the  light  of  battle  was  in 
hia  eye.  No  longer  the  moody  colonel ;  but  a  thunderbolt 
of  war,  red  hot,  and  waiting  to  be  launched. 

"  Officers,  Serjeants,  soldiers,  a  word  with  you  I " 

La  Croix. — ''  Attention  ! " 

**  Do  you  know  what  passed  here  five  minutes  ago  ?  " 

<*  The  attack  of  the  bastion  was  settled  I  "  cried  a  captain. 

"  It  was,  and  who  was  to  lead  the  assault  ?  do  you  know 
that?" 

''No!" 
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«  A  colonel  from  eotpt.' 

A  groan  from  the  men. 

<'  With  detachments  from  the  other  farigades." 

"  Ah  ! "  an  angry  roar. 

Ck>lonel  Dujardin  walked  quicklj  down  between  the  two 
Imes,  lookmg  with  his  fiery  eye  into  the  men'a  eyes  on  bii 
right.  Then  he  came  back  on  the  other  side,  and  as  he  weal 
he  lighted  those  men's  eyes  with  his  own.  It  was  a  toidi 
passing  along  a  line  of  ready  gaslights. 

^  The  work  to  us ! "  he  cried  in  a  voice  like  a  clarion,  that 
fired  the  hearts  as  his  eye  had  fired  the  eyes — ^'^the  triumph 
to  strangers !  our  fatigues  and  our  losses  have  not  gained  the 
brigade  the  honour  of  going  out  at  those  fellows  that  have 
killed  so  many  of  our  comrades." 

A  fierce  groan  from  the  men. 

^  What !  shall  the  colours  of  another  brigade  and  not  ours 
fly  from  that  bastion  this  aflemoon  ?  " 

*'  No !  No ! "  in  a  roar  like  thunder. 

'^  Ah  !  you  are  of  my  mind.  Attention  I  the  attad^  is 
fixed  for  five  o'clock." 

"  Suppose  you  and  I  were  to  carry  the  bastion  ten  minntes 
before  the  colonel  from  Egypt  can  bring  his  men  upon  the 
ground  ?  " 

A  fierce  roar  of  joy  and  laughter  :  the  strange  laughter  of 
veterans,  and  bom  invincibles. 

"  That  was  a  question  I  put  to  your  hearts — your  an- 
swer ?  " 

The  answer  was  a  yell  of  exulting  assent,  but  it  was  half 
drowned  by  another  response,  the  thunder  of  the  impatient 
drums,  and  the  rattle  of  fixing  bayonets. 

The  colonel  told  oft*  a  party  to  the  battery. 

^'  Level  the  guns  at  the  top  tier.  Fire  at  my  signal,  and 
keep  firing  over  our  heads,  till  you  see  our  colours  on  the 
place." 

He  then  darted  to  the  head  of  the  column,  which  instantly 
formed  behind  him  in  the  centre  of  Death's  Alley. 
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^  The  colours  I  No  hand  but  mine  shall  hold  them  to- 
day." 

They  were  instantly  brought  him,  his  left  hand  8hook 
them  free  in  the  afternoon  sun. 

A  deep  murmur  of  joy  for  the  old  hands,  at  tlie  now 
unwonted  sight  Out  flashed  his  sword  like  steel  lightning. 
He  waved  it  to  the  battery. 

Bang!  bang!  bang!  bang!  went  the  cannon,  and  the 
smoke  rolled  over  the  trenches.  At  the  same  moment  up 
went  the  colours  waving,  and  the  colonel's  clarion  voice 
pealed  high  above  all. 

"Twenty  fourth,  demi-brigade — ^forward  ! ! !  " 

They  went  so  swiftly  out  of  the  trenches  that  they  were 
not  seen  through  their  own  smoke  until  they  had  run  some 
edxty  yards.  No  sooner  were  they  seen  coming  on  like 
devils  through  their  own  smoke,  than  two  thousand  muskets 
were  levelled  at  them  from  all  the  Prussian  line.  It  was 
not  a  rattle  of  small  arms — ^it  was  a  crash  :  and  the  men  fell 
fiust:  but  in  a  moment  they  were  seen  to  spread  out  like  a 
fiuiy  and  to  offer  less  mark,  and  when  the  fan  closed  again,  it 
half  encircled  the  bastion.  It  was  a  French  attack.  Part 
swarmed  at  it  in  front  like  bees,  part  swept  round  the  glacis 
and  flanked  it.  Tliey  were  seen  to  fall  in  numbers,  shot 
down  from  the  embrasures.  But  the  living  took  the  place  of 
the  dead :  and  the  flght  raged  evenly  there.  Where  are  the 
odours  ?  Towards  the  rear  there.  The  colonel  and  a  hun- 
dred men  are  fighting  hand  to  hand  with  the  Prussians,  who 
have  charged  out  at  the  back  doors  of  the  bastion.  Success 
there  !  and  the  bastion  must  fall — ^both  sides  know  this. 

AU  in  a  moment  the  colours  disappeared.  There  was  a 
groan  from  the  French  lines.  No !  there  they  were  again, 
and  close  under  the  bastion. 

And  now  in  front  the  attack  was  so  hot.  tliat  often  tlio 
Prussian  gunners  were  seen  to  jump  down,  driven  from  their 
posts :  and  the  next  moment  a  fierce  hurrali  from  the  rear 
told  that  the  French  had  won  some  great  advantage  there. 
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The  fire  slacking  told  a  similar  tale,  and  presently  dowi  1 
•came  the  Prussian  flag-staff.  That  might  be  an  acddoL  I 
A  few  moments  of  thirsting  expectation,  and  np  went  tki  | 
coloars  of  the  24th  Brigade  upon  the  Bastion  St.  Andr^ 

The  whole  French  army  raised  a  shout  that  rent  the  skj, 
and  their  cannon  began  to  play  on  the  Prussian  lines  and 
between  the  bastion  and  the  nearest  fort,  to  prevent  a  recap- 
ture. 

All  in  a  moment  shot  from  the  earth  a  cubic  acre  of  fire 
where  last  the  bastion  was    seen:    it   carried  up  a  heavy 
mountain  of  red   and  black   smoke,  that   looked   solid  as 
marble.     There  was  a  heavy,  sullen,  tremendous  ezplosiai, 
that  snuffed  out  the  sound  of  the  cannon,  and  paralyzed  tht 
French  and  Prussian  gunner's  hands,  and  checked  the  tot 
beating  of  their  heart'^.     Thirty  thousand  pounds  of  gun- 
powder were  in  that  awful  explosion.     Then  war  itself  held 
its  breath,  and  both  armies,  like  peaceful  spectators,  gazed 
wonder-struck,  terrror-struck.     Great  hell  seemed  to  have 
burst  through  the  earth's  crust,  and  to  be  rushing  at  heaven. 
Huge  stones,  cannon,  corpses,  and  limbs  of  soldiers,  were 
seen  driven  or  falling  through  the  smoke*     Some  of  these 
last  even  came  quite  clear  of  the  ruins,  ay,  into  the   French 
and  Prussian  lines,  that  even  the  veterans  put  their  hands 
to  their  eyes.     Raynal  felt  something  patter  on  him  from  the 
sky — it  was  blood — a  comrade's,  perhaps.     Oh  I  war  1  war ! 


The  smoke  cleared.  Where  a  moment  before  the  great 
bastion  stood  and  fought,  was  a  monstrous  pile  of  blackened, 
bloody  stones  and  timbers,  with  dismounted  cannon,  sticking 
up  here  and  there. 

And,  rent  and  crushed  to  atoms  beneath  the  smoking  mi5^ 
lay  the  relics  of  the  gallant  brigade  and  their  victoiioot 
colours. 
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CHAPTER    XLL 

A  FEW  wounded  soldiers  of  the  brigade  lay  still  and 
feigned  death  till  dusk.  Then  they  crept  back  to  the 
trenches.  These  had  all  been  struck  down,  or  disabled 
short  of  the  bastion.  Of  those  that  had  taken  the  place 
no  one  came  home. 

Raynal,  aAer  the  first  stui)efaction,  pressed  hard  and  even 
angrily  for  an  imme<liate  assault  on  the  whole  Prussian  line. 
Not  they.  It  was  on  paper  that  the  assault  should  be  at  day- 
break tomorrow.  Litera  scripta  manet  This  sort  of  leader 
cannot  improvise. 

Rage  and  grief  in  his  heart,  Raynal  waited,  chafing  like  a 
blood  horse  in  the  trenches,  till  five  minutes  past  midnight. 
He  was  then  commander  of  \hv  brigade,  gave  his  onlors,  and 
took  thirty  men  out  to  creep  up  to  the  wreck  of  the  bastion, 
and  find  the  late  colonel's  body. 

Going  for  so  pious  a  purpose,  he  was  rewarded  by  an 
important  discovery.  The  whole  Prussian  lines  had  been 
abandoned  since  sunset,  and,  mounting  cautiously  on  the  ram- 
parts, Raynal  saw  the  town  too  was  evacuat«.*d,  and  lights  and 
other  indications  on  a  rising  ground  behind  it  convinced  him 
that  the  Prussians  were  in  full  retreat,  probably  to  effect  that 
junction  with  other  forces  wliich  the  assault  he  had  recom- 
mended would  have  rendered  impos>ible. 

They  now  lighted  lanterns,  and  searchfd  all  over  and 
round  the  bastion  for  the  poor  colonel.  In  tin?  rear  of  the 
bastion  they  found  many  Fri'iich  sol<liei*s,  mo**t  of  whom  had 
died  by  the  bayonet  The  Prussiiin  dead  Iwul  all  been  car- 
ried off. 
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Here  thej  found  the  talkatiye  Sergeant  La  Ooix.  Tlie 
poor  fellow  was  silent  enough  now.  A  terrible  sabre  cot  oo 
the  skull.'  The  colonel  was  not  there.  Rajnal  groaned,  and 
led  the  way  on  to  the  bastion.  The  ruins  still  smoked.  Sevca 
or  eight  bodies  were  discovered  by  an  arm  or  a  foot  proCmd- 
ing  through  the  masses  of  masonry.  Of  these  some  were 
Prussians.  A  proof  that  some  devoted  hand  had  fired  the 
train,  and  destroyed  both  friend  and  foe. 

They  found  the  tube  of  Long  Tom  sticking  up,  jnst  as  be 
had  shown  over  the  battlements  that  glorious  day,  with  this 
exception,  that  a  great  piece  was  knocked  off  his  lip,  and  the 
slice  ended  in  a  long  broad  crack. 

The  soldiers  looked  at  this.  **  That  is  our  bullets'  work," 
said  they.  Then  one  old  veteran  touched  his  cap,  and  told 
Haynal,  gravely,  he  knew  where  their  beloved  colonel  was. 

"  Dig  here,  to  the  bottom,"  said  he.  **  He  lies  beneath  kit 
work:' 

Improbable  and  superstitious  as  this  was,  the  hearts  of  the 
soldiers  assented  to  it. 

Presently  there  was  a  joyful  cry  outside  the  bastion.  A 
rush  was  made  thither.  But  it  proved  to  be  only  Dard,  who 
had  discovered  that  Sergeant  La  Croix's  heart  still  best 
They  took  him  up  cai-efully,  and  carried  him  gently  into 
camp.  To  Dard's  delight  the  surgeon  pronounced  him 
curable.  For  all  that,  he  was  three  days  insensible,  and 
after  that  unfit  for  duty.  So  they  sent  him  home  invalided, 
with  a  hundred  francs  out  of  the  poor  colonel's  puise. 

Raynal  reported  the  evacuation  of  the  place,  and  that 
Colonel  Dujardin  was  buried  under  the  bastion.  He  then 
bound  a  black  scarf  across  his  sick  heart,  and  rode  out  of  the 
camp. 

And  how  came  Jean  Raynal  to  turn  his  back  on  war  ? 

His  rival  was  the  cause. 

The  words  CamiUe  had  scratched  with  a  pencil,  and  seat 
him  from  the  edge  of  the  grave,  were  few,  but  great 

'*  A  dead  man  takes  you  once  more  by  the  hand.    Mj  last 
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thoaght,  thank  God,  is  France.  For  her  sake  and  mine, 
Bnjnal,  GO  for  General  Bonaparte.  Tell  him,  from  a 
dying  soldier,  the  Rhine  is  a  river  to  these  generals,  but  to 
him  a  field  of  glory.  He  will  lay  out  our  lives,  not  waste 
them.     Go!" 

The  24th  Brigade,  thinned  already  by  hard  service,  was 
reduced  to  a  file  or  two  by  the  Sampson  bastion. 

It  was  incorporated  with  the  12th,  and  Raynal  rode  heavy 
at  heart  to  Paris. 
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"  How  is  my  poor  Josephine  today,  doctor  ?  " 

''  Much  better :  she  tells  me  she  slept  without  landanmi 
last  Dight :  the  first  night  this  ten  days.  Nature  will  win  the 
day — with  my  assistance." 

*^  No,  doctor ;  not  unless  you  can  cure  her  of  that  wbidi 
made  her  sicken.'' 

^'  Sun,  air,  and  exercise,  must  complete  the  work,''  said  tko 
doctor  evasively. 

**  Can  they  cure  her  of  her  sorrow  ?  " 

"  What  sorrow  ?  " 

"  She  has  a  secret  sorrow,  and  so  have  you,  Laure." 

"I?  mamma?" 

"  Oh  !  I  know  you  think  me  very  blind,  but  there  is  some- 
thing mysterious  going  on  here,  which  peeps  through  all  your 
precautions." 

"  What  do  you  mean  mamma  ?  " 

"  I  mean,  Laurc,  that  my  patience  is  worn  out  at  last.  I 
am  tired  of  playing  the  part  of  a  statue  amongst  you.  Ray- 
nal's  gloomy  air  as  he  left  us ;  Josephine  ill  ever  since, 
bursting  into  tears  at  eVery  word ;  Laure  pale  and  changiA 
hiding  an  unaccountable  sadness  under  a  forced  smile ;  don  t 
interrupt  me  Laure !  Edouaixl,  who  was  almost  like  a  son, 
gone  off  without  a  word.     Never  comes  near  us  ! " 

**  He  is  gone  a  journey  mamma." 

"  And  not  returned  ?  " 

"  No ! " 

"Is  that  so  doctor?" 
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"  I  believe  so,**  replied  the  doctor.  "  I  called  on  him  yes- 
iierdaj,  and  the  servant  said  he  was  away." 

"  Good ! "  said  the  baroness.  "  It  is  clear  I  am  to  learn 
nothing  from  you  two :  but  it  does  not  follow  I  will  not  learn 
firom  some  one  else." 

The  doctor  and  Laure  exchanged  an  uneasy  look. 

^This  uncomfortable  smiling,  and  unreasonable  crying: 
these  appearances  of  the  absent,  and  disappearances  of  the 
present" 

^  Disappearances  of  the  present  mamma  ?  What  do  you 
mean?" 

"No  matter.  All  these  mysteries  of  Beaurepaire,  will, 
perhaps,  take  less  time  to  penetrate  than  those  of  Udolpho." 

"  Beally,"  said  St.  Aubin  quietly,  "  I  did  not  think  my  old 
friend  such  an  adept  at  building  mare's  nests,  and  tormenting 
herself." 

'*It  is  easy  to  understand,"  replied  the  baroness.  ^<I  am 
an  old  woman.  I  have  seen  crooked.  I  hear  amiss.  I  un- 
derstand by  contraries.  For  all  that  monsieur,  with  your 
permission,  I  will  say  two  words  to  my  daughter." 

"  I  retire  madam." 

Laure  nerved  herself  for  what  was  to  come :  but  the  trial 
in  store  for  her  was  a  very  dilTerent  one  from  what  she  ex- 
pected. She  was  bracing  herself  up  against  a  severe  inter- 
n)gatory. 

Instead  of  that  her  mother  sat  down,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"  Oh,  mamma !  my  sweet  mamma ! "  cried  Laure,  and 
was  on  her  knees  at  her  mother's  feet  in  a  moment. 

**  My  girl,"  sobbed  the  old  lady,  "  may  you  never  know 
what  a  mother  feels,  who  finds  herself  shut  out  from  her 
daughters'  hearts ! " 

"  Oh,  mamma !  are  you  not  in  my  heart  ?  " 

"  No !  or  I  should  be  in  your  confidence.  Sometimes  I 
think  it  is  my  fault.  The  age  I  was  boni  in  was  strict  A 
mother  now-a-days  seems  to  be  a  sort  of  elder  sister.  In  my 
day  she  was  something  more.    Yet  I  loved  my  mother  as 


v.th  tiVA^,  I  na-^  Vkraft  u&  my 

Lunre^A  'oo  a:  :a.  ■  r.*:i^iiK  »  viiti  : 
h«feiv^ne'-i<4  «ai«  arra.ri  v>  -aj  vm  mncti.  ^^^— f*^  ^^ 

•*  f>#ffi«r  l^sinf*'J'  -rft  «i*i.  -do  OTiC  -tv  ikt?  -wr 
('•#  .a-';  -o  rsi^f:  y^.:  f/x>r  oiii  aofiUittr  jitu  t.hjj- 
Wfij  i*  fJri*  injr*r/:ry  awi  riua  sorrow  oa  o^  .-  H^w  rsi 
I  inr^r^'rpf,  at  *:^ery  in-tan:,  ^iAni>=-  ciuu  T-r^  3t---rr  = 
^^1  for  fVi^?  Th«i  v^rv  air  m  ioad*^  with,  ^^m  >  m.t  ^^^ 
What  4/i^;4  it  all  m^^an  ? "" 

No  ariAw^r  Mic  ftr^Vru 

"  Ii4  jirmi*;  flf^^it  then  goixkg  (m?" 

No  Mi^wf'.r  bfit  v/hi. 

**  f  artk  yr/u  fifice  more ;  I  will  nevtir  'ieatrtrai  u: 
ymi  again :  give  me  fM>me  better  reply  rhrtn.  Liies«f  ^ 
t^Afu,  Y«M  will  not?  Well,  fcince  you  wLi  n»;t  jcj 
fuiy thing  " 

**  J  *«nfK;t— J  have  nothing  to  telL" 

'*  Will  you  do  Hcnnething  for  me  mademoiselle: " 

**  ()  ytm  !  mamma,  anything,  everything." 

"  I  Khali  not  aHk  much.  I  should  hesiute  now  to 
hugely  on  your  ufli'^aion.     It  is  only  to  write  a  letier." 

Lfiuni  jum|H'd  up  eagerly,  and  went  zealou&ly  tor  the 
find  ink,  Ihankrul  to  her  mother  for  giving  her  sumetliu 
mnhl  do  tor  Ihm*. 

"  Now  writ«»." 

LiMmt  tiMik  the  |>en  with  alacrity. 

'*  J)rnr  A/ouMi'eur  liiviere  !  " 

"Oh  nmmnia  !  ih  it  to  him  ? " 

'•  ()(tlii/f  mr  by  coming  here  at  your  very  earliest  ci 
••mv.     In  it  written?" 

••  Yon  1 ".  faltered  Laure,  trembling. 

"  Thon  lign  my  name.*' 
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3^<m  maoinm  i 
it^-addj-esa  it  to  his  lodgings/* 
thei^.     Shall  I  ^ead  Jadtilha  with  it  ?  '* 
ladeiuobelle,  you  wilt  nat  §c'ud  Jacinilia  with  iu     I 
her  her  nor  you  I — give  it  in«.    No,  I  trust  neither 
d  of  twenty  year.^  nor  the  serra^t  that  stayed  hy 
reraity,  nor  the  daughter  1  suffered  foi%  aod  aur&ed, 
don*l  I  irmi  you?     Ton  hav^  IqM  m^  a  ti§/     1  saw 
Riviere  in  the  park  two  days  ago — 1  saw  bim.    My 
are  feeble — ^bui  they  are  uot  Uan*     I  saw  him. 
breakfast  to  my  own  room*     I  come  of  an  ancieal 
^ould  not  sit  with  liars.     I  should  foi^get  oointesy — 
d  all  sea  my  scorn  in  mj  tace/' 
sat  out,  with  the  letter  in  her  hand,  leaving  Laure 
terrified  at  theie  stem  words  trom  lips  bo  beloved. 


rd  Riviere  fell,  in  one  night,  fi[t>m  happineas  audi  as 
I  Gftnaot  imagine,  to  deep  and  hopeless  mbery* 
I  that,  which  to  every  heart  capable  of  loving.  Is  I  be 
larthly  gsW  :  the  woman  he  adored — and  with  lier 
hose  prime  treasures  of  the  soul — belief  in  human 

and  in  female  purity. 
I  there  could  be  no  more  in  nature  a  candid  eye,  a 

rendy-mantling  cheek.  Frailty  and  treachery  \md 
m  iigns  of  virtue  and  nobihty  too  i^kilfuUy  for  hu- 
^k  deteel :  hm  heart  was  broken  and  hk  faith  was 

lio  could  he  now  truat  or  believe  in  ?  Here  was  a 
whose  virtues  seemed  lo  make  frailty  imj>o:<!4ibl«  : 
't  doubly  impossible:  a  creature  whose  thuhs — ihi'^ 
I  had — had  seemed  as  opposite  to  treachery  m  her 
Lies  were.  Yet  she  was  aQ  fraiUy  and  Ue§. 
icsed  in  thtil  on*f  night  of  anguiwh  from  youth  to  age. 
about  brs  busmess  like  a  leaden  ibing.  Hi?  tood 
His  life  *iiinied  ended.  Nothing  appt^iu^nl 
The  very  landscape  teefiiod  cut  in  atone 
24 
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and  he  a  stone  in  the  middle  of  it^  and  his  heart  a  stone  in 
him.  At  times  across  that  hea^y  heart  came  giishes  of  fbri- 
0U8  rage  and  bitter  m(vtification.  For  his  vanity  had  been 
stabbed  as  fiercely  as  his  love.  ^  Georges  Lhuidin ! "  he 
wonld  cry.  You  said  well,  <^  man.  I  wondered  at  yoor 
word  then.  Georges  Dandin  !  corse  her !  curse  her !  But 
love  and  misery  overpowered  these  heats,  and  froze  him  tp 
stone  again. 

The  poor  boy  pined  and  pined.  His  clothes  hong  loose 
about  him  ;  his  face  was  so  drawn  with  suffering,  yon  would 
not  have  known  him.  He  hated  company.  The  thmgs  he 
was  expected  to  talk  about! — he  with  his  crushed  heart 
He  could  not  He  would  not  He  shunned  all  the  world ; 
he  went  alone  like  a  wounded  deer.  The  good  doctor,  on 
his  return  from  Paris,  called  on  him  to  see  if  he  was  ill : 
since  he  had  not  come  for  days  to  the  chateau.  He  saw  the 
doctor  coming,  and  bade  the  servant  say  he  was  not  in  the 
village. 

He  drew  down  the  blind,  that  he  might  never  see  the 
chateau  again.  He  drew  it  up  again :  he  could  not  exist 
without  seeing  it.  "  She  will  be  miserable,  too,"  he  cried, 
gnashing  bis  teeth.  "  She  will  see  whether  she  has  chosen 
well."  At  other  times  all  his  courage,  and  his  hatred,  and 
his  wounded  vanity,  were  drowned  in  his  love  and  its  de- 
spair, and  then  he  bowed  his  head,  and  sobbed  and  cried  as 
if  his  heart  would  burst  This  very  day  he  was  so  sobhing 
with  his  head  on  the  table,  when  his  landlady  tapped  at  his 
door.  He  started  up,  and  turned  his  head  away  from  the 
door. 

"  A  young  woman  from  Beaurepaire  monsieur ! " 
"From  Beaurepaire?"    his   heart  gave  a  furious  leap. 
«  Show  her  in.** 

He  wiped  his  eyes  and  seated  himself  at  a  table,  and,  aD 
in  a  flutter,  pretended  to  be  the  State's. 

It  was  not  Jacintha  as  he  expected,  but  the  other  serrant 
She  made  a  low  reverence,  cast  a  look  of  admiratioo  oa  lum, 
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and  gave  him  a  letter.  His  eye  darted  on  it:  his  hand 
trembled  as  he  took  it.  He  turned  away  again  to  open  it, 
He  forced  himself  to  say,  in  a  tolerably  calm  voice,  ^'  I  will 
aend  an  answer." 

After  the  first  violent  emotion,  a  great  struggle.  Her 
handwriting.  Her  mother's  letter.  Ah !  I  see !  The  old 
woman  is  to  be  drawn  into  it,  too.  She  is  to  help  to  make 
Georges  Dandin  of  me.  I  will  go.  I  will  baffle  them  all. 
I  will  expose  this  nest  of  depravity,  all  ceremony  on  the 
surface,  and  voluptuousness  and  treachery  below.  Oh,  God  I 
who  coald  believe  that  creature  never  loved  me !  They 
■hall  none  of  them  see  my  weakness.  Their  benefactor 
shall  be  still  their  superior.  They  shall  see  me  cold  as  ice, 
and  bitter  as  galL 

He  made  his  toilette  with  care,  and  took  his  hat,  and 
went  to  Beaurepaire  as  slowly  as  he  used  to  go  quickly 
<mce. 

In  the  present  state  of  things  at  Beaurepaire,  we  must  go 
back  a  step. 

When  Josephine  and  Laure  broke  from  that  startled 
alomber  that  followed  the  exhaustion  of  that  troubled  night, 
Xiaure  was  by  far  the  more  wretched  of  the  two.  She  had 
not  only  dishonoured  herself,  but  stabbed  the  man  she  loved. 

Josephine,  on  the  other  hand,  was  exhausted,  but  calm. 
The  fearful  escape  she  had  had  softened  down  by  contrast 
her  more  distant  terrors. 

She  was  beginning  to  shut  her  eyes  again  and  let  herself 
drift.  Above  all,  the  glimpse  of  her  boy  comforted  her,  and 
the  thought  that  in  three  weeks  she  could  have  him  beside 
her  in  Paris. 

This  deceitful  calm  of  the  heart  only  lasted  three  daya. 

Carefully  encouraged  by  Laure,  it  was  destroyed  by 
Jacintha. 

Jacintha,  conscious  that  she  had  betrayed  her  part,  was 
almost  heartbroken.     She,  ashamed   to  appear  before  her 
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young  mistress,  and  coward-like,  wanted  to  avoid  knowing 
even  how  much  harm  she  had  done. 

She  pretended  tooth-ache,  bound  up  her  face,  and  never 
stirred  from  the  kitchen.  But  she  was  not  to  escape :  the 
other  servant  came  down  with  a  message — 

**  Madam  Raynal  wanted  to  see  her  directly." 

She  came  quaking,  and  found  Josephine  all  alone. 

Josephine  rose  to  meet  her,  and  casting  a  fartive  glance 
round  the  room  first,  threw  her  arms  round  Jacintha*s  ned^ 
and  embraced  her  with  many  tears. 

"Was  ever  fidelity  like  yours?  how  could  you  do  it 
Jacintha?  and  how  can  I  ever  repay  it?  You  are  my 
superior :  it  is  base  of  me  to  accept  such  a  sacrifice  from  any 
woman ! " 

Jacintha  was  so  confounded  she  did  not  know  what  to  saj. 
But  it  was  a  mystification  that  could  not  endure  long  be- 
tween two  women,  who  were  both  deceived  by  a  third. 
Between  them  they  soon  discovered  that  it  must  have  been 
Laure  who  had  sacrificed  herself. 

"  And  Edouard  has  never  been  here  since." 

"  And  never  will  madam." 

"  Yes,  he  shall !  there  must  be  some  limit  even  to  my 
feebleness,  and  my  sister's  devotion.  You  shall  take  a  line 
to  him  from  me.     I  will  write  it  this  moment ! " 

The  letter  wa«5  written.  But  it  was  never  sent.  Laare 
surprised  Josephine  and  Jacintha  together :  saw  a  letter  was 
being  written,  asked  to  see  it;  on  Josephine^s  hesitating, 
snatched  it  out  of  her  hands,  and  tore  it  to  pieces,  and  told 
Jaointha  to  leave  the  room.  She  hated  the  sight  of  poor 
Jacintha,  who  had  slept  at  the  very  moment  when  all 
depended  on  her  watchfulness. 

"  You  were  going  to  send  to  AtVn,  unknown  to  me." 

"  Forgive  me  Laure." 

"  Oh,  Josephine !    is   it  come  to  this  ?     Would   tou 

DECEIVE  ME  ?  " 

"You   HATE   DECEIVED    ME  I     YesI    it  has   come  to 
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I  kfliow  all*    I  will   not   consent   to  d^strof  all  I 

^he  then  begged  kard  for  leave  to  send  tLe  lettefi 

XjRrjne  guve  nn  impetuous  retti.<ial, 

'*  What  coald  you  say  to  Liin  ?  foolish  wotnan,  don't  yon 

DOW  hiiD,  &nd  hh  vanity?     When  yon  had  exposed  yoiir- 

pK  to  hiiiij  aijij  showed  him  I  was  no  tiling  worse  timn  a  Uar  ■ 

bu  lijwl  insulted  him — do  you  think  he  would  fbrgii'e  me  ? 

)  J  ttm  ia  Uf  make  light  of  my  love — ^to  make  me  waste  tho 

rillce  I  have  mtwle-  I  feel  that  aaerifice  m  much  a^  you 
ore  perhapB,  and  I  would  ratlier  die  in  a  convent  than 
I  that  night  of  shame  and  agony.     Come,  promise  me* 

I  more  atlempla  of  tliai  kind,  or  we  are  i^iftera  no  moret 
^endja  no  moft^  one  heart  and  one  bloo<l  no  more." 

The  weaker  nature,  weidtened  stilt  more  by  ill-heaUh  and 
ief»  wai<  terrified  into  submission,  or  rat  her  ti^mporized. 

**Ki»a  me  then,*'  &aid  Josephine,  **and  love  me  to  tho 
ftd," 

La^ire  kissed  her  with  many  aighji,  but  Josephine  smile*!. 

atire  eyeii  her  with  suspituon.  That  deep  smile-  What 
|d  It  mean  ?  She  had  formed  some  resolution.  She  ii 
bing  to  deceive  me  Bomehow. 

From  that  day  Laure  watched  her  like  a  itpy.  Confl- 
k^nce  was  gone  between  them*     Suspicion  took  its  place. 

Laure    wa>*    right.      The   moment   Josephine    gaw   that 

dotunrd^s  happiness  and  I^aure's  were  to  be  i«acrifie(^d  for 
oothing  eonld  make  happy,  the  jioor  thmg  said  to 

I    CAK    die/* 

I'hert'k^re  she  smiled. 

Tlic  doctor  gave  her  Inudanum :  lie  foantl  she  could  not 

1 1  and  he  tlioughl  it  all  important  tltnl  she  should  isleep, 
Ji  id  of  faking  thf^>ip  jjmall  dose;*,  ^avrd  tFiem 

L  U|i  rn  ill  a  phiaJ,  and  ?o,  fn^m  tlte  slerp  fti"  a 

nighta,  cotlecteij  the  eternal  i^leep :  and  now  abe  waa 

^CriiiqmL     This  young  ereuturt?  that  Ci:»uM  not  benrlo 
vt  paio  to  aoy  one  oUe^  prepared  h(tr  own  death  with  a 
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calm  resolution  the  heroes  of  our  sex  have  not  often  eqnaDei 
It  was  so  little  a  thing  to  her  to  strike  Josephine.  DeaA 
would  save  her  honour,  would  spare  her  the  frigfatliil 
alternative  of  deceiving  her  husband,  or  of  telling  him  she 
was  another's.  **•  Poor  Raynal,''  said  she  to  herself,  **  it  is 
too  cruel  to  tie  him  to  a  woman  who  can  never  be  to  him 
what  he  deserves.  Laure  would  then  prove  her  innocence 
to  Edouard.  A  few  tears  for  a  weak,  loving  soul,  and  thej 
would  all  be  happy  and  forget  her." 

While  she  was  in  this  mind,  Raynal  wrote  from  Pari^  that 
he  was  to  be  expected  at  any  moment :  and  this  time  he 
added  I  stay  a  month. 

Josephine  gave  a  shudder  that  my  female  readers  can  under- 
stand.    This  letter  was  the  last  word  in  her  death  warnmt 
Her  days  being  now  counted,  and  her  veiy  hours  uncer- 
tain, the  mother's  heart  could  not  leave  the  world  without 
putting  her  poor  boy  into  some  loving  hand,  and  securing 
him   kind  treatment     And  so  it  happened    that  she  came 
from  her  room  to  open  her  heart  to  Laure  just  after  the 
baroness  went  out  with  those  bitter  words.     And  when  I  saj 
open  her  heart,  I  am  wrong.     Her  fate  was  still  to  conceal 
all   or  a  part.     Laure   was  quick   and  suspicious.     Laure 
would  never  consent  to  her  dying.     All  she  dare  do  was  to 
say  something  to  her  now,  that  poor  Laure  should  under- 
stand when  she  should  be  gone,  and  say,  ^  this  was  my  poor 
lost  sister's  last  request." 

Laure,  then,  stricken  to  the  heart  by  her  mother^s  words, 
was  sitting  weeping  in  the  tapestried  room  when  Josephine 
came  out  to  her,  and  sat  down  beside  her  with  a  tender  smile, 
and  drew  her  to  her  bosom. 

'*  I  am  glad  I  have  found  you  alone.  Yon  are  crying, 
love  ?  " 

^^  Mamma  has  scolded  me  so ;  and  she  has  written  to 
Edouard ;  but  you  have  somethuig  to  say  to  me  ?  ^ 

'*  Indeed  I  have,  but  not  now.  It  is  no  time  to  tzy  yoor 
courage,  poor  girl !     You  weep  ! " 
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^  I  can  always  find  courage  to  defend  you  Josephine,**  and 
she  dried  her  eyes  directly. 

'^  It  is  not  that  kind  of  courage,  sister.  Ah !  me  !  was  I 
.bom  to  give  pain  ?  " 

**  Speak  Josephine !  " 

"  Give  me  your  hand*  Be  brave — my  poor  Laure — ^this 
it  is.  I  am  worse  than  I  seem.  I  have  something  here  at 
my  heart  that  will  try  the  poor  doctor's  skill.  And  yon 
know,  love,  life  at  the  best  is  but  a  little  candle  that  a  breath 
puts  out" 

Laure  said  nothing,  but  she  trembled  and  watched  her 
keenly. 

**  It  is  al^ut  my  little  Edouard.  What  would  you  do  with 
him  if — if  anything  should  happen  to  me  ?  " 

^  What  would  I  do  with  him  ?  He  is  mine.  I  should  be 
his  mother.  Oh  I  what  words  are  these  I  my  heart !  my 
heart ! " 

^  No  Laure  ;  some  day  you  will  be  married,  and  owe  all 
the  mother  to  your  children,  and  Edouard  is  not  ours  only. 
He  belongs  to  some  one  I  have  seemed  unkind  to.  Perhaps 
he  thinks  me  heartless.  For  I  am  a  foolish  woman  ;  I  don't 
know  how  to  be  virtuous,  yet  show  a  man  my  heart.  But 
then  he  will  understand  me  and  forgive  me.  Laure,  dear, 
you  will  write  to  him.  He  will  come  to  you.  You  will  go 
together  to  the  place  where  I  shall  be  sleeping.  You  will 
show  him  my  heart.  You  will  tell  him  all  my  long  love 
that  lasted  to  the  end.  You  need  not  blush  to  tell  him  all. 
I  have  no  right.  Then  you  will  give  him  his  poor  Jo- 
sephine's boy,  and  you  will  say  to  him — "  She  never  loved 
but  you :  she  gives  you  all  that  is  left  of  her,  her  child. 
She  prays  you  not  to  give  him  a  bad  mother." 

Poor  soul !  this  was  her  one  bit  of  little,  gentle  jealousy  : 
but  it  made  her  eyes  stream.  She  would  have  put  out  her 
hand  from  the  tomb  to  keep  her  boy's  father  single  all  his  life. 

"Oh I  my  Josephine — my  darling  sister,"  cried  Laure, 
why  do  you  speak  of  death  ?     Do  you  meditate  a  crime  ?  " 
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^<  No ;  but  it  was  on  my  heart  to  say  it :  it  has  done  me 
good/' 

<^  At  least,  take  me  to  Your  bosom,  mj  well-beloved,  that  I 
may  not  see  your  tears.** 

"There — tears?  No,  you  have  lightened  my  heart 
Bless  you  !  bless  you  ! " 

The  sisters  twined  their  bosoms  together  in  a  long  gende 
embrace.  You  might  have  taken  them  for  two  angels  that 
flowed  together  in  one  love — but  for  the  tears. 

They  remained  silently  one  for  some  minutes.  Then  they 
went  to  Josephine's  room.  Laure,  however,  was  socm  emn- 
moned  out  by  the  baroness. 

She  came,  full  of  misgivings,  but  the  mood  of  the  baroness 
had  changed*    A  sly  benevolence  lurked  now  in  her  features. 
^  Sit  down  by  me  on  the  sofa.     Now,  mademoiselle,  con- 
fess I     There  has  been  a  tiff  between  you  and  £doaard :  a 
lover's  quarrel  ?  " 

"Y — J — ^yes,  mamma." 
"  And  if  I  make  it  up  for  you  ?  " 
**  Not  for  the  world ! — ^not  for  the  world  I " 
"  Nonsense,  child  I  " 

"  Monsieur  Riviere,"  was  announced  by  the  new  sei^ 
vant 

Laure  started  up  to  fly. 
"  Sit  still,"  said  the  baroness,  imperatively. 
Edouard  came  in,  wan  and  agitated. 
The  baroness  waved  him  to  a  seat,  and  took  one  herself, 
leaving  Laure  on  the  sofa. 

The  effrontery  of  Laure  in  facing  him  before  her  mother 
disgusted  and  enraged  Edouard.  ^  She  will  rue  it,"  said  he, 
bitterly. 

^  You  don't  see  Laure,"  said  the  baroness,  quietly. 
He  had  not  taken  any  notice  of  her. 
Edouard  stammered  some  excuse,  rose,  and   bowed  to 
Laure. 

Now  in  performing  this  cold  salutation  he  canght  sight  of 


WHITS   LIES.  561 

ber  face :  it  was  pale,  and  her  eyes  red.     She  was  unhappy 
then. 

^  Monsieur  Riviere/'  said  the  baroness,  ceremoniouslj  and 
filowlj,  "  you  have  not  honoured  us  with  a  visit  lately." 

^  Excuse  me,  madam,  I  have  been  much  occupied." 

^  Familiar  as  you  were  in  the  house,  and  esteemed  by  us, 
you  must  have  a  motive  for  abandoning  us  so  suddenly. 
Make  me  your  confidante.  What  is  your  motive  ?  Is  it 
Laure's  fault?" 

•*  Yes,  madam." 

^Oh!  yes,  mamma,  it  is  my  fault.  My  temper!"  and 
she  cast  a  piteous  look  of  supplication  on  Edouard. 

**  Do  not  interfere  Laure  :  let  me  hear  M.  Riviere." 

^  Madam,  my  temper  and  Mademoiselle  Laure's  could  not 
acooid." 

^  Why  her  temper  is  charming :  it  is  joyous,  equal,  and 
gentle." 

^You  misunderstand  me  madam — ^I  do  not  reproach 
Mademoiselle  Laure.    It  is  I  who  am  to  blame." 

"  For  what  ?  "  inquired  the  baroness  drily. 

"  For  not  being  able  to  make  her  love  me." 

**  Oh,  that  is  it !     She  did  not  love  you  ?  " 

*^  Ask  herself  madam." 

''Laure,"  said  the  baroness,  her  eye  now  beginning  to 
twinkle,  ^  are  you  really  guilty  of  such  a  want  of  discrimi- 
nation ?     Didn't  you  love  monsieur  ?  " 

**  No  mamma.     I  did  not  love  Monsieur  Edouard." 

Edouard  groaned. 

•*  You  tell  me  that,  and  you  are  crying ! " 

**  She  is  crying,  madam  ?  ?  ! !  " 

**  Why  you  see  she  is.     Come,  I  see  how  this  wiD  end." 

"  Where  are  you  going  mamma  ?  " 

"  To  my  other  daughter.  Alas !  her  case  is  worse  than 
yours.  Monsieur  Edouard,  forgive  me  if  I  leave  you  a  mo- 
ment with  the  enemy.  I  hope,  in  spite  of  her,  to  find  yon 
extant  on  mj  return.'* 

24* 
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She  went  off  with  knowing  little  nods  into  Josephine*! 
room. 

Dead  silence. 

^  Monsieur,"  began  Laure  in  a  faint  whisper. 

"  Mademoiselle ! " 

"  I  thank  you  humbly  for  your  generosity.  But  yoa  were 
always  generous.     I  felt  you  would  not  betray  me." 

^<  Mademoiselle,  your  secret  belongs  to  you,  not  to  others. 
I Curse  on  my  weakness !     Adieu ! " 

He  moved  to  go. 

She  bowed  her  head  with  a  despairing  moan. 

It  took  him  by  the  heart  and  held  him.  He  hesitated, 
then  came  towards  her. 

*'  I  see  you  are  sorry  for  what  you  have  done  to  me  who 
loved  you  so— whom  you  loved.  Oh !  yes,  do  not  deny  it 
Laure ;  there  was  a  time  you  loved  me.  And  that  makes  it 
worse :  to  have  given  me  such  sweet  hopes,  only  to  crush 
both  them  and  me.  And  is  not  this  cruel  of  yon  ? — even 
now  to  weep  so  and  let  me  see  your  penitence— when  it  is 
too  late ! " 

^'  Alas  I  how  can  I  help  my  regrets  ?  I  have  insulted  so 
good  a  friend." 

There  was  a  sad  silence.  Then  as  he  looked  at  her,  her 
looks  belied  the  charge  her  own  lips  had  made  against 
herself. 

A  light  seemed  to  burst  on  Edouard  finom  that  high-minded, 
sorrow-stricken  face. 

"  Tell  me  it  is  false ! "  he  cried. 

She  hid  her  face  in  her  hands — ^woman's  instinct  to  avoid 
being  read. 

"  Tell  me  you  were  misled,  then — ^fascinated,  perverted — 
but  that  your  heart  returned  to  me.  Clear  yourself  of 
deliberate  deceit,  and  I  will  believe  and  thank  you  on  my 
knees." 

•*  Heaven  have  pity  on  us  !  "  cried  poor  Lanre. 

'^  On  us !     Thank  you  for  saying  on  us.     See  now,  yoa 
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have  not  gained  happiness  by  destroying  mine.     One  word 
— Do  you  love  that  man  ? — that  Dujardin  ?  " 

"  You  know  I  do  not.*' 

**  I  am  glad  of  that ;  since  his  life  is  forfeited ;  if  he 
escapes  my  friend  Raynal,  he  shall  not  escape  me  I  " 

Laure  uttered  a  cry  of  terror. 

"Hush!  not  so  loud.  The  life  of  Camille  !  Oh !  if  he 
were  to  die,  what  would  become  of — oh,  pray  do  not  speak 
8o  bud!** 

" Own  then  that  you  do  love  him,"  yelled  Edouard;  "give 
me  truth,  if  you  have  no  love  to  give.  Own  that  you  love 
him,  and  he  shall  be  safe.  It  is  myself  I  will  kill,  for  being 
such  a  slave  as  to  love  you  still ! " 

Laure*s  fortitude  gave  way. 
•    **  I  cannot  bear  it ! "  she  cried  despairingly ;  "  it  is  beyond 
my  strength !  Edouard,  swear  to  me  you  will  keep  what  I 
tell  you  secret  as  the  grave  ? — hush !  here  they  come." 

The  baroness  came  smiling  out,  and  Josephine's  wan, 
anxious  face,  was  seen  behind  her. 

"  Well,"  said  the  baroness,  "  is  the  war  at  an  end  ?  What, 
are  we  still  silent  ?  Let  me  try  then  what  I  can  do.  Edou- 
ard, lend  me  your  hand." 

While  Edouard  hesitated,  Josephine  clasped  her  hands 
and  mutely  supplicated  him  to  consent  Her  sad  face,  and 
the  thought  of  how  oflen  she  had  stood  his  friend,  shook  his 
resolution.  He  held  out  his  hand  slowly  and  unwillingly : 
for  what  was  the  use  taking  hands  when  hearts  were  es- 
tranged? 

^  There  is  my  hand,"  he  muttered. 

''And  here  is  mine  mamma,"  said  Laure,  smiling  to  please 
her. 

Oh  I  the  mixture  of  feeling,  when  her  soft  warm  palm 
pressed  his.  How  the  delicious  sense  baffled  and  mystified 
the  cold  judgment 

Josephine  smiled.     It  was  a  respite. 

While  the  young  lovers  yet  thrilled  at  each  other's  touch, 
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yet  could  not  look  one  anotlier  in  the  face,  a  Midden  dash  d 

horses'  feet  was  heard. 

^'  That  is  Colonel  Raynal,"  said  Josephine  with  nnnatunl 
calmness.     I  expected  him  today." 

The  haroness  was  at  the  side  window  in  a  moment 
"  It  is  he !— it  is  he  ! " 
She  hurried  down  to  emhrace  her  son. 
Josephine  went  without  a  word  to  her  own  room.     Lanre 
followed  her  the  next  moment    But  in  that  one  moment  she 
worked  magic. 

She  glided  up  to  Edouard,  and  looked  him  full  in  the  faoe. 
Not  the  sad,  depressed,  guilty-looking  humble  Laure  of  a 
moment  before,  but  the  old,  high-spirited,  and  somewhat 
imperious  girL 

^  You  have  shown  yourself  noble  this  day.  I  am  goiug  to 
trust  you  as  only  the  noble  are  trusted.  Stay  in  the  lioo.'ie 
till  I  can  speak  to  you  !  *' 

She  was  gone,  and  something  lei^>ed  within  £douard*8 
bosom,  and  a  flood  of  light  seemed  to  burst  in  on  him.  Yet 
he  saw  no  object  clearly :  but  he  saw  light 

Josephine  went  to  her  room,  opened  a  drawer,  and  took 
out  a  little  phiaL  She  knelt  down,  and  was  in  the  act  of 
conveying  the  phial  to  her  lips  when  the  handle  of  the  door 
was  turned,  and  as  the  instinct  of  concealment  was  stronger 
even  than  the  desire  of  death,  she  hid  the  phial  swiftly  in 
her  bosom,  and  rose  hastily  from  her  knees.  But  this  latter 
action  was  surprised  by  Laure. 

"  What  are  you  doing,  Josephine,  on  your  knees  ?  " 
"  I  have  a  great  trial  to  go  through  today,"  was  the  hesi- 
tating answer. 

Laure  said  nothing.     She  turned  paler.     She  is  deceiving 

me  again,  thought  she,  and  Laure  sat  down  full  of  bitterness 

and  terror ;  and  affecting  not  to  watch  Josephine,  watched  her. 

"  Go  and  tell  them  I  am  coming,  Laure.** 

*^No,  Josephine,  I  will  not  leave  you  till  this  terrible 

meeting  is  over." 
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^Let  us  come  then,"  said  Josephine,  doggedly,  ^and  en- 
counter it  at  once." 

'^  Yes,  Josephine,  hand  in  hand  as  we  used  to  go,  when 
our  hearts  were  one." 

Josephine  arranged  her  hair  in  the  glass ;  woman  to  her 
last  gasp.  A  deep  voice  was  now  heard  in  the  sitting- 
room. 

Josephine  and  Lanre  went  to' the  door,  paused  irresolutely 
a  moment,  then  entered  the  tapestried  room. 

Baynal  was  sitting  on  the  sofa:  the  baroness's  hand  in  his. 
Edooard  was  not  there. 

Colonel  Raynal  had  given  him  a  strange  look,  and  said 
— *^  What,  you  here  I "  in  a  tone  of  voice  that  was  intol- 
erable. 

Raynal  came  to  meet  the  sisters.  He  saluted  Josephine 
on  the  brow. 

^^  You  are  pale,  my  wife :  and  how  cold  her  hand  is." 

^  She  has  been  ill  this  month  past,"  said  Laure. 

^  You  look  ill,  too.  Mademoiselle  Laure." 

"  Never  mind,"  cried  the  baroness,  joyously,  "  you  will 
cheer  them  all  up." 

"  Yes,"  said  Raynal,  moodily. 

"  How  long  do  you  stay  this  time — ^a  day  ?  " 

**  A  month,  modier." 

The  doctor  now  joined  the  party,  and  friendly  greetings 
passed  between  him  and  Raynal. 

^  But  ere  long  somehow  all  became  consdoas  this  was  not 
a  joyful  meeting.  The  baroness  could  not  alone  sustain  the 
spirits  of  the  parQr,  and  soon  even  she  began  to  notice  that 
Ra3mal's  replies  were  short,  and  that  his  manner  was  distrait 
and  gloomy.  The  sisters  saw  this  too,  and  trembled  for 
what  might  be  coming. 

The  gloom  deepened.    At  last  Raynal  whispered — 

'"  Josephine,  I  want  to  speak  to  you  alone." 

The  baroness  did  not  hear,  but  by  his  whispering  she 
divined  he  would  speak  in  private  to  his  wife. 
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She  gave  the  doctor  a  look,  and  made  an  excuse  for  gomg 
down  stairs  to  her  own  room.  As  she  was  going,  Josephine 
went  to  her. 

'<  Mother,  you  have  not  kissed  me  today." 

"  There !     Bless  you  my  darling ! " 

Baynal  looked  at  Laure.  She  saw  she  most  go :  but  sbe 
lingered,  and  sought  her  sister's  eye :  it  avoided  her.  {^  She 
is  deceiving  me.")  Laure  ran  to  the  doctor,  who  was  just 
going  out  of  the  door. 

**  Oh !  doctor,"  she  whispered  trembling,  "  doo*t  go  be- 
yond the  door.  I  found  her  praying.  My  mind  misgivei 
me. 

"  What  is  she  going  to  do  ?  ^ 

"  Tell  her  husband— or  something  worse." 

"  What  ?     Speak !— what  do  you  fear  ?  " 

^^I  am  afraid  to  say  all  I  dread.  She  could  not  be  so 
calm  if  she  meant  to  live.     Be  near  I  as  I  shalL" 

She  lefl  the  old  man  trembling,  and  went  back  to  Bay- 
nal. She  interrupted  them  just  as  he  was  saying  to 
Josephine — 

'*  I  was  a  little  surprised  at  your  reception  of  me,  but  it 
was  my  own  fault." 

'^  Excuse  me,"  said  Laure,  ^  I  only  came  to  ask  Josephine 
if  she  wants  anything." 

"  No ! — yes ! — a  glass  of  eau  siicrS.^ 

Laure  mixed  it  for  her.  While  doing  this,  she  noticed 
that  Josephine  shunned  her  eye,  but  Raynai  gazed  gendy 
and  with  an  air  of  pity  on  her. 

She  retired  slowly  into  Josephine's  bedroom. 

'^  Well,"  said  Raynai  with  a  heavy  sigh,  **  first  let  us  speak 
of  your  health — it  alarms  me ;  and  of  your  apparent  sadness, 
which  I  do  not  understand.  You  have  no  news  from  the 
Rhine,  have  you?" 

"  Monsieur!" 

'<  Do  not  call  me  monsieur :  nor  look  so  frightened.  Call 
me  your  friend.    I  am  your  sincere  friend." 
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"Oh,  yes !  you  always  were." 

"  Thank  you !  You  will  give  me  a  dearer  title  before  we 
part  this  time." 

"  Yes/'  said  Josephine  in  a  low  whisper.  And  she  took  a 
phial  from  her  bosom,  and  poured  the  contents  into  the  glass 
of  eau  8ucri» 

**  What  is  that  ?  "  asked  Raynal. 

"A  soothing  draught.     I  suffer,  monsieur." 

«  Call  me  Jean." 

^'  If  you  please.  I  suffer  Jean :  more  than  I  can  bear : 
this  soothes  my  pain." 

^  Poor  soul  I  But  sit  down  and  calm  yourself,  for  I  have 
something  very  serious  to  say." 

Josephine  took  the  seat  with  some  reluctance.  She  eyed 
the  glass  wistfully.  Afler  all,  she  could  get  to  it  at  any 
moment. 

Raynal  hesitated. 

"  First,  have  you  forgiven  me  frightening  you  so  that 
night?" 

"Yes." 

"  It  was  a  shock  to  me  too — ^I  like  the  boy.  She  pro- 
fessed to  love  him,  and,  to  own  the  truth,  I  loath  all  treachery 
and  deceit.  If  I  had  done  a  murder,  I  would  own  it.  A  lie 
doubles  every  crime.  But  I  took  heart ;  we  are  all  selfish, 
we  men  :  of  the  two  sisters  one  was  all  innocence  and  good 
faith ;  and  she  was  the  one  I  had  chosen." 

At  these  words  Josephine  rose  like  a  statue  moving,  and 
put  out  her  hand  to  the  cup,  and  in  one  moment  she  would 
have  drank,  and  sat  patient,  attending  to  Raynal  with  death 
coursing  through  her  veins. 

But  between  her  and  the  king  of  terrors,  into  whose  arms 
she  was  gliding,  was  a  danger  she  dared  not  face. 

A  wasp  was  hovering  right  over  the  sugared  death. 

She  drew  back  hastily,  with  a  look  of  dismay.  Raynal 
took  up  a  paper  knife  with  zeal. 

"  Oh  do  not  kill  it,  poor  thing  I  The  window  is  open : 
make  it  fly  away." 
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Rajnal  drove  away  the  wasp  with  his  handkerehid^  snd 
Josephine  stretched  her  hand  out  to  the  glass,  and  fixing  htf 
eye  on  Raynal  to  see  whether  he  would  let  her,  raised  it 
slowly  to  her  lips. 

Meantime,  Raynal  with  his  eyes  gloomily  lowered,  said  m 
a  voice  full  of  strange  solemnity — 

'<  I  went  to  the  army  of  the  Rhine." 

Josephine  put  down  the  glass  directly,  Uioagfa  without 
removing  her  hand  ^m  it. 

''  I  see  you  understand  me,  and  approve.  Tes !  I  ssw 
that  your  sister  would  be  dishonoured,  and  I  went  to  the 
army  and  I  saw  Dnjardin." 

^  Ah  I  what  did  you  say  to  him  ?  "  and  she  quivered  all 
over. 

"  I  TOLD  HIM  ALL." 

"You— told  him  all?" 

'^  Hush  Josephine,  don't  speak  so  loud,  and  oome  this  waj; 
there,  don't  fiddle  with  that  glass  my  poor  souL  Drink  it, 
or  leave  it  alone  :  for  I  want  all  your  attention,  all  your  aid, 
all  your  excuses." 

He  took  the  glass  out  of  her  patient  hand,  and,  with  s 
furtive  look  at  the  bedroom  door,  drew  her  away  to  the 
other  end  of  the  room. 

^  I  taxed  Dujardin  with  her  seduction ;  he  did  not  deny 
it     I  told  him  he  must  marry  her  ?  " 

"Yes." 

^  He  refused.    I  challenged  him.     He  accepted." 

Josephine  shuddered,  and  shrank  from  Raynal. 

"  Do  not  alarm  yourself.     We  never  met" 

"  Ah  !  thank  Heaven  I " 

"Oh,  no,  that  sin  was  spared  me:  indeed,  before  we 
parted,  the  poor  fellow  consented.  I  felt  happy  then.  I 
thought  I  had  saved  the  honour  of  our  family.  My  wife,  I 
have  a  favour  to  ask  you.  I  am  in  distress,  and  embar- 
rassment And  you  can  do  it:  for  he  was  indifferent  to 
you,  comparatively.    And  I  have  not  the  counige — oh,  I 
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should  feel  like  a  tliief,  like  a  coward,  before  her.     Will 

"  WTiat  ?  "  gasped  Josephine.  "  You  confuse — you  per- 
plex me  I     Oh !  what  does  this  terrible  preparation  mean  ?  " 

*^  It  means  that  I  shall  never  save  the  honour  of  your 
house  now.'* 

*'  Oh  1  is  that  all  ?  thank  Heaven !  "  She  did  not  know 
what  she  was  saying. 

"He  will  never  marry  Laure;  he  will  never  see  her 
tnore." 

"  I  see  I  he  told  you  he  would  never  come  to  Beaurepaire. 
He  did  well/' 

"  Alas  1  no !  that  is  not  it     I  tell  you  he  consented." 

"  To  what  ?  in  Heaven's  name ! " 

"  To  marry  her.  He  shook  hands  with  me,  the  tears  in 
his  eyes.  Ah!  I  understand  the  tears  in  those  lion  eyes 
DOW,  now  that  it  is  too  late." 

Baynal  groaned. 

"Wife,  I  was  to  attack  the  bastion.  He  knew  it  was 
mined.  He  took  advantage  of  my  back  being  turned.  He 
led  his  men  out  of  the  trenches ;  he  assaulted  the  bastion  at 
the  head  of  his  brigade.     He  took  it." 

"  Ah  !  it  was  noble :  it  was  like  him  I " 

"  The  bastion,  undermined  by  the  enemy,  was  blown  into 
the  air,  and  Dujardin  is  dead." 

"  Dead  I " 

"  Hush !  I  hear  Laure  at  the  door  I  hush  I  He  took  my 
place,  and  is  dead.  Swallowed  up  in  flames,  and  crushed  to 
atoms  under  the  ruins." 

"Oh!— oh!— oh!— oh!" 

Her  whole  body  gave  way,  and  bowed  like  a  tree  falling 
Doder  the  are.  She  sank  slowly  to  her  knees,  and  low 
moans  of  agony  broke  from  her  at  intervals. 

"  Is  it  not  terrible  ?  "  he  cried. 

She  did  not  hear  him  nor  see  him. 

"  Dead  I-^ead !— dead ! " 
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«'  War !  I  never  felt  you  till  that  hour." 
"  Dead  I — ah  ! — pity  I— the  glass ! "  I 

She  stretched  her  hands  out  wildly.  Raynal,  with  a  &oe 
full  of  concern,  ran  to  the  table,  and  got  the  glass.  She 
crawled  on  her  knees  to  meet  it,  he  stirred  it,  and  brought  it 
quickly  to  her  hand. 

"  There,  my  poor  soul !  " 

Now  as  their  hands  met,  Laure  threw  herself  on  the  cop, 
and  snatched  it  with  fury  from  them  both.  She  was  white 
as  ashes,  and  her  eyes,  supematurally  large,  glared  on  Rar* 
nal  with  terror. 

"Madman!" 

He  glared  back  on  her:  what  did  this  mean?  Thar 
eyes  were  fixed  on  each  other  like  combatants  for  life  and 
death :  they  did  not  see  that  the  room  was  filling  with  people, 
that  the  doctor  was  only  on  the  other  side  the  table,  and  that 
the  baroness  and  Edouard  were  at  the  door,  and  all  looking 
wonderstruck  at  this  strange  sight — Josephine  on  her  knees, 
and  those  two  facing  each  other,  white,  with  dilating  eyes: 
the  glass  between  them. 

But  what  was  that  to  the  horror,  when  the  next  moment 
the  patient  Josephine  started  to  her  feet,  and,  standing  in  the 
midst,  {ore  her  hair  by  handsful  out  of  her  head. 

''  Ah  I  you  snatch  the  kind  poison  from  me !  " 

"Poison!" 

"  Poison  ! ! " 

"Poison!!!" 

"  Ah  !  you  won't  let  me  die.  Curse  you  all !— curse  yoa ! 
I  never  had  my  own  way  in  anything.  I  was  always  a 
slave,  and  a  fool.  I  have  murdered  the  man  I  love — ^I  love ! 
Yes,  my  husband,  do  you  hear,  the  man  I  love !  " 

"  Hush !  daughter — respect  my  grey  hairs " 

"  Your  grey  haii*s !  You  are  not  so  old  in  years  as  I  am 
in  agony.  So  this  is  your  love,  Laure.  Ah !  you  won't  let 
me  die — won't  you  ?    Then  I'll  do  wobse — Tli,  tell  !  *• 
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CHAPTER  XLHL 

^  Enough  of  baseness  and  lies !  From  this  moment,  hon- 
our to  whom  honour  is  due,  shame  to  whom  shame.  Ah ! 
there  is  KdouanL  I  am  glad  of  it.  He,  who  is  dead — and 
I  will  follow  him,  I  will !  I  will — he  was  my  betrothed.  He 
•tmggled  wounded  bleeding  to  my  feet.  He  found  me  mar- 
ried. News  came  of  my  husband's  death — I  married  my 
betrothed." 

^  Married  him  I  my  daughter  ?  " 

"Ah,  here  is  my  poor  mother.  And  she  kissed  me  so 
kindly,  just  now — she  will  kiss  me  no  more.  Oh !  I  am  not 
Mhamed  of  marrying  him.  I  am  only  ashamed  of  the  cow- 
ardice that  dared  not  do  it  in  face  of  all  the  world.  We  had 
scarce  been  happy  a  fortnight,  when  a  letter  came  from 
Colonel  Ra}'nal.  He  was  alive.  I  drove  my  true  husband 
away,  wretch  that  I  was.  I  tried  to  do  my  duty  to  my  legal 
husband.  He  was  my  benefactor.  I  thought  it  was  my 
duty — Was  it?  I  don't  know.  I  have  lost  the  sense  of 
right  and  wrong.  I  turne<l  from  a  loving  creature  to  a  lie. 
He  who  had  scattered  benefits  on  me  and  all  this  house  ;  he 
whom  it  was  too  little  to  love ;  he  ought  to  have  been  ailoriHl, 
this  man  came  here  one  night  to  his  wife,  proud,  joyous, 
warm-hearted.  He  found  a  cradle,  and  two  women  watching 
It  Now  Edouard,  now  monsieur ^  do  you  see  that  life  is 
impossible  to  me  ?  One  bravely  accused  hers(;lf.  She  was 
innocent.     One  swooned  away  like  a  guilty  coward." 

"Ah!" 

"  Yes  Edouard,  you  shall  not  be  miserable  like  me.     She 
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was  guilty.  You  do  not  understand  me  yet  mj  poor  mother 
— and  she  was  so  happy  this  morning — ^I  was  the  liar,  the 
coward,  the  double-faced  wife,  the  miserable  mother  that 
denied  her  child.  Now  will  you  let  me  die  ?  Now  do  yoo 
see  that  I  can't  and  won't  live  upon  shame  and  despur.  Ah 
Monsieur  Raynal,  my  dear  friend,  you  were  always  gener- 
ous: you  will  pity  and  kill  me.  I  have  dishonoured  the 
name  you  gave  me  to  keep :  I  am  neither  De  Beanrepaire 
nor  Rayual.  Do  pray  kill  me  monsieur — Jean,  do  pray  re- 
lease me  from  my  life ! " 

And  she  crawled  to  his  knees  and  embraced  them,  and 
kissed  his  hand,  and  pleaded  more  piteously  for  death,  than 
others  have  begged  for  life. 

Kaynal  stood  like  a  rock :  he  was  pale,  and  drew  his  breath 
audibly :  but  not  a  word.  Then  came  a  sight  scarce  less  ter- 
rible than  Josephine's  despair.  The  baroness,  looking  and 
moving  twenty  years  older  than  an  hour  before,  tottered 
across  the  room  to  Raynal. 

"  Sir,  you  whom  I  have  called  my  son,  but  whom  I  wiH 
never  presume  so  to  call  again.  I  thought  I  had  lived  long 
enough  never  to  have  to  blush  again.  I  loved  you,  monsieor. 
I  prayed  every  day  for  you.  But  she  who  was  my  daughter 
was  not  of  my  mind.  Monsieur,  I  have  never  knelt  but  to 
Grod  and  to  my  king,  and  I  kneel  to  you;  forgive  as,  sir; 
forgive  us ! " 

She  tried  to  go  down  on  her  knees.  He  raised  her  with 
his  strong  arm,  but  he  could  not  speak.  She  turned  on  the 
others. 

"  So  this  is  the  secret  you  were  hiding  from  me !  This 
secret  has  not  killed  you  alL  Oh !  I  shall  not  live  under  its 
shame  so  long  as  you  have.  Chateau  of  Beaurepaire — nest 
of  treason,  ingratitude,  and  immodesty — I  loathe  you  as 
much  as  once  I  loved  you.  I  will  go  and  hide  my  bead,  and 
die  elsewhere." 

At  last  Raynal  spoke. 

^  Stay  madam  I  **  said  he  in  a  voice  whose  depth  and  dig- 
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nity  was  such  that  it  seemed  impossible  to  disobey  it.  ^^  It 
was  sadden — I  was  shaken — ^but  I  am  myself  again.  I  see 
it  all  DOW." 

**  Oh,  show  some  pity ! "  cried  Laure. 

« I  shall  be  just" 

There  was  a  long,  trembling  silence,  and  during  that 
silence  and  terrible  agitation  one  figure  stood  firm  iunong 
those  quaking.  l>eating  hearts  like  a  rock  with  the  wavei) 
breaking  round  it — the  man  of  princitle  among  the  crea- 
tures of  impulse. 

^  Rise,  Madam  Dujardin,  sit  there." 

He  placed  her  more  dead  than  alive  in  a  large  arm  chair. 

"Mother!" 

«  What !  you  call  me  mother  still  ?  " 

"You  are  a  trifle  too  haixl  upon  the  weak.  I  must  bo 
neither  harsh  nor  weak — I  must  be  just." 

"  Madam  Dujardin,  you  are  an  honest  woman.  But  you 
are  not  open.  Your  fault  has  been  cowardice  and  want  of 
truth.  You  should  have  told  me  long  ago.  Wliat  luid  you 
to  fear  ?  I  was  your  friend,  and  not  a  selfish  friend.  I  was 
not  enough  in  love  with  you  to  cut  your  throat :  I  don't  hold 
with  that  sort  of  love.  If  you  had  only  trusted  nu»,  I  would 
have  saved  you  all  this.  You  doubled  me  without  cause.  I 
am  angry  with  you,  and  I  forgive  you.  She  does  not  even 
hear  me." 

"  O  yes  monsieur,  my  sister  hears  you.  See  the  tears 
streaming  from  her  poor  eyes." 

**  Poor  thing !  I  have  some  little  comfort  in  ston*  for  her. 
First,  this  unfortunate  marriage  of  ours  can  be  annulled.** 

There  was  a  general  exclamation,  except  from  Joseph! n<'. 

"We  have  only  to  consent  to  do  away  with  it.  The  no- 
tary told  me  so  in  my  ear  on  our  wedding  day :  and  that  is 
what  tears  me  when  I  think  if  she  could  but  have  been  frank 
with  me — Ten  thousand  devils !  that  marriage  shall  be  an- 
nulled tomorrow.  But  I  must  not  stop  there.  I  have  others 
to  be  just  ta     If  I  stand  here  a  living  man,  to  whom  do  I 
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owe  it — to  Colonel  Dujardin,  who  gave  his  life  for  me.  To 
risk  life  for  a  comrade  is  nothing :  hut  to  oacrifioe  it  withoot 
hope,  as  he  did  for  me,  is  very  different.  What,  when  he 
had  but  to  fold  his  arms,  and  let  me  die,  and  by  -mj  deidi 
get  the  woman  he  loved  ;  he  gave  up  life,  and  love  for  me^ 
and  for  his  own  heroic  sense  of  honour." 

At  these  words  Josephine  sobbed  wildlj. 

The  just  man  warmed : — 

''  I  have  lived  with  heroes ;  I  have  fought  with  the  bimvQ 
against  the  brave,  and  I  saj  this  was  a  god-like  action.  The 
world  has  never  seen  a  greater.  If  he  stood  there,  and 
asked  me  for  all  the  blood  in  my  body,  I  would  have  giTea 
it  him  at  a  word.  He  is  dead  1  but  his  widow  and  his  child 
are  my  care,  and  no  other  man's.  Tomorrow  I  shall  be  m 
Paris,  and  your  marriage  with  Dujardin  shall  be  confiimed. 
Ah !  weak  but  lofty  creature.  I  see  by  your  eye  that  this 
brightens  even  your  despair.  You  thought  all  was  lost — no! 
Josephine,  all  b  never  lost  when  honour  is  saved." 

^  Bless  you  !  bless  you  !  my  boy  blesses  you  by  his  poor 

mother's  lips ;  bless "     She  sank  feebly  back  in  her 

chair  in  a  vain  endeavour  to  thank  him  in  the  midst  of  her 
despair. 

^'  What !  you  are  grateful  to  me,  then  do  something  to 
please  me.     Words  go  for  little  with  me." 

The  poor  soul  revived  a  little  when  he  told  her  she  could 
do  something  for  him. 

"  Promise  me  something." 

"  I  will." 

'^Not  to  attempt  self-destruction  again.  Come  proimse 
me  upon  your  honour." 

^*  I  promise,"  sighed  Josephine. 

^'  Now,  mother,  and  you  Edouard,  we  will  leave  ber  with 
the  doctor  and  her  sister.  Come,"  and  he  took  them  all  out 
of  the  room  sharp.  Looking  round  he  caught  sight  of 
Edouard's  face  ;  it  was  radiant  with  joy.  Raynal  started  at 
sight  of  it — then  he  reflected  and  muttered — ^  Oh,  ay !  I 
see!" 
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Sach  is  life. 

I  drop  the  curtain  on  the  sad  scene  that  followed  in  the 
room  he  lefl :  no  words  could  give  any  idea  of  Josephine's 
sorrow.  Fear  and  misgivings,  and  the  burning  sense  of 
deceit  gnawing  an  honourable  heart  were  gone.  Grief 
reigned  alone. 

The  marriage  was  annulled  before  the  mayor  ;  and  three 
days  afterwards,  Raynal,  by  his  influence,  turned  a  balanced 
scale,  and  got  the  consummated  marriage  formally  allowed 
in  Paris. 

With  a  delicacy  for  which  one  would  hardly  have  given 
him  credit,  he  never  came  near  Beaurepaire  till  all  this  was 
settled  ;  but,  he  brought  the  document  from  Paris  that  made 
Josephine  the  widow  Dujardin,  and  her  boy  the  heir  of 
Beaurepaire,  and  the  moment  she  was  really  Madam  Dujar- 
din he^  avoided  her  no  longer :  and  he  became  a  comfort  to 
her,  instead  of  a  terror. 

The  dissolution  of  the  marriage  was  a  great  tie  between 
them.  So  much  that,  seeing  how  much  she  looked  up  to 
Baynal,  the  doctor  said  one  day  to  the  baroness — ^^  If  I 
know  anything  of  human  nature,  they  will  marry  again,  pro 
Tided  none  of  you  give  her  a  hint  which  way  her  heart  is 
taming." 

They  who  have  habituated  themselves  to  live  for  others 
can  suffer  as  well  as  do  great  things.  Josephine  kept  alive. 
A  passion,  such  as  hers,  in  a  selfish  nature,  must  have  killed 
her. 

Even  as  it  was,  she  often  said — "  It  is  hard  to  live." 

Then  they  used  to.  talk  to  her  of  her  boy.  Would  she 
leave  him — Camille's  boy — without  a  mother?  And  these 
words  were  never  spoken  to  her  quite  in  vain. 

Her  mother  forgave  her :  and  loved  her  as  before.  Who 
could  be  angry  "with  her  long  ?  The  air  was  no  longer 
heavy  with  lies.  Wretched  as  she  was,  she  breathed  lighter. 
Joy  and  hope  were  gone.    Sorrowful  peace  was  coming. 
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When  the  heart  comes  to  this,  nothing  bat  Time  can  core; 
but  what  will  not  Time  do  ?  Oh  I  what  wounds  he  has 
healed  I     His  cures  are  incredible. 

Yet  are  there  a  few  hearts  in  nature  so  faithful  thai  thej 
carry  their  early  wound  to  their  late  graves. 

Who  then  can  predict  the  &te  of  Josephine  Dujardin  ?  the 
woman  of  women — the  disingenuous,  the  true-hearted  ? 

It  was  about  a  fortnight  later.  The  little  party  sat  one 
day,  peaceful  but  silent  and  sad,  in  the  Pleasanoe,  under  the 
great  oak. 

Two  soldiers  came  in  at  the  gate.  They  walked  feMj, 
for  one  was  lame,  and  leaned  upon  the  other,  who  was  pale 
and  weak,  and  leaned  upon  a  stick, 

"  Soldiers,"  said  Raynal,  "  and  invalided." 

^  Give  them  food  and  wine,"  said  Josephine. 

Laure  went  towards  them,  but  she  had  scarcely  taken 
three  steps  ere  she  cries  out — 

'<  It  is  Dard !  it  is  poor  Dard !  Come  here,  Dard :  go  to 
my  sister." 

Dard  limped  towards  them,  leaning  upon  Sergeant  La 
Croix.     A  bit  of  Dard's  heel  had  been  shot  away. 

Laure  ran  to  the  kitchen. 

'^  Jacintha,  bring  out  a  table  into  the  Pleasance,  and  some- 
thing for  two  guests  to  eat" 

The  soldiers  came  slowly  to  the  Pleasance,  and  were  wel- 
comed and  invited  to  sit  down,  and  received  with  respect: 
for  France  is  not  like  England — she  honours  the  humblest 
of  her  brave. 

Soon  Jacintha  came  out  with  a  little  round  table  in  her 
hands.  She  dropped  it  at  sight  of  Dard,  and  uttered  a  cry 
of  joy,  then  affected  a  composure  which  was  belied  by  her 
shaking  hands  and  her  glowing  cheek. 

After  a  few  words  of  homely  welcome— not  eloquent,  hot 
very  sincere — she  went  off  with  her  apron  to  her  eyes.  She 
re-appeared  with  the  good  cheer,  and  served  the  poor  fellowB 
with  radiant  zeaL 
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it  regimen  I  ?  '*  a§kod  RajnaL 
Dcircl  wna  atmut  to  aoiw^r,  bnt  hk  lupenor  &tot>peiI  him 
yervlj ;  th*:  a,  rising  with  hia  hand   to  his   forehead,  he 
plied,  with  pride — 

**  Twt^tiiy-founh  brigade,  second  company.     Wc  were  cut 

at  Philii>§ljurg,  iind  incorporated  with  the  twelfth, 

Baynal  regrctied  his  question :  for  Jo^phine^s  eye  ' 

stantly  (iJted  on   Sergeant  La  Croix,  with  an  expreaaion 

orda  cannot  paint*     Yet  she  showed  more  composurej  real 

fortedt  than  he  exf«*cled. 

1  **  Heaven  sends  him»**  said   she.    "  My   friend,  teil   tae, 

iyoii*-lih!" 
^Ck^el  Raynal  interfered  hastily. 

I  *•  Think  what  you  do,  my  poor  6Hend,     He  can  teU  you 

Qg  hat  what  we  know;  not  so  much»  in  fact^  as  we 

0W|  for  now  I  look  at  him  I  think  this  is  the  very  aergeftnt 

f  Ibitnd  lying  insensible  under  the  bastion.     He  must  hiife 

I  struck  before  the  bastion  was  taken  even." 
**1  was,  colonel,  I  was.    I  remember  nothing  but  losing 
'  Beuses,  and  feeling  the  eoloura  go  out  of  mj  hand-" 
^** There,  you  see,  he  knows  nothing*** 
•*  It  wag  hot  work,  coIodcI,  under  that  bajstlon,  but  it  was 
ptier  lo  the  poor  fellows  that  got  in,     I  heard  all  about  it 

Private  Bard  here," 
**So,  then,  it  was  you  who  carried  the  eolours  ?** 
•*  Yea,  I  was  struck  down  with  the  colours  of  the  brigade 
\  my  bandt"  cried  La  Croix* 

^**See  how  people  lie  about  everything — they  told  me  the 

t^loof?!  carried  the  colours,'* 

*"  Wiiy  of  course  he  did.     You  don't  think  our  colonel,  the 

fighting  colonel,  would  let  me  hold  the  colon rs  of  the  brigade 

I  long  lis  he  was  alive.     No  1  he  was  struck  by  a  Pruiilaa 

lllet,  and  he  had  just  time  to  hand  the  eoloum  Co  me,  and 

twith  his  fiword  to  the  bastion*  and  down  he  weoU     Jl 

Ot  work,  1  can  tell  you.     I  did  not  hold  them  k«^  not 

iiirty  leoomli,  imd  if  we  could  know  their  htMffjt  th«f 

25 
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passed  through  more  hands  than  that,  before  thej  got  to  te 
Prussian  flag-staff." 

Raynal  suddenly  rose,  and  walked  rapidly  to  and  fixH  wA 
his  hands  behind  him. 

Toor  colonel,"  continued  La  Croix,  ^well  I  love  to 
think  he  died  like  a  soldier,  and  nol  like  some  of  my  poor 
comrades,  hashed  to  atoms,  and  not  a  volley  fired  over  lyoo. 
I  hope  they  put  a  stone  over  him,  for  he  was  the  best  soldier 
and  the  best  general  in  the  aimy.'' 

^  Oh  sir  I "  cried  Josephine,  ^  there  ia  ao  stone  even  to 
mark  the  spot  where  he  fdl,*'  and  she  sobbed  despairing. 

<<  Why  how  is  this.  Private  Dard  ?  ^  inquired  La  Ckhi, 
sternly. 

Dard  ^wlogiced  for  the  sergeant.  Since  his  wound,  his 
memory  comes  and  goes. 

*^  Now  sergeant,  didn't  I  tell  you  the  colonel  must  have  got 
the  better  of  his  wound,  and  got  into  the  battery  ?  ** 

*^  It*s  false,  Private  Dard,  don't  I  know  our  colonel  better 
than  that  ?    Would  ever  he  have  let  those  colours  out  of  his 
hand,  if  there  had  been  an  ounce  of  life  left  in  him  ?  " 
'<  He  died  at  the  foot  of  the  battery,  I  tell  you." 
«  Then  why  didn't  you  find  him  ?  " 
Here  Jacintha  put  in  a  word  with  the  quiet  subdued 
meaning  of  her  class — 

'^  I  can't  find  that  anybody  ever  saw  the  colonel  dead." 
^^They  did  not  find  him,  because  they  did  not  look  for 
him,*'  said  Sergeant  La  Croix. 

^  God  forgive  you  sergeant,"  said  Dard  with  some  feding. 
"Not  look  for  our  colonel/  We  turned  over  every  body 
that  lay  there — ^fuU  thirty  there  were— and  you  were  one  of 
them." 

^  Only  thirty !  why  we  settled  more  Prussians  than  that, 
m  swear.     Oh  the  enemy  had  carried  them  off.'* 

^' Ay  I  but  I  don't  see  why  they  should  carry  our  ooknel 
off.  His  epaulets  were  all  the  thieves  could  do  any  good 
with.     Stop!  yes  I  do  Private  Dard;  I  have  a  liORible 


No  I  I  have  not — ^it  h  a  oertaintj.     What  don't 
I  »ee^  ye  mu^?  thunder  and  thousands  of  de%^i^  here's  a 

Dogs  of  PruFsian*?,  ih^y  have  got  our  eolonel 
'  hare  taken  him  priiMSfier/' 
*0h  God  hle&s  them  I  oh  God  hlees  the  mouth  that  tells 
Oh,  EiTyJ  am  his  wife^  his  poor  heart-broken  wife* 
Ton  would  not  be  so  cruel  as  to  mock  mj  destpair.     Say 
that  he  may  be  alive — pray  say  it  a^ain !  ** 
'  Hii  wife  1     Private  Dard,  j^hy  didn*t  you  tcU  me?    Y^ 
'  ptetty  lady,  I'll  say  it  again,  and  111  prove  it.     Here 
I  cmemy  in  full  retreat — ^would  they  encumber  themselvi 
I  with  the  colonel  ? — ^if  he  was  dead,  they'd  have  whipped  off 
iya  epauleL??^  and  left  him  there*     Alive? — why  not?     Ixiok 
Imt  me  :   I  am  alive,  and  I  was  woi^e  wounded  than  he  was. 
I  They  took  me  for  dead,  you  sea     Cburage  madam  I  you 
i  9ee  bim  again — take  an  old  soldier'e  woM  for  it.     Di 
QtiOD  !  this  13  tlie  coloner&  wife." 
Bhe  ga^ed  on  the  speaker  like  one  in  a  trance* 
Erery  eye  and*  every  soul  had  been  so  bent  on  Sergeant 
Jm  Croir  that  it  was  only  now  Raynal  was  observed  to  be 
|.     The  next  minute  he  came  riding  out  of  the  stable 
^  Jirdf  and  went  full  gallop  down  the  road. 

**AkV'  cried  Laure  with  a  burst  of  hope.  *'  H«  thinks 
«o  too  :  he  ha^  hopes*  He  is  gone  some  where  for  infer  ma^ 
lion*     Perhaps  lo  Pana,*' 

Josephine's  excitement,  and  altemaiiong  of  hope  and  fe^^H 
^  were  now  alarming*     Laure  held  her  hundj  and  implored  b^fl 
to  try  and  ba  calm  till  they  could  see  Eaynal. 

Just  before  dark  he  ciime  riding  fiercely  home,    Jo!«*phine 
'  down  the  etairi,     Haynal  at  sight  of  bt^r  forgot  all  liis 
efttition.     He  waved  hii^  cocked  but  in  the  air.     She  fell  on 
ber  knees  and  thanked  God.     He  ga^^ped  out^- 

^  Prifoner— exchanged  for  two  Prtiadan  lieutenant#— ^ont 
I  bocn^'^-^ey  itay  lue  ia  in  France  I  " 

The  tears  of  joj  gashed  in  atreams  fi^m  bat* 
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Some  days  passed  in  hope  and  joj  inexpressible  :  but  tbe 
good  Doctor  was  uneasy  for  Josephine.  She  was  always  ib- 
tening  with  supernatural  keenness,  and  starting  from  ber 
chair ;  and  every  fibre  of  her  loTely  person  seemed  to  be  en 
the  quiver. 

Nor  was  Laure  without  a  serious  misgiving.  Would  hoa^ 
band  and  wife  ever  meet  ?  He  evidently  looked  on  her  as 
Madam  Baynal,  and  made  it  a  point  of  honour  to  keep  awaj 
from  Beaurepaire.  They  had  recourse  to  that  ever  soothing 
influence — her  child.  Thrice  a  week  she  went  to  Frejiis, 
and  used  to  come  away  brighter  and  calmer. 

One  day  Laure  and  she  went  on  foot  to  Madam  Jouvend, 
and,  entering  tjie  house  without  ceremony,  found  the  nurse 
out,  and  no  one  watching  the  child. 

'^  How  careless  I "  said  Laure. 

Josephine  stooped  eagerly  to  kiss  him.  But  instead  of 
kissing  him  she  uttered  a  loud  cry.  There  was  a  locket 
hanging  round  his  neck. 

It  was  a  locket  containing  some  of  Josephine's  hair  and 
Camille's.  She  had  given  it  him  in  the  happy  days  that 
followed  their  marriage.  She  stood  gasping  in  the  middle  of 
the  room.  Madam  Jouvenel  came  running  in  just  at  that 
moment.  Josephine,  by  a  wonderful  effort  over  herself, 
asked  her  calmly  and  cunningly — 

'^  Where  is  the  gentleman  who  put  this  locket  round  my 
child's  neck  ?     I  want  to  speak  with  him." 

Madam  Jouvenel  stammered  and  looked  confused. 

"A  soldier — an  officer  ?— come  tell  me." 

"  Woman,"  cried  Laure,  "why  do  you  hesitate ? — it  is  her 
husband ! " 

"  I  guessed  as  much ;  but  my  orders  are — and  if  madam 
does  not  love  the  poor  gentleman " 

*^  Not  love  him  I "  cried  Laure.  "  She  loves  him  as  no 
woman  ever  loved  before.  She  pines  for  him.  She  dies 
for  him." 

The  door  of  a  little  back  room  opened  at  these  words  of 
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Lanre,  and  there  stood  Camille,  with  his  arm  in  a  sling,  pale 
and  astounded,  bat  great  joj  working  in  his  face. 

Josephine  gave  a  cry  of  love  that  made  the  other  two 
women  weep,  and  in  a  moment  they  were  sobbing  for  joy 
upon  each  other's  neck. 
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CHAPTEE  XLIV. 

AwAT  went  sorrow,  doabt,  despair,  and  all  they  bad  suf- 
fered. That  one  moment  paid  for  alL  And  in  that  moment 
of  joy  and  surprise,  so  great  as  to  be  almost  terrible,  perhaps 
it  was  well  for  Josephme  that  Gamille  weakened  by  his 
wound,  was  quite  overcome,  and  nearly  fainted.  She  was 
herself  just  going  into  hysterics ;  but,  seeing  him  quite  over- 
come, she  conquered  them  directly,  and  mused  and  soothed, 
and  pitied,  and  encouraged  him  instead. 

Then  they  sat  hand  in  hand.  Their  happiness  stopped 
their  very  breath.  They  could  not  speak.  So  Laure  told 
him  all.  He  never  owned  why  he  had  slipped  away  when 
he  saw  them  coming.  He  forgot  it  He  forgot  all  his  hard 
thoughts  of  her.  They  took  him  home  in  the  carriage.  His 
wife  would  not  let  him  out  of  her  sight.  For  years  and 
years  after  this  she  could  hardly  bear  to  let  him  be  an  hour 
out  of  her  sight.  The  world  is  wide  ;  there  may  be  a  man 
in  it  who  can  paint  the  sudden  bliss  that  fell  on  these  two 
much  suffering  hearts,  but  I  am  not  that  man.  This  is 
beyond  me.  It  was  not  only  heaven,  but  heaven  after 
heU. 

X^eave  we  the  indescribable  and  the  unspeakable  for  a 
moment,  and  go  to  a  lighter  theme. 

The  day  Laure's  character  was  so  unexpectedly  cleared, 
Edouard  had  no  opportunity  of  speaking  to  her,  or  a  recon- 
ciliation would  have  taken  place.  As  it  was,  he  went  IxHne 
intensely  happy.  But  he  did  not  resume  his  visits  to  the 
chateau.     When  he  came  to  think  calmly  over  it,  his  vanirj 
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craellj  mortiited.     She  was  Innocent  of  Uie  greater 
!  i  but  how  in§(jleiiily  she  had  sacrificed  him,  his  hve^ 
I  hk  respect,  to  another's  interest. 
I  More  generous  thoughts  prevailed  by  degrees.     And  one 
r  that  her  pale  face,  her  teard,  and  her  remorse  got  the 
ktter  of  his  offended  pnde,Jie  tbund  he  could  forgive  her* 
nd  he  wad  sure  he  cotilrl  not  be  happy  if  he  did  noL 
I  He  called,  she  reeeived  him — how  ?  not  on  her  knees  fli 
I  esepected,  but  with  a  stateliness  and  frozen  reserve  that 
him  a  new  light  &a  to  the  ins  and  out^  of  female  char- 
In  the  middU;  of  a  grave  remoiis trance,  which   he 
ended  to  end  by  tbi*giving  her,  she  told  him  tl)al  ahe  had 
debating  pro  jtnd  e&n^  whether  she  could  forgive  him, 
[  fbe  found  f»be  eould ;  but  not  to  such  an  extent  as  ever 
t  beeomf5  his  wife, 

^'*  Forgive  me  ?  "  cried  he  in  great  heat.     He  went  into  a 

and  could  hardly  articulate.      This  gave   her   an 

She  remained  cold  and  collected.    She  told  him 

had  wounded  her  too  deeply  by  hb  jealous,  suspicious 

p«  Was  I  not  to  believe  your  own  lips?     Am  I  the  oniy 

who  believed  you  ?  was  I  to  iay  ^  she  is  a  liar  f  ^  *' 
>  **  I  forgive  Colonel  Raynal  for  believing  roe  I     He  did  not 

Dw  me  T  but  you  ought  to  haVK  known  me.  It  i.^  not  as  if 
wo  had  Imen  alone.  You  were  my  lover«  You  fihould  have 
seen  I  was  forced  to  deceive  poor  Haynal ;  and  you  had  no 
right  to  believe  your  eyes,  much  less  your  ear^  agaiujst  my 
trtith  I " 

Edouard  was?  staggered. 

**  1  did  not  see  it  in  that  light,**  said  he, 

**  But  liiat  18  the  light  I  see  it  in," 

*<  And  do  you  make  no  excuse  for  ine*  Laure-  I  have 
been  making  mrtny  lor  you,"  said  Edounnl,  humbly. 

*•  I  don*t  know  what  excuses  to  make  for  you,  hut  if  yon 
ans  humbles  and  ask  my  pardt»ii  I  will  try  and  lorgive  you^ 
in  ttme.** 
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^  Forgire  me,  LaoFe.    Year  tex  are  teid  iD 

ForpTcmel" 
"Ohlohloh!" 

^Whalifl  the  matter,  dear?  Whjdo  joq  erf  ?* 
<"  What  a  f— f— 4bol  you  are  not  to  see  Oiaft  k  ie  I  wfct>  am 
without  excuse.  Too  are  mj  betrothed.  It  vas  to  yea  I 
owed  my  doty— not  to  my  sister.  To  yon— die  best  fiieai 
I  ever  had.  Oh!  Edouffd,  I  am  wieked — wahmppj.  No 
wonder  yoa  caB*t  f6irgtw%  me.* 

<<  I  do  forgive  you.*  He  eai^t  her  m  his  arms.  '^Then^ 
DO  more  about  fbn^^renessy  Hty  betrothed  my  wifo ;  let  ov 
oontentioQ  be  whic^  shall  love  the  other  best* 

«<0b!  I  know  how  that  win  be,*  said  Lanre,  smfliiig  wilk 
joy,  and  swaltowing  a  great  sob ;  ^you  will  lore  me  best 
till  you  have  got  me,  and  ^ttesi  I  shall  love  yoa  best,*  eaid 
the  discerning  toad. 

These  two  were  a  happy  pair.  This  wayward,  but  genei^ 
r  uS  heart  never  forgot  her  oflfence,  and  his  forgiveness.  She 
gave  herself  to  him,  heart  and  soul,  at  the  akar,  and  well  sbe 
redeemed  her  vow.  He  rose  high  in  political  life :  and  paid 
the  penalty  of  that  sort  of  ambition.  His  heart  was  often 
sore.  But  by  his  own  hearth  sat  comfort  and  enrer  ready 
sympathy.  Ay,  and  patient  industry  to  read  blue  books,  and 
a  ready  hand  and  brain  to  write  diplomatic  notes  for  him, 
off  which  the  mind  glided  as  from  a  ball  of  ioo. 

In  thirty  years  she  never  once  mentioned  the  servants  lo 
him! 

Oh  let  eternal  honour  crown  her  name  I 

It  was  only  a  little  bit  of  heel  that  Dard  had  left  in 
Prussia.  More  fortunate  than  his  predeoessor  (Achilles), 
he  got  off  with  a  slight  but  enduring  limp.  And  so  the 
army  lost  him. 

He  married  Jadntha,  and  Josephine  set  thttn  up  in  Byo^s 
(deceased)  auherge.  Jadntha  shone  as  a  landlady,  and 
custom  flowed  in.     For  all  that,  a  hankering  after  Beauffr- 
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i  obsenrable  in  lien     Her  favourite  stooll  was  into 

Beaurepajre  kitchen,  and  on  aU  fetes  and  grand  occa- 

\  tthe  was  prominent  in  gay  attire  as  a  retamer  of  ihe 

The  last  specimen  of  her  homely  sagacity  I  shall 

^Te  the  honour  to  lay  before  you  is  a  critique  upon  her 

ftbaml^  which  she  rented  six  years  after  marriage* 

**  My  Dtird,**  said  she,  '*  ia  very  good  as  far  as  he  goes. 

Bt  be  ba*  felt  himself,  thai    he  can   feel  for:  nobody 

You  come  to  bim  with  an  empty  beUy,  or  a  broken 

,  OPT  all  bleeding  with  a  cut,  or  black  and  blue,  and  you 

I  find  a  friend.     But  if  it  is  a  sore  heart,  or  trouble j  and 

aw^  and  no  hole  in  your  carcass  to  ebow  for  it,  yoti  bad 

itlcr  come  to  me,  for  you  mtgbt  as  well  teU  yoar  grief  to  a 

ne  wall  as  to  my  man." 


The  baron efiii  took  her  son  Raynal  to  Paria,  and  there, 
lib  keen  eye,  selected  him  a  wife.  She  proved  an  excel- 
nt  one.  It  would  have  been  bard  if  sbe  had  not,  for  ll^ 
nofls  with  the  severe  sagacity  of  her  age  and  sex  bad  sel 
aside  as  naught  a  score  of  seeming  angels,  before  she  oould 
nil  herself  with  a  daughter-in-law*  At  first  Baynal  very 
operly  kept  clear  of  the  Dujardin's,  but  when  both  had 
L  married  some  years,  the  recollection  of  that  fleeting  and 
Dinid  connection  waxed  faint,  while  the  meoioiy  of  great 
enefits  conferred  on  both  sides  remained  lively  as  ever  in 
ts  so  greats  and  there  was  a  warm,  a  sacred  friendship 
etwe«n  the  two  bouses — a  friendship  of  the  ancient  Greeks 
not  of  the  modem  dub-bouse. 

CamiUe  and  Josephine  were  blessed  almost  beyond  the  lot 
of  humanity  t  none  can  really  appreciate  sunshine  but  tbo^o 
wbo  come  out  of  the  eold  dark*  And  s-o  with  bjippine^s. 
For  yeari  they  could  hardly  be  aaJd  to  live  tike  mortals ; 
they  basked  in  bllas-  But  h  was  a  near  thing.  They  hut 
jof  I  acni^ed  dear  of  life-long  misery,  and  death's  cold  to^ch 
I  them  both  as  they  went* 
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Yet  they  had  heroic  virtaes  to  baknee  White  Lies  in  & 
great  Judge's  eye. 

Have  yon  great  heroic  virtues? — no? — then  remember 
Ananias  and  Sapphira.  They  died  for  a  single  White  Lie— 
a  White  Lie  as  common  as  dirt. 

Have  yon  great  heroic  virtues? — ^yes? — then  do  not 
nnllify  or  defile  than  hy  White  lies,  but  gild  them  h^ 
as  the  sun  with  Troth.  k 
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